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Flealus, Prince if v. erona. 5 
Paris, Kinſman to the Pri 
Montague, 2 of tw 01 of | 
Capulet, % each. oH | 

Remeo, Son to Mage: 8 * 


Bervelio, hi 3 

Tybatt, Kinansn eo Capulet. « . 

An old Man, his Couſin. , wha « 
Friar Lawrence, a F e 7g 
Friar Toh, of the ſame order. 4 
Balibaſar, Servant to Ronieo. x 
— 2 Seryants to Capulet. ers 

Abram, Servant to Montague, . 20 
Three u. 13 | 


Peg Fs Fo 
Lady & Ne. Wie to Montague. 3 
Lady Bow, Wife'to Capulet. . * 


ict, Daughter to Capulet, in love with Romeo. 
I lurſe to * 


Mercut io,. - Fri. of Romeo. | EY d 


* b . rr 


Chorus — boy „Page to Paris, an officer, an Apotiecary. 


Citizens of Veh ſeveral Men and Women, relati- 
ons to both Houſes; Maſkers, Guards, Watch, and 
other fn * a 

"x * 


The Scene, in the beginning of the fifth act, is in Man. | 


tua; during all the reſt of the . at Verona. 


* 
* 


A, 0 Ay, While your live, draw Your aeck out of 


ker veſſels, are ever thruſt to the wall: 


| Greg: Nag for the 
I mean, an w in cholex, we'll « 


the collar. 8 
ben, I ſtrike quickly, bein mov'd. 
© Greg. But thou art not aichity mov'd to frike. 
Sam. A dop ofthe houf. of Montague moves me. 
Greg. To move, e ; and to be valiant, is— 
to ſtand to it: therefore, if thou art moy'd, thou 


"runn'ft away. 


Sam. A dog of that houſe ſhall move me to ſtand: 
E will take the wall of any man or maid of Montague's. 
Greg. That ſhews thee a veak ſlave; for the weakeſt 
goes to the wall. 5 
Sam. True; and therefore women, ; = the wea- 


therefore 
will puſh Montague's men from the wall, and thruſt 
his maids to the wall. 

Greg. The quarrel is Boygyeen ou matrs and us 
their me 

Sam. Tis all one, I w ill ſhew "myſelf a tyrant: 
when I bay fought with the men, I will be cruel 
with the maids ; it Will cut off their heads. 2 

Greg. The heads of the maids ? s 

Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or their Aiden 
heads ; ; take it in what ſenſe thou wilt. 


Greg. They muſt take it in ſenſe, that feel it. 
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Sam. Me they (hall feg], bing bl at ns: 


and, tis known, Tam a Se. piece 
Greg. Tis well, thou amt not fiſh; if thou ha: „ | 
thou hadſt been poor john "= > Ma here f 
comes of the houſe 2 the e Montsguss. | 
Enter . and Baliba 
Cam: My akg e, des 


_ . 1 

Grege, How? 1 5 hy! 12 
Sam. Fear me mot: - _— 
Greg, No, mafry; 
Sam. Let us take 


- 
— 


Fos for likes j let them begin. 


Greg. I'will fro I paſs by; and let them take 
it as x ud. Þ Yao + * e 
Sam. Nay, Hey date." will bite my 
them ; Which by a We ©2 them, if oY, 92 K. it. o 
Abr. Do you * Ts AS. fir? * 


Sam. 1 a bite m bo 
Abr, Do you bite a thu by 
Sam, Is the law on our Uo, wo Day ? 
Greg. No. | * 
Som. No, fir, 1 do not bite my thumb at + yours 
but I bite my thumb, ſir. 
Greg. Do you quarrel, fir? ,» * 
Abr. Quarrel, fir? no, fir. | 
Sam, If you do, fir, * your teres 85 2 
2 man as you. | P 
Abr, No better. | 
$48; Well, ue * 
Enter Benvolio. 
Greg. a here comes one of my maſter's 
| kinſmen. T 
| San, Ves, better, fir. #4 
| Abr. You lie. E 4 | 29 . 
| Sam. Draw, if you be men,---Gregqzy, remember 
ö thy ſwaſhing Belts * 22 * [They fight. | 
Ben Part, fools; put up your een 
You know not What you do. . 
| Enter Tybalt. . 
| 9280 What, artthou drawn among theſe heartleſs kind: | 
| 4 
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Enter old Mont 


= wicld old part e hands as old. 
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Turn thee, B lio, 
Ben. 1 do r 


upon thy death. 
e peace; put up thy ſword, 


Or it to part theſe men with me. 


756. What, draw, and talk of peace? I hate the word; 
As L hate hell, at os and the: 
Have at thee, comarti 3 
Enter three or four 0 ene, with Clubs. 
Cit. Clubs, hills, rtizans ſtrike! beat en 


dow ml... 
; om With the 8 


Down with thi&'Ca 
Enter old Capulet, Meru ; and Lady Capulet. 
e my long ſword, ho! 


Cap. Whatnouſeis this ?--Give 
La: Cap. & crutch, a crutch I hy, a you for. a 


\ (word? * 


Ca 1 . I fay old. by ne is come, 
nd Ful lbe⸗ his blage in ſpight ng N 
5 Lady Hades, 
Mon. Thou villain, Capule d me not, let me go. 
La. Man. Thou ſhalt. not ſtir foot to ſeek a foe. 
Enter Prince, with Attendants. 
Prin. Rebellious e.. enemies to peace, 
Profaners of byte dur- ſtained ſteel.— 
Will they not ear hat ho! you men. you-beafts,-- 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountains iſſuing from your veins, 
On pain of torture, from thoſe bloody hands 
Throw. your miſ-temper' d. weapons to the ground. 
And hear the ſentence of your mores 870 | 
Three civil brawls, bred of; word, 1 3 
By thee, old Capulet, and de, . 
Have thrice diſturb d the quiet of our eats. * 
And made Verona s ancient citizens, >. 
Calt by their grave beſeeming 6rva ents, , 


C.n:red witirpe your Saka 
If ever y u diſturb our ſtreets again, 
Your lives ſhall pay tlie forfeit of the peace. 
For this time, all the reſt e e 
You, Capulet, ſhall go along Tith me, 
And, Moatague, N 3 Wn * 


* ot 
7 * 


* 
o 
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this: „„ 
To old F ree-town, our common jud oh mw 


. A were ond When it began „ 


The fiery 


Which, as 2 esch d He Þ tomy cars, (- 
He ſwung about „and cut the 1 bs a Sl 
Who nothing bur hal, hiſs d him in corn: . 
While we were . chruſtg wäd blowe, / 


Came mode and more, an 
Till the prince camé, No ed ei 

La. Ma, en, - ſaw you hias . 
Right glad T am W a3 this Zan. 3.44 
Bon. Madam, ur before the worthipp'd ſun | 
Peer'd forth the golden window of the eaſt, i 
A troubled mind drave me to walk. abroad; | 
Where---underneath the grove vf iycamour, 
That weſtward rooteth from the city's ſide- 
So early walking did I ice your ſon: | 
Towards him I made ; but he was 'ware of me. | | 
And ſtole into covert of the. w 1 g \ 
I, meaſurmg his — by my 0 [ 
That molt are b are moſt We 
purſu'd my ham ing his, — 
And gladly ſh e gl ed from me, |. 
| Ez Many a morning ath be theke been ſeen. | 
|, Ks Wig ack a menting the freſh:m 


fought c on art, 
her pare 


dew, 14 
mote clouds web — deep ſighs: N 

«far alt e TA on n 8 * 

+ Should, in the rabtheſ' caſh $16 

Thejhady curtains from ; 1c s bed, 

Away from light ſteals home my heav "IF 


 Andpi üer his en has himſelf; 


Shuts up H ocks Fair day-light our. „ 
1 artifeial nignt: wr I | 
; - * 
1 4 * 1 % SES tr | * 
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Black and po tous muſt his humour prore. 
Unleſs good el may the cauſe remove. 
Ben. 10 noble uncle, de ou know the cause? 
Mon. I neither 3 it, nor can learn it of hi 
Ben. Have * tun: d him by any means? 
Mon. Both an many other friends? 
But he, his own u ations counſellor, * © 
Is to himſelf- 1 , . 
But to himſelf ſo det and fo cloſe, 
So far from ſ andiſcovery, 
As is the bud bit wath atfenvious worm, 
Ere he can ſ cead his Meet lea v the air, 5 
Or dedicate his beauty te the 
* 7 we but learn from hence his ſorrows. grow, 


wa 


Vllknow his grievance, or de > en 
Mon. I would, thou wert o 
To hear true ſhrift. Cory 
. Ben. Good nor couſin. 
Rem. Is the day ſo young 2 


Bien. But new ſtruck aue 2 * 
Rom. Ay, mel. ſad hour s ſeem 10 38 4 
| \ Was that my father that u ent hence ſo faſt? - - 
[ Ber. It was: What ſadneſs lengthens Romeo bohrs 
f Rom. 1 that, which, n 1 them | 
ort * , 
|. Ben. In love? * p 
15 Rom. Out — : 
L Ben. Of love? * 


W = Out of her aver where crak lere. ow 
> Alas, that lgye, fo 
Ab, * Should be ſo cyrannths ahd r OS: 
LY that. lo Keyhole view is wuffled Kill 
Should ithou eye de path*ways tg his willy | 
Where ſhall we” ange 120 mel W e here? 


* s thweh to dg wi 


"Ms 265 


— : | 


4 . | $=. - 2 
| - * * 4 * * * a CF 4 4 * > 
* | 3 


* 


12 dont a "OD 


2 And, 8 watt 


2 


Why then, O brav ling love! 
O any thing, of nothing firſt * 
O heavy lightneſs ! ſerious vanity ! 
Miſ-mapen chaos of well - ſeemiag forms 
Feather of lead, bright ſmoak, cold fire, ſick health 
Still-waking fleep, Chat is not What it is 
This love feel , that feel no love in this. 
Doſt thou not aug? 
Ben. No, coz, 888 wee „ 
755 Good heart, at what? © 
en, At thy good heart's © 8 +. 
Way, ſughigs love's — | 
Crick of mine own he heavy in my breaſt; 


| Wich chou wilt propagate, to have it preſt 2 


With more of thine 2 his love that thou 7> he | 


Wrote wh ch. 41 prelof ſweet.. 
Fare elly my coz. . in [Gorng.. 
Ben. Soft, 1 will go along; . 


An if you leave me 45, u do me wrong 
Rom. Tut, I have jon m yielf; Lam — here; 
This is not Romeo, he's ſome other where. 
Ben. Lell me in ſadneſs, who ſhe is you love? 
Rom ay” mall 1 groan, and tell thee? 


Ben.” Gros 4 


2 


But ſadly tell 0 

Rom. Bid ſick man in ſadneſs make his will ;— 
O word ill g's to one that is ſo ill 
In ſadneſs, couſin, I do love a woman. 

Ben. I aim gear, When ſuppos'd; you lov'd. 


Rem. N 


A. _ ri r fair mark, Fair £02,415 > Sonell hat. 

Rom. Well, 
With Cupid 4 arrow, ſhe hath Dian's wit; 
th well an 2 


A . 


ood N Pong ſhe's fair 1 


in that hit, you miſs :, me 'I not ys ; 


* 


ounter of aſſailing eyes 
Nor ope her lap e 5:06 


For beauty, tary? d with her Ferit! * 
Cuts beaut off from all 


le hath forſworn to love; and in that v ew: 2 


1 "Tis the way | . | 


In penalty ; 
For men ſo old as we to keep the peace, 


And pity *tis, you liy? 
But, now, my lord, 


will not ſtay thegege of loving terms, 
or bid the enc 


O, ſhe is rich W bane only poor, 
That, * ſhe dies, Tun beauty die 


Ben. Then ſhe hath ſworn, that. Will ſti 


too ir, too wiſe; Wiſel . 7 
Fomerit bliſs by making pair: 1 


. — — — — — 


— —— — — 0 


Do I live dead, that live to tell it now. * 
Ben, Be rul d by me; forget to think of her. : 
Rom. O, teach me how I ſhould Net to think: | 
Ben. By giving liberty unto things Wes: 

Examine other beauties. 8 . . | 


o call bers, 1 in ueſtion more: 1 
heſe happy maſks, thit kiſs fair ladies“ brows, 
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair; 
He, that is ſtrucken blind, Cannot oo et SEE 
The precious treaſure of his exe. ſight loſt, 
Shew me a miſtreſs that is paſſing - l 
What does her beauty ſerve, hut as a note 
Where I may read, who lad that pafling fair? | 
Farewell; thou canſt not me to forget. 
Ben. Vl pay that 1 l or elſe die in debt. 4 
| 8 


SCENE n. | 


4 Street. wter Capulet, Par Haris, and & . 
Cap. . is boundas well as 1, 


e; and tis not hard, 1 think, 


Par. Of honourable 15 70 are vou both 
8 
ſay yo 


— 


my ſuit? 5 1 


85 
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|. Cap. But ſaying o'er what I have ſold before: re: 
My ig | By . > 1 


4 


a 


ly child is yet zer in the wad,” 
She hath not ſeen the change of 5 years; * 
s more ſummers wither in elf pride, f 
re We may think hex ripe to 1 3 
Par. Vaunger than ſhe are happy mothers made. 
Cap. And ide ſoon marr'd are thoſe ſo early made. 


. 


The earth hath ſwallow'd all my hopes but ſhe, 


S 


She, is the hopefublady of my earth: _- 
But woother, gentle P. 

My will to her conſents but A part: 
An ſhe agree, win her hype of choice © . gf 
Lies my, conſent and fair-according. voice. 
This night T hold ag old accuſtom'd feaſt, +. BE 

hereto] have invited many a gueſt, © 
Such as I love; and you 00g he ſtore, PER 5 
One more, moſt welcome, et my number more. 
At my poor houſ ok to behold this ni ght 


* , 


gentle Paris, get her heart, 


treading fars, that make dark heaven light ? 
Such comfort as do luſty young men feel! £ 0 
When well-apparel'd April on the heel! 


Of limping winter treads, even ſach delight 
Among freſh. female buds ſhall you this night 
Inherit at my houſe ; hearall, all ſee, | 
And like her moſt, whoſe merit moſt ſhall he: 
Such, among lt view of many, mine being one, 
May ſtand in number, though in reckoning none. 
Come, with me: — G0, rrah, trudge about 
Through fair Verona, ſind thoſe perſons out, 
Whoſe names are written there; and to them ſay, 
My houſe and welcome on their pleaſure ſtay. 
2 g * | Exeunt Capulet and Paris, | 

Serv. Find them out, whoſe namegare written here? 
It is written—that the ſhoemaker ſhould meddle with E2 
his yard, and the tailoe with his lat, the fiſher with his 
pencil, and the painter with his nets ; but I am ſent 
to find thoſe perſons, whole names. are here writ, and 
can never what names the writing perſon hath. 
here writ, I mull ad: -In good time. 


"4 


aan -* zee ay deer, PS 


Enter Benwolio; and Rimes 45 

Ben. Mt man] onefire burns out . 

One pain is leſſen d by another's anguinſß; 

Turn giddy, and beiholp by backward turning; 

One deſperate 2 cures with another's Jang alt 
Take No w infeQion to thy eyes * 
And wee od of the old will die . 9 

Rem. Peer - leaf is e 
-— Ben. For What, ray thee ? _ 

Rom. For your Well lit * 3 

Ben. Why, Romeo, art r 

Nom. Not mad, but bound moge ban A mn 1s? 

Skut op in priſon, kept withont my food, 

Wnipt, and tormented, and—Good-c'en, good fellow. 
Serv. je gr good een pray, fir, can you read ? 
Rom. Ay, mine own fortune in my miſery, © 
Ser. Perhaps you have learn'd\y it without book : "BE ; 

But I pray, can you read any thing vou fee? „ p 

Nom. Ay, af ksow the letters Md the language. 
Serv. Ye fay honeſt!y ; Reſt F a4 | 

Rom. Stay, fellows can read! 

; [He reads the lift. | 

«« Signior Martino, and his wife, ad daughters; 
County Anſelm, and his beauteous filters; Ihe | 
« lady widow of Vitruvio ; Signior Placentio, and his 
lovely nieces ; ; Mercutio, and his brother Valentine ; 
«« Mille uncle Capulet, his v ife and daughters; My | 

« fair niece Rolaline s Livia; > os on Valentio, and 
«©. his coufin Tybalt; Lucſe, and the lively Helena,” | 
A fair aſſembly; Whither ſhould they come; 1 


47 
* * 


. 
* — F__r — ⁰˙ 


Serw. Up. kf iq 
- Rom. Whither to ſupper? -k 
'S + Sexy. To our houſe, _ - | 
\ 4d, Rom. Whole houſe? * or 1 
Serv. My maſter's. w_ 


Nen. Indeed, I ſhould have aſk'd you that before. ] 
Serv. Now I'l tell you without aſking : My maſter | 

is the great rich Capulet; and if you be not of the 
hhcuſe of Montagues, * come eruſh a cup of 
wine. Reſt you m 


"0p * 


19 


16 S AND aur. 4 l. 
i, At this ſame ancient feaſt of Capule 

Sups the fair Roſaline, whom. thou ſo loy * 

With all-the admired beauties of 4:3 $- 

Go thither ; and, With untain 3 

Compare her face with ſome that 7 mal tie, 

And I will make thee'thinkithyfwan 
Rom. When the deve reli g10n of 
Maintains ſuch falſhooi 3 turn t Fives ! 

And theſe, —whozvften drbwn'd, could never die. 
Tranſparent heretics, he hunt for liars 15 

One fairer than my love! the All-ſeeing ſun 

Ne'er ſaw her match, fince firſt the world 
Ben, Tut ! tut you ſaw her fair, none elſe 

Herſelf pois'd with herſelf in either eye: A 


by, 


But in thoſe cryſtal ſealeszilet there be weigh's © n 


Your lady's love againft ſome other maid 

That I will ow vou, ſhining at this feaſt, 

And ſhe ſhall al ew well, that no ew: bet. 
Rom. I'll go along, no'ſuch fight to be ſhewn, 

But to rejoice in ſplendour of mine own. Es 


s C E N Il. 


„ Roam in — Hugs, 
Enter Lady Capulet, and Nurſe. 
La. Cap. Nurſe, where's my daughter? call her 
to me. 
Nurſe. * 6 by my maidendead,at twelye years 
O1d ,- * 2X7 
I bade her come. What, lamb! what, lady-bird ! 
God forbid Where's this girl?---what, Juliet! 


Enter Juliet. 
Jul. How now, who calls: Na 
Nur/e. Your mother. k * wi 


Madam, I am here; What 1 er will? "IR 
La. Cas. This is the matter: Nurſe, give leavea while, 
We muſt talk in ſecret - Nurſe, come back again; 
J have remember'd me, thou ſhalt hear our W 49 
Thou know'ft,/ my daughter's of a pretty age. 
Co Faith, I can tell her age unto an wog 1 
La. Cap. * s not mug | WL - 


os , * 


* 
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Nurſe. L'II lay fourteen of my teeth, 

And yet, ty teen be it ſpoken, I have but four, 
She's not fourteen : How long ist now to Lammas- ide? 

La. Cap. A fortnight, and odd days. 

Nurſe. Even or od, of all days in the year, 
Come Lammas-eve at night, ſhall ſhe be fourteen, ®. 
Suſan and ſhe, God te all Chriſtian ſouls 1 
Were of an age. Well, Suſan is with God; 

She was too good for me: But, as ſaid, 
On Lan mas- eve at night ſhall ſhe be fourteen; 
That ſhall ſhe, marry remember it well, 
is ſince the earthquakemmowyheven years; 
And ſhe was wean'd---1 never ſhall forget it— 
Of all the days of the year, upon that day: 
For I had then laid wormwood to my dug, 
Sitting i' the ſun under the dove-houſe wall, 
My lord and you were then at Mantua: -- 
Nay, I do bear abrain;--- but, as I ſaid, 
When it did taſte the worm-wood on the nipple 
Of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty fool! 
To ſee it teachy, and fall out with the dug. 
Shake, quoth the dove-honſe: twas no need, I trow, 
To bid me trudge. | | 
And ſince that time it is eleven years. | 
For then ſhe could ſtand alone; nay, by the rood, | 
She could have run and waddled all about. | | 
For even the day before, ſhebroke her brow: . | 
And then my huſband---Godbe with his ſoul ! 
A Was a merry man ;---took up the child; | 
Vea, quoth he, doſt thou fall upon thy face? 1 
Thou wilt fall backward, when thou haſt more wit; 4 
© Wilt thou not, jule?“ and, by my holy-dam, | 
The pretty wretch left crying, and ſaid- Ay: 
To ſee now, how a jeſt ſhall come about! 
I warrant, an I ſhould live a thouſand years, 
I never ſhould forget it; © Wilt thou not, Jule?* quoth he: 
And pretty fool, it ſtinted, and faid---* Ay.” 

La. Cap. Enough of this; I pray thee, hold thy hence. | 

_ Nurſe. Yes, madam; Yet I cannot chuſe but laugh, 
To think it ſhould leave crying, and ſay.— Ay: 
3 | Vol. vill. e 


4 
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And yet I warrant, it had upon its bro B 
A bump, as big as a young cockrel's ſtone ; * 
A par'lous knock ; and it sried bitterly, : Þ 
© Yea,” quoth my huſband, fall'ſt uponithy face? 
Thou wilt fall backward. when thou 0 2A to age; 
Wilt thou not, jule?“ it ſtinted, and ſaid- ay? 1 
Jul. And ſtint thou too, I pra hee, nurſe, fay IJ. 
Murſe. Peace, I have done. God mark thee to his 
| grace?! gs TF12 I | 
Thou waſt the prettieſt babe that e' er I nurs'd : 
An ] might hve to ſee thee married once, 
I have my wiſh. | „ #553 
La. Capo Marry, that-marry is the very theme © 
I came tO%alk of---Tell me, daughter Juliet, t 

How ſtands your diſpoſition to be married? | 
Jul. It is an honour that I dream not of. 

Nurſe. An honour! were not I thine only nurſe, 

I'd ſiy, thou hadſt ſuck'd wiſdom from my teat. 
| La. Cap. Well, think of marriage now z---younger 


than you, te 
Here in Verona, ladies of eſteem, 89 
Are made already mothers: by my count. 


1 was your mother much upon theſe years | 
That you are now a maid, Thus then, in brief. 
he valiant Paris ſeeks you for his love. 
þ Nie A man, young lady! lady, ſuch a man, 
As all the world hy, he's aman of wax. 
Ia. Cap. Verona's ſummer hathnot ſuch a flower. 
Nurſe. Nay, he's a flower; in faith, a very flower. 
La. Cap. What ſay you? can youlove the gentleman? 
This night you ſhall behold him at our feaſt: 
— o'er the volume of young Paris” face, 
nd find delight writ there with beauty's pen; 
xamine every ſeveral lineament, F 
nd ſee how one another lends content ; 
nd what obſcur'd in this fair volume lies, 
Find written in the margin of his eyes.” 
This precious book of love, this unbound lover, 
o beautify him, only lacks a cover: $ 
he fiſh lives in the ſea; and tis much pride, 
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| Fot fair den the fair within to hide: 
That book in many's eyes doth ſhare the glory, 
That in gold glaſps locks in the golden ſtory. 
So ſhall you * all that he doth poſſeſs, 
n yourſelf no leſs. 


By having him, 
« "Why Ne leſs? Znav; bigger; women grow by men. 
* ap. xcak briefly, e you Hike ot Paris“ love ? 

ul. In oh tene woking liking move: 
But ng more deep will I endart mine eye, 
Than your ech i Ah ſtrength to make it fly. 
ter. a Servant, 

weſts are come, ſupper ſerv'd 
ng lady aß d for, the nurſe 
in extremity, 


iow ſtraight. 


* 


4 erv. Madas 


up, you callbd, 
curs'd in pee everythin 


% we I muſt; hence to wait; I beſeech you, 
7 la Cap. Weffallowthee.— Juliet, the county ſtays. 
| == Nurſe. Go; girl, ſeek happy nights to happy days. 
4 He 3 [Excunt. 
a ” 
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4 Sore. Zul knto, Mercutio, | Benvelio, with five 


er fix Maſters, Torch-begrers, and others. 


* Rom. What, ſhallthis ſpeech} 4 75 our excule? 
Or ſhall we on without ee e 
Ben. The date i is out pf ſuc rolixity 
We'll have no Cupid od-wink with fear, 
Bearing a Tartar's td bow of pd, 
| Scaring the ladies like a crow-keepety 
Y Nor no without-book Prologue Fine! ſpoke 
After the prompter, entrance 
But, let them meaſure us by what they will, 
| Weill meaſure them meaſure, and be gone. 
7 Rom, Give me h. -I am not for this ambling; 
an l Mg but heavy, will, bear the lig ö : 
e. Nay, gentle Romeo, we muſthave you dance. 
* 2 Neri believe me: you have dancing - ſhoes, 
* With nimble ſoles; I have a ſoul of lead, 
3 88 ſtakes me to the ground; I cannot move. 
N Mer. You area lover; borrow Cupid's wings, 
And ſoar with them above a common bound. 
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_ c 
Rom. I am too ſore enpearced with-hi aft, 
To ſoar with his light feathers; and fo bound; 
I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe: 
Under love's heavy burden do I fink. 
Mer. And, to ſink in it, ſupuld gon burden love? 
Too great opprefiion. for a tender thing. 


88 


ws | , 


©, 


Rem, Ig love à tender thing it is to hugh, Ns 
Too rude, too boiff ros; Aud it pricks hike thorn. * 

Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough Sith love; 
Prick love for pricking, and you bea ie down. 


Give me a caſe to put my N in; . ona maſk, 
= _— for a viſor !— 
at curious eye dot 905 defbrmities; 
Here are 2 5 All bluſh for my 
Ben. Come, knock, I: 0 and no ooner in 
But every man betake him cokis | legs. 
Rom. A torch for me; let Wantons, light of haart; 
Tickle the ſenſeleſs ruſhes with their heels; 
For 1 am proverb'd with a N oo raſe, — 
I'll be a candle, holder, and look on, 4 
The game as ne er ſo fair, am done. 
2 722 * 22 5 — mbuie, UC onftable' $OWN word: 
Tf thou art dug well draw thee from the mire, 
Or (ſave your. Teverence) love, wherein thou ſtick'ſt 
Up to the ears. Come we burn day-light, Boy 
Rem. Nay, that's n | 


Mer. I mean, fir, in{delay 
We wits our lights in vain, like lamps by : 
Take gobd meaning, for our judgment fits 
Five times in that, ere once in our ſine wits. 
Rom. And we well, . this maſk ; 
But 'tis no wit to go. of 
Mer. Why, may one "7 © 
| Rom, I dreamt a dream knight. * 0 K 
Mer. And fo did 1. + | 
Rom. Well, what was yours? Si, W at 


Mer. That dreamers often lie. 
Rom. In bed aſleep; while they do dream thin gs tru e 
Mer. O, then, I ſee, . . ab hath been with you. 


She i is the fairies midwife; and ſnhe comes 
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en 
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In ſhape no bigger than an agat ſtone 


On the fore-finger of an alderman, . 
Drawn with a team of little atomies 
Athwart men'g moſes as they he aſleep : * 
Her waggon-ſpokes made of long ſpinners legs: 
The cover of the yings.of graſhoppers ; » P 
The traces, of thiefmalleſt pider*s web; 
Tbecollars ofthe moonſhine's watry beams; 
Her whip, ofcricket's bone; the laſh, of film ; 
Her waggoner, à fmall grey-coated gnat, | 
Net half fo big round little worm 
Prick*d-from the Tazy finger of a maid : 
Her chariot is ayEmpty hazel- nut, 
Made by the diner Hquirrel, or old grub, 
'Time out of mind cle airies coach-makers 
And in this ſta@he gallops night by night 
Through lovers” braing#and then they dream of love: 
On cgurtiers knees, that dream on court'ſies ſtraight : 
O'er lawyers' fingers, who ſtraight dream on fees: 
O'er ladies lips, who ſtraight on kiſſes dream; 
Which oft theamgry Mab with bliſters plagues, 
Becauſe&heir bis with ſweet-meats tainted are. 
Sometimes ſhe gallops o'er a courtier's noſe, 
And then dreams he of ſmelling out a ſuit : 
And ſometime comes ſhe with tithe-pig's tail, 
Tickling a parſon's noſe as a' lies aſleep, 
Then dreams he of another benefice: 
Sometimes ſhe driveth per a ſoldier's neck, 
And then dreams he of guttigg foreign throats, 
Of breaches, ambuſcadoes, Spaniſh blades, 
Of healths five fathoms deep; and then anon 
Drums in his ear ; at which he ſtarts, and wakes ; 
And, being thus frighted, ſwears a prayer or two, 
And ſleeps again. [Lit is that very Mab, b 
That plats the mand of horſes in the night; 
And cakes the elf. locks in foul ſluttiſh hairs, * 
+ Which, once untangled, much misfortune bodes. 
This is the hag,» when maids lie on their backs, 


* That preſſes them, and learns them firſt to bear, | 
N Making them women of good carriage. 
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This is ne. „ a 
Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace; 8 
Thou talk 'ſt of nothing. : 
Mer, True, I talk of dreams; * 
Which are the children of an idle brain, 
Begot of nothing but vain phantaſy; — | 
Which is as than. of ſubſtance as the air; ; 
And more incanſtant than the Wind, who wooes = 
Even now the frozen boſom of the'north, * 
And, being anger'd, puffs away from thence, . 
Turning his face to the dew-drapping ſou tb 
Ben. This wind, you talk offblows us from ourſelves; 
Supper is done, and we fall come too late. 
Rom. I fear, too early: for "my mind miſgives, * 
Some conſequence, yet hangingan the ſtars, 
Shall bitterly begin his fearful dae 
With this nde revelsg and Fic the term 
Of a deſpiſed life, elos d. in my breaſt, 
By ſome vile forfeit of untimely death; 
But He, that hath the fteerage,of my courſe, 
Direct my fail !—On, luſty gentlemen, 
Ben. Strike, drum. 


S C EN Ne. 
A Hall in Capulet”s Houſe. 


. Enter Servants. 


1 Serv. Where's Potpan, that he helps not to take 
away? he ſhift a trencher! he ſcrape a trencher! 

2 Serv. When good manners ſhall lie all in one, or 
two men's hands, àud they unwaſh'd too, 'tis a foul 
thing. "x 
4 Away with the joint-ſtools, remove the 
court-cupboard, look to the plate good thou, ſave 
me a piece of march-pane ; and, as thou lov'ſt me, 
let the porter let in Suſan Grind-ſtone, and Nell 
Antony! and Potpan! 

2 Serv. Ay, boy; ready. 

1 Serv. You are look'd for, and call'd for, aſt 
for, and ſought for, in the great chamber. "Yr 

2 Serv. We cannot wi and there too.. 
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China boys; be briſk a Hite? and the longer liver 
take al , A 
Enter 2 Ce. with the Pala, PP the Maſters 
1 Cap. Welcome, gentlemen! Jadies, that have 
their feet 
Unplagu'd with corns, Will have A bout wich you:. 
Ah ha, my miſtreſſes | Which of you all 
Will now deny to dance? the at makes dainty, ſhe, 
I'll ſwear, hath corns; Am I come near you now? 
You are welcome, gentlemen? I have ſeen the days 
That 1 have worn a viſor; and could tell 
A whiſpering tale in à fair lady's ear, 
Such as would pleaſe ; tis gone, tis gone, tis gone: 
+» You ns welcome, gentlemen.---Come, muſicians, play. 
A hall! a hall! give room, and foot it, girls. 
[Muffe plays, and they dance. 
More light ye knaves ; and turn the tables up, 
| And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot. 
Ah, firrah, this unlook*d*for ſport comes well, 
f [ F Nay, ſit, nay, fit, good couſintCapulet ; 
a For you and ] are paſt our danèing days: 8 
How long is t now, fince laſt yourſelf and I 
Were ina max? 
2 Cap. By'r lady, thirty years. 
1 Cap. What, man! tis not ſo much, tis not ſo much: 
Tis fince the nuptial of Lucentio, 
Come | array as quickly as it will, | 
Some and twenty years; and then we maſk'd. 


2 Cap. Tis more, tis more: his ſon i is elder, ſir; 
His ſon is thirty. 


1 Cap. Will you tell me that: 
His ſon was but a-ward two years ago. : 
Rom. Whatlady's that, which doth enrich the hand 
Of yonder knight? . 

Serv. I know not, fir. vt . 
Rom. O, ſhe doth teach the torches to burn brightl 

Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night 

Like a rich jewel in an Zthiop's ear? 
Sede too rioli for uſe, for earth too dear! 
0 4 a ſnowy dove trooping with crows, 
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As yonder lady o'er her fellows ſhows. 
The meaſure done, I'II watch her place of ſtand, 
And, touching hers, make happy my rude hand, 
Did my heart love till — forſwear it, ſight! 
For Iwer ſaw true beauty till this night. 
by his voice, ſhould be a Montague :- 
rapier, boy; --What, dares the ſlave 
Come you z cover'd with: an antick face, 
Jo fleet and ſcorn at our ſolemnity ? 
Now, by the ſtock and;honour of my kin, 
1 To ftrike him dead 1 hold it not a fin. 
I Cap. Why, how now, Kinſman : ? wherefore non 
you ſo? 2 2 
5 Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe; * 
A ale, that is hither come in ſpight, 
To ſcorn at our ſolemnity this night. 8 
1 Cap. Young Romeo ist? 1 
754. »Tis he, that villain Romeo. 
1 Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, # him alone, 
He bears him like a portly gentleman ; | 
And, to ſay truth, Nene brags of him, 
- Tobe a virtuous and well-govern'd youth: 
I would not for-the wealth of all this town, 
Here in my houſe, do him diſparagement : 
N herefore be patient, take no note of him, 
t is my will; the which if thou reſpect, 
She w a fair preſence, and put off theſe frow ns, 
1 An ill-beſeeming ſemblance for a feaſt. 
755. It fits, when fuch a villain is a 1 1 
I'll not endure him. 
1 Cap. He Mall be endur'd; 
What, goodman boy !—l ſay, he ſhall _—_ to; 
Am the maſter here, or you? go to. 
Vou' ll not endure him - God ſhall mend my ſoul 
Vou'llm Mutiny among my gueſts ! 
You wall fet cock-a-hoop ! 'ou'll be the man? 
Tyb. Why, uncle, tis a „ %. 
l I Cap. Go to, go to, | 
You are a ſaucy boy :---I[s't ſo, indeed? 
© This trick may chance to ſcathe you -n LY 
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, . 
You muſt contrary me marry, tis time i 
Well ſaid, my hearts: Vou are a princox; go: 
Be quiet, or- Mot ht, more light, for ſhame! 
I'll make you quie hat !---Cheerly, my hearts, 
T;b. Patience perforce, with wiltulch Len N 
Makes my fleſh tremble in their different greeting. 
I will withdraw; bi Anis intruſion ſhall = 
Now ſeeming ſweetz7Eonvert to bitter gall; [ Exit. 
Rom, If Iprofane Wy unworthy hand __ 
« £7 nw I Juliet. 
This holy ſhrine, the gentle fine is this— 
My lips, two bluſhing pilgrims, ready ſtand, 
ZMmooth that rough touch with a tender kiſs. 
"FX Good pilgrim you do rong your hand too much, 
Which mannerly devotion ſhews in this: 
For ſaints have hands that pilgrim's hands do touch, 
And palm to palm is holy palmer's kiſs. 
Rem. Have not ſaints lips, and holy palmers too? 
2 Ay, pilgrim, lips that they muſt uſe in prayer. 
Ram. O then, dear ſaint, let lips do what hands do; 
N pray, grant thou, leſt faith turn to deſpair. 
Jul. Saints do not move, though grant for prayers” 


© 
«4 
Mo 


ſake, 
Rom. Then move not, while my prayer's effect I take. 
Thus from my lips, by yours, my fin is purg'd. 
| [Xing Her. 
Jul. Then have my lips the ſin that they have took. 
Rom. Sin from my lips? O treſpaſs ſweetly urg'd! 
Give me my fin again. = * | 
Jul. You kiſs by the bool. 
Nurſe. Madam, your mother craves a word with you, 
Rom. What is her mother? N 
Nurſe. Marry, bachelor, 
Her mother is the lady of the houſe, 
And a good lady, and a wife, and virtuous: + 
I nurs'd her daughter, that yow talk'd withal ; 
I tell you— he, that can lay hold of her, 
Shall have the chin. 1 
© "Rom, Is ſhe a Capulet ? 5 
O dear account! my life is my foe gebt. 


. 


E's 45 1 Ca Nay, gentleßß 


= PF. bs ite en fo? Why, then Ithank 


7 . here (the « 
4 ran, by my fay,. it W. Tees | late ; 


At | | 


+ Dem. ar, begoli | the ſport isat the þeſt, 
Kom ay ſo | fear; thamore is my oor 


1 P2nquet to) 


all; 
entlemen ; good. nizhe : — 
K 


en let's to bed. 


I thank you, hon 


78 to my reſt. | [ Exeun 
65 Come, hithef Mrſe: Wbat is yon gentlema 
5 The fon and Heir of old Liberio. 
1 What's he thar now is going ogg 
oor *. as I think} is young P 
{ Whar'Sh e that follows there, two. 
daneds a; N ug 
"Nur . know not. a 44": 
Jul. Go, aſk his name: — if he be married, 
My y grave is like to be my wedding bed. 
Nurſe. His name is Romeo, and a Montague; 
Ihe only ſon of your great enemy. 
Jul. My only dre eng from my only . 
Too early ſeen unknown; and known too la 
Fa birth of love it is to me, 
That I muſt love a loathed enemy. 2 
8 4 What's this? what's 'this? © 
A rhyme I learn'd even now | 
O lrg I danc'd withal. . [Ore calls within, Juliet. 
Nurſe. Anon, anon:— _. 
Come, let 's away; ; the ſtrangers all are gone. ¶ Zæeun 
Enter Chorus. 
Now old — doth on his death-bed lie, 
And young affection gapes to be his heir; 
That fair, for which love groan'd ſore, and would die 
With tender Juliet match'd, is now not fair. 
No Romeo is belov'd, and loves again, 
Alike bewitched by the charm of looks; 
But to his foe ſu pos he muſt complain, 
* And ſhe ſteal love's Tweet bai: from fearful hook 
Being held a foe, he may not have acceſs 
To breath ſuch vows as lovers uſe to ſwear ; 
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3 as much in love, her means muc 
o meet her new-beloved any Where: , 
paſſion lends them power, time means to 
pp'ring extremities with extreme ſweet. 

eee 


* 


Ad | 


zone 


7 ; | 55 CE 
1. | | 1. 
7 II. . I. N. 

xeun ä "IMP: | 
e The Street. Falls Romeo als. 

4 NI go forward, when my heart is here! 
1 Turn K, dull earth, and find thy centre + 
FS out. * 


Enter Ale ab Acerca 
u. Romgel ! ouſin Romeo! a” | 2 
. He is wifes: | | 1 
on my life, Rath ſtol'n him home to bed. 
He ran this way, and E this orchard wall: 
good Mercutio. 
r. Nay, I'll conjure too. FLY 
„Romeo! humours ! madman! * Hover l. 
-ar thou in the likeneſs of a f h, . 
k but one rhyme, and I am ſatisfied ; . 4. * 
but Ay me! couple but—love and dove; . 
to my goſſip Venus one fair word, . 
nick- name to her purblind ſon and heir, 
g Adam Cupid, fe that ſfot ſo trim, 
n king Copheths lov'd the beggar maid — 
eareth not, he ſtirreth not, he moveth not; 
ape is dead, and [ muſt on jure him— 
ure thee by Roſaline's Mg at eyes, 
er high forehead, and her ſcarlet lip, 
er fine foot, ſtraight leg, and quivering thigh, 
the demeſnes that there adjacent lie, 
in thy likeneſs thou appear to us. 


iet. 


E xeunt 


1d die 


<6 n. An if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him. 
ak r. This cannot anger him: *twould anger him 


- 


iſe Writ | in his maſtroſs' * 
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Of ſome ſtrange nature, letting it there ſtand 
Till the had laid it, and conjured it down; 
That were La bt my invocation 
Is fair and hogeſt, and, in his miſtreſs“ name, 0 
I conjure only but tð Halle up Hfmn. | | 
Ben, Come, he hath hill himſelf mo 
To be conſorted With the humourous ni 
Blind is his Jove, and beſt befits the dark. 
Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark, 
Now will he fit under a medlar tree, © 
And with his miſtreſs were that kind of fruit, « 
As maids call medlars, when they laugh alone. 
Romeo. good night ;—1'll to my truckle- bed; 
This field-bed is too cold for me to 1i2ep:; 
Come, ſhalbwe go? 
Ben. Go, then; for tis in vain 


To ſeek him here, chat means not to be found. [Exeunt. 
S CEN E 1. 
Capulet's Garden. Enter Rumes. 


Rom. He jeils at ſcars, that never felt a wound. 
But, ſoft! what light through yonder window breaks ? 
It is the eaſt, and Juliet-is the ſun !--- 

©, + [Fultet appears above at a window. 
Ariſe, fair ſun, and kill the envious moon, 
Who is already fick and pale with grief, 
That*thou her maid art far more fair than ſhe: 
Be not her maid, fince ſhe is envious; 
Her veſtal livery is but ſick and green, a 
And none but fools do wear it; caſt off.--- 
It is my lady: O, it is my love: 
O, that ſhe knew ſhe were 2 
She ſpeaks, yet ſhe ſays nothing; What of that? 
Her eye aiſcourſes, I will aniwer it. — 
I am too bold, tis not to me it ſpeaks: 
Two of the faireit ſtars-in all the heavens 
Having ſome buſineſs, do intreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their ſpheres till they return, 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head ? a 
The brightneſs of her cheek would ſhame thoſe ſtars, 


thoſe trees, 
t: 
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As day-light doth a lamp: her eye in heaven 
Would through the airy region ſteam ſo bright, 
That birds would fing, and think it were not night. 

See, how ſhe leans her cheek upon her hand! 

O, that I were a glove upon that hand, 

That I might touch that cheek! * 
Jul. Ay me n „ 
Rem. She ſpeaks: wo * | 

O, ſpeak again, bright angel! for thou art 

As glorious to this night, being o'er my head, 

As is a winged meſſenger of heaven 

Unto the white up-turned wond'ring eyes 

Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him, 

When he beſtrides the lazy pacing clouds, 

And fails upon the boſom of the air. 
Jul. O Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou Romeo! 

Deny thy father, and refuſe thy name : 

Or, if thou wilt not, be but ſworn my love, 

And I'll no longer be a Capulet. 

Rom. Shall 1 hear more, or ſhall I ſpeak at this? 

. LY 55 9 0 T% [ L/ides 

Jul. is but thy name, that is my enemy; 
Thou art thyſelf, though not a Montague. 

What's Montague? it is nor hand, nor foot, 

Nor arm, nor — nor any other part: 

What's in a name? That which we call a roſe, "4 

By any other name would ſmell as ſweet ; - 4 -- 

So Romeo would, were he mot Romeo call'd, 

Retain that dear perfection which he owes, 

Without that title: Romeo, doff thy name; 

And for that name, Which is no part of thee, 

Take all myſelff. f : 

Rem. I take thee at thy word. x, V 
Call me but love, and I'll be new baptiz'd ; | 
Henceforth I never will be Rome. 

Jul. What man art thou, that, thus beſcreen'd in 


LN 
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night, ” 
So ſtumbleſt on my counſel! Ley 
Kom. By a name * 
I know not how to tell thee who I am: 3 
Vol. VIII. D 
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My name, dear faint is hateful to myſelf, - 
Becauſe it is an enen to the; 
Had Lit written, 1 Would tear the word. 
* Jul. My ears have yet not drunk a ed words 
Of that tongue Uttering, yet I know the ſound ; 
Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague ? 
Nen. Neither, fair ſaint, if either thee diſlike. 
ul. How cam iſt thou hither, tell me; and wherefore? 
7 orchard Walls are high, and hard to climb; 
5 And dhe place death, confidgeing who thou art, 
If any of my kinſmeg find thee ber 
N Yar love's light wings did 1, Io 'er-perch theſe 
i, , RT. legs | .* | | 
- For ſtony limits canndf hole love out: * 
And whatloye&an do, that dares love attempt; 
1 Therefore thy Kinſmen are no ſtop to me 
Jul. If they do ſee thee; they will mike. 
Rom. Alack! there lies more peril in thme eye, 
Than Wege of their Words; look thou but . 
And I am iprobf ag ainſt their enmity. 
Tut. I would not for the world, the 5 * here. 
Rom. I have night's cloak to hide me 3 W 
And, but thou love me, let them find me 
My,life were better ended by their hate, 
'Thawdeath prorogu'd, wanting of thy love. 
92 8 By whoſe direction foundꝰſt thou out this place? 
n. By love, Who ff did prompt me to enquirs; 
He lent me counſel, and lent him eyes. 


| Fy 


I am no pilot; yet, wert thou as far — 
As that vaſt ſhore waſh'd with the fartheſt ſea, 
1 would adventure for ſuch merchandize. © 2» 


Jul. Thou know?ſt, the maſk of night is on my . 
-Elſe, would a maiden bluſn bepaint my cheek, 5 
For that which thou haſt heard me {peak to-night. 
Fain would I well on form, fain fain deny 
What I have ſpoke; But farewell compliment! 
Doſt thou love me? I know, thou wilt ſay—Ay ; 
And I will take thy word: yet, if thou ſwear'ſt, 
Thou may'ſt prove falſe; 9 lovers? perjuries, 
They ſay, Jove laughs. O, gentle Romeo, 


. * 


* 


7 11. ROMEO, AND JULIET, 31 


If thou doſt love, pronounce it faithfülly: 

Or if thou think'ſt I am too quickly won, 

I'll frown, and be perverſe, and ſay thee nay, 
So thou wilt woo; 45h elſe, not for: the world. 
In truth, fair Montague, am too fond; 


And therefdite; thou may'ſt think my Br light : 


But truſt me, gentleman, 1'll prove'moretrus, 
Than thoſe that have more cunning to-be-ftrange. 
I ſhould have been more ſtrange, | muſt confeſs, 
But that thou over-heardſt, ere I was ware, © 
My true love's paſſion : 2 pardon me; 
And not impute this yield} ght love, 
Which the dark night hath e 

Rem. Lady, by Zone blefled moon I vg 
That tips with ſilver all theſe fruit · tres dope, 

Jul. O, ſwear not by the moon, the ant moon, 
That monthly changes in her circled orb, 
Leſt that thy love prove likewiſe variable. ' 

Rom. What ſhall ſwear by? 

Jul. Do not ſwear at all; 
Or, if thou wilt, ſwear by thy gracious ſelf. þ 
Which is the god of my idolatry, 
And I'Il believe thee. | 

Rom. If my heart's dear love 

Jul. Well, do not ſwear; although I joy in " 
have no joy of this contract to-night: _ 
It is too raſh, too unadvis'd, too ſudden ; 
Too like the lightning, which doth ceaſe to be, 
E'er one can ſay—It lightens. Sweet, good night 
This bud of love, by ſummer's ripening breath, 
May prove a beauteous flower bee next we meet, 


Good night, good night! a t repoſe and reſt 
Come to thy heart, as that n my breaſt ! 
Rom. O, wilt thou leave me ſo unſatisfied ?- 
Jul. What ſatisfactięn canſt thou have to-night ? 
Rom. The exchange ofth love's faithful vow for mine. 
Jul. ] gave thee mine before thou didſt requeſt it: 
And yet | wouldit were to give again. 
Rem. Would'ſt thou withdraw it? for what purpoſe, 


love? 


* 
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Jul. But to be frank, and give it thee again. 

And yet I wiſh but for the thing I have: 

My bounty is as boundleſs as tue ſea, 

My love as deep; the more I give to thee, 

The more I have, for both are infinite. 

I hear ſome noiſe within; Dear love, adieu! 5 
& wh [ Nurſe calls within. 

Anon, good nurſe—Sweet Montague, be true. 


Stay but a little, 1 will . p [ Exit, 


Rom. O bleſſed bleſſed night! I am afeard, 
Being in night, all this is but a dream, 
Joo flattering ſweet t be ſubſtantial, 
Re lies, above, 
Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good night, 


indeed. 


If that thy bent of love be honourable, 


Thy purpoſe marriage, ſend me word to-morrow, 
By one that I'll procure to come to thee, -* 
Where, and what time, thou wilt perform the rite ; 
And all my fortunes at thy foot III . 
And follow thee my lord throughout the world. 
[Within : Madam. 
come, anon.—But if thou mean'ſt not well, 
I do beſeech thee,—[ hin; Madam] By and by I 
come: 
To ceaſe thy ſuit, and leave me to my grief: 
To-morrow will 1 ſend. 
Rem, So tbrive my ſoul, 
Jul. A thouſand times good night! [ Exit. 
Rom, A thouſand times the worle, to want thy light. 
Love goes toward love, as ſchoo!-boys from their books; 
But love from love, tawards ſchool with heavy looks. 
Re-enter Fuliet again, above. 
Jul. Hiſt! Romco, hiſt !—O, for a faulconer's voice, 
To lure this tafel-gentle back again! 
Bondage is hoarſe, and may not ſpeak aloud ; 
Elſe would I tear the cave Where echo hes, 
And make her airy tongue more hoarſe than mine 
With repetition of my Romeo's name. 
Rem, It is my ſoul, that calls upon my name: 
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How filver-ſweet ſound loyers' tongues by night, 
Like ſofteſt muſic to attending ears! 
Jul. Romeo ! 1 
Rom. My ſweet ? 1 
Jul. At what o'clock to-morrow , * we 
Shall I ſend to thee ? F. , „ 
Rom. By the hour of nine. b 
Jul. I will not fail; tis twenty years till then. 
I have forgot why I did call thee back. 
Rom, Let me and here till thou remember it. 
Jul. I ſhall forget, to have thee ill ſtand there, 
Rememb' ring ho love thy pan). 
Rom. And II till Kay, to have thee ſtill get, 
F orgettin any other home but this. 
Jul. Tis almoſt morning, 1 would baye — gone; 
And yet no further than a M anton's birxdjʒ 
Who lets it hop a little 4 her hand, = , 
Like a poor priſoner in his twiſted gyves, 
And with a filk thread plucks it back again, 
So loving-jealovus of his liberty. 
Rom. I would, | were thy bird. 
Jul. Sweet, ſo would; 
Yet I ſhould kill thee with much cheriſhing. 
Good night, good night! partin'2 71s ſuch ſweet ſorrow, 
That I ſhall ſay—good night, till it be morrow. [ Exit. 
Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breaſt! 
Would I were ſleep and peace, fo ſweet to relt! 
Hence will 1 to my ghoftly father's cell; | 
His help to crave, and my dear hap to Fs [ Exit. | 
III. 


S CIE 


A Monoftery, © Enter Friar Lawrence, with a baſket, * 
Fri. The grey-ey'd morn ſmiles on the frowning 


night, 

Checkering the eaſtern Neuds with ſtreaks of light; ; 
And flecked darkneſs like a drunkird red! od 
From forth day's path-way, made by Titan's wheels; . 
Now ere the ſan advance his burning eye, 
The day to cheer, and night's dank dew to ary + 
1 muſt up-fill dar oſier cage of ours 

Fs D 2 * + | _ » 4 * 
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With baleful weeds, and precious-juiced flowers. 
The earth, that's nature's mother, is her tomb; 
What 1s her burying grave, that is her womb: 
And from her wowb children of divers kind 
We ſucking on her natural boſom find ; | 
Many for many virtues excellent, 
None but for ſome, and yet all different. 
O, mickle is the powerful grace, that lies 
In plants, herbs," ſtones, and their true qualities: 
For nought ſo vile that on tke earth doth live, 
But to the earth ſome ſpecial good doth give; 
Nor aught ſo good, but ftrain'd from chat fair uſe, 
Revolts from true birth, ſtumbling on abuſe: 
Virtue itſelf turns vice, being miſapplied; 
And vice ſometimes by action dignify'd. 
Within the infant rind of this ſmall flower 
Poiſon hath refidence, and Med'cine power: 
For this, being ſmelt, with that part cheers each part; 
Being tafted, {lays all ſenſes with the heart, 
Wo ſuch oppoſed foes encamp them till 
In man as well as herbs, grace, and rude will; 
And, where the worſer is predominant, 
Full ſoon the canker death eats up that plant. 
© © Enter Romeo, 
Ro. Good morrow, father! 
Fri. Benedicite !- 
What early tongue fo ſweet ſaluteth me? 
Young ſon, it argues a diſtemper'd head, 
So foon to bid good morrow to thy bed : 
Care keeps higfWatch in every old man's eye, 
And where care lodges, ſleep will never lie; 
But where unbruiſed youth v ith unſtuft brain 
ZDoth couch his limbs, there golden ſleep doth reign ; 
- Therefore thy earlineſs doth me ailure, 
Thou art up-rouz'd by fome diſtempꝰrature; 
Or if not ſo, then here I hit it right 
Qur Romeo hath not been in bed to-night: 
Kom. That laſt is true, the ſweeter reſt was mine. 
. God pardon fin! waſt thou with Roſaline? 
Ren. With Rofaline, my ghoſtly father? no; 


#. % * 
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5 

I have forgot that name, and that name's woe. 

Fri. That's my good ſon: But where halt thou been 

then ? . 3 

Rom. T'll tell thee, ere thou aſk it me again. 
I have been feaſting with mine enemy; r 
Where, on a ſudden, one hath wounded me, * 
That's by me wounded; both our remedies * 
Within thy help and holy phyfic lies? 
I bear no on blefled man; for, do, 
My interceſſion likewiſe ſteads my fo. 

Fri. Be plain, good ſon, and homely in thy drift; 
Riddling confeſſion finds but riddling ſhrift. 

Rom. Then plainly know, my heart's dear love is ſet 
On the fair daughter of rich Capulet : #5, 
As mine on hers, ſo hers is ſet on mine; 4 
And all combin'd, ſave what thou muſt combine 
By holy marriage: When, and where, and how, 
We met, we woo'd and made exchange of vow, 
I'll tell thee as we paſs ; but thes I pray, 
That thou conſent to marry us this day. 

Fri. Holy Saint Francis! what a change is here! 
Is Roſaline, whom thou didſt love fo dear, 
So ſoon forſaken? Young men's love then lies 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 
Holy Saint Francis! what a deal of brine 
Flath waſh'd thy fallow cheeks for Roſaline! 
How much ſalt water thrown away in waſte, * 
To ſeaſon love, that of it doth not taſte ! * * 
The ſun not yet thy ſighs from heaven clears, 
Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears; 
Lo here upon thy cheek thᷣgſtain doth ſit 
Of an old tear, that is not-waſh'd off yet: 
If e'er thou waſt thyſelf, and theſe Wes thine, 
Thou and theſe woes were all for Roſaline; ID... * 
And art thou chang'd ? Treue ſentence then 
Women may fall, when there's no ſtrength in men. 
Rom. Thou chid'ſt me oft for loving Roſaline. 
Fri. For doating, not for loving, pupil mine. 
Kom. And bad' I me but) love. 8 * N ©. 


* * 
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17 

To > aff one iu, "another out to have. 

I pray thee, chide not: ſhe whom I love now, 
5 fox grace, and Jo ve love allow; 
The ther did not ſo. | 
| O, the knew well, 
| Thy love did read by rote, and. could not ſpell. 
885 waverer, come go With me, 

I 


In one reſpect Ill thy aſſiſtant he; 
For this alliance may ſo happy prove, q 
vo turn your*houſholds? rancour to pure . 
Rom. O, let us hence; I ſtand on ſudden haſte. 
„ Wiſely, and low 3 ; e ſtumble, that run faſt. 
| 5 [Exeunt, 
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13 The Street, Enter Benwvolio and Mercutio. 


Mer. Where the devil ſnould this Romeo be? — 7 
Came he not home to-night? 
Ben, Not to his father's; I ſpoke with 2 man. 
Mer. Why, that ſame Fang; wench, that 
| Roffline, | 
Torments him fo, that he will ſure run Pad. 
Ben. Tybalt, the kinſman of old Capulet, ; 
HFath ſent a letter to his father's houſe... » 
Mer. & challenge, on my liſe. . 
4 Ben. Romeo will anſwer it. 
| j Mer, Any man, that can write, maß anſwer a letter. 
Ben. Nay, he will anſwer the 1 s maſter, how 
he Uares, being dar'd. 
— Mer. Alas, poor. Romeo, he is already dead! 
| - -ftabh'd with "white wenehhs black eye, ſhot through 
the af with a lowe-ſong ; the very pin of his heart 
| _ dleftgvith the blind bow-boy*s but ſhaft ; Andy is he a 
man to encounter Tybalt ?, 3 


Why, whathis, Tybalc? .. | 
or More Gan P of catz, I car"tell you. O, 


* 4s che gourageous captain of compliments: be fights, * 
25 e ſong, keeps time, diſtance, and pro- 
ion; reſts his minim, one, two, and the t ird >. 
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duelliſt, a duelliſt; a gentleman of the very firſt! houſe; 
of the firſt and ſecond cauſe: — Ah, the immortal aſ- 
ſado! the punto reverſo! the hay m "OT: 
Ben. The what? a 
Mer. The pox of ſuch antick, lifping//a 
fantaſticoes ; theſe new tuners of accents lo— 
a very good Blade ! —& very tall man l very good 
ewhore | Why, is not this a lamentable thing, 
randſire, that we ſhould be thus affficted with the 2 
— flies, theſe faſhion” mongers, theſe Pardon- 
nez-moy's, Who ſtand ſo much on the ne form, that 
they cannot fit at eaſe on the old bench? O, their 
821 their S7 Ke” 72, 
Enter . . 
"Bon. Here comes Romeo, here comes ; Romeo. 
Mer. Without his roe like a dried herring) 
fleſh, fleſh, how art thou fiſhified !—Now is 
the numbers that Petrarch flowed in; Laura, to his 
lady, was but a kitchen-wench ;—marry, ſhe had a 
better love to be- rhyme her: Dido, à dgwdy ; Cleo- 
patra, a gipſey; Helen and Hero, hildings and har 
lots; Thiſbe, a grey eye or ſo, but not to che > purpoſe. 
dignior Romeo, box ier! there's a French ſaldintion 
to your French flop. You gave us the counterfeit 
fairly laſt night. * 
Rom. Good morrow to you both. What eounter- 
feit did 1 give you? 
Mer. The ſlip, fir, the lip; Can you not conceive? 
Rom. Pardon, good Metgutio, my buſineſs was 
great; and, in ſuch a caſe as” mine, a man may ſtrain 
courteſy. 
Mer. That's as ack as to ſay—ſuch a caſe as yours 
conſtrains a man to bow in cu hams. ous 
Rom. Meaning—to court'ſ ws 
Mer. Thou haſt moſt kindlykit it. oo. "i 
Rom. A moſt courteous expoſition. ' 
Mer. Nay, I am the very pink of rar 
Rom. Pink for flower, 
Mer. Right. _ 
Rom. Why, chen is my pump 4 flower'd. 
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5 jeſt now, till thou 
17 the ſingle ſole of 


25 


N * ſaldt follow me t 
it . out thy pump; that, 
it iy worn, e may rem 


ale 5 ar. 
. : ſingle fol'd jeſt, ſolely ſingular for the ſin- 
gleneſs 


Mer. Come een . Bod Benvolio; my wit 


faints. £ 
Row. Seiten and urs, Foingh and ſpurs; or I'll 


cry a match. 
r oe chaſe 


Was T with you there for the gooſe ? 
Rom. Thou waſt never with me for any thing, when 
wwaſt not there for the gooſe. 
+ Mer.” I will bite thee by the ear for that jeſt. 
2 2 Nay, e gooſe, bite not. 
Mer. Thy is a very itter Ne it is a moſt 
ſharp ſauce,,, 
Zone, Ws 15 it hot well ſerv'd into a ſweet gooſe ? 
here's a wit of cheverel, that ſtretches from 
«9.70 ind} narrow to an ell broaddG 
om, I ſtretch it out for that word broad which 
_, to the gooſe, proves thee far and wide a broad 
"2. bon e. 


'Þ 


er. Why, is not this better now than groaning for 
1957 now thou art ſocial e, now art thou Romeo; now 
art thou what thou art, by art as well as by nature: 


Jolling up and down to hide his bauble in a hole. 
Ben. Stop there, ſtop there. | 
W Thou deſireſt me to ſtop 1 in my tale againſt the 
- 
Ben. Thou would'ſt elſe have made thy tale large. 
as Mer. O, thou art deceiv'd, I would have made it 
ſhort: for I was come to the whole depth of my tale; 
and meant, indeed; to occupy the argument no longer. 
| Kom. Here's 2 geer 
AF nt 
Ll Aer. A fail, a ſal 
| [| 22778 


a ſal! 


After the wearing, 


am done; for thou haſt more of the wild-gooſe j n one 
of thy wits, than, Tamure, I have in my whol "I . 


for this driveling love 1 is like a great natural, that runs 


urſe, and Peter. CY 


* 2 2 — 4 ; — 


Nurſe. A fan, Peter. 1 | 
Mer. Do, good Peter, to hide her ns for "her 
fan's the Karen af the two. 
Nurſe. God ye good morrow, gebt 5 
Mer. God ye good den, fair gentle woman. 
Nurſe. Is it 2 en? ' 
Mer, Tis mo le en you; for- the by hand 
of the dial is now Upon the prickrofnoon. > 
Nurſe. Out upon you!” what a man are yo 
Rom. One, gentlewoman, that God hath made bim- 
ſelf to mar. 


to mar, quoth a). — Gentlemen, can any of you tell me 
w here I may find the young Rmĩ᷑ * 19 20 
Rem. I can tell you; bify outig Rid will beolder 
when As bave found him, than 1458 . Wes ſought 
him: am the youngelt af that name, for fault of a 
— f i T 5 
Wark. You ſay; well. . * 
Mer. Vea, is the worſt ell very. well "took," 1 
faith ; wiſely, wiſely, | 


with you. * 20 
Ben. She will indite him to ſome Roc . 
Mer. A bawd, a bawd, a bawd ! So ho! 
Rom, What haſt thou found? 1 
Mer. No hare, ſir; unleſs a hare, fir,” ina lenten 
pye, that is ſomething ſtale and hoar ere it be ſpent. 


q a An old hare hoar, 
eg $5 And an q bare boar, © * * 24; 
I ver goo meat in lent : © ” 
N * at a hare that is boar, 5 3 > 
EF V too much for a Seore, . = 
25 "$) HY ben it hoars ere it be ſpent —— » 
7 8 will you come to your.father's? well 16% din- 3 
* thither. * 2 i _ F 


vill follow you: „ wh. 


© 
* 
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Ben. Two; two; dig, and a ſock. we >; 
| Nurſe. Peter! % * 8 W 
. 0 ? * 3 ©... Y 
Peter. Anon | x pO 


Nurſe, By my troth, it is "lt faidh For himſelf | 


Nurſe. If you be he, fir, I defite ſome confidence 7 


7 
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5 a 
Ml Mer. Farewell, ancient lady; farewell, lady, lady, 
| lady. 2 [ Exeunt Mercutio, and ly, lady, 
"Nurſe. I pray; vou, fir, what ſaucy merchant was 
| this, that was fo full of his ropery ? | 
i Rom, A Gentleman, nurſe, that loves to hear him- 
# ſelf talk; and will ſpeak more c minute, than he 
ql will Rand to in a mont. 
| Nurſe, An a ſpeak any thing againſt me, I'll take 
14 him down an a were luſtier than. he is, and twenty 
| 


ſuch jacks; and if I cannot, LI d thoſe that ſhall. 
Scurvy knave | I aminone of his flirt-gills; Iam none 
| of his:ſkains-mates : And thou muſt ſtand by too, and 
1 * every knave to uſe me at his pleaſure ?- 
Pet. I ſaw no man uſe you 5 Ms pleaſure ; if 1 had, 
weapon ſhould quickly have been out, I warrant 
you” I dare draw as ſoon as another man, if I ſee oc- 
* in a vad;quarrel, and the law on my fide. 
2 W. afore Gol, I am ſo vext, that every 
part about" mie quivers. © Scuryy, knavel---Pray you, 
ſlr, a Word: a0 ag I told you, my young lady bade 
me enquire you out; what ſhe bade me fay, I will 
keep to myſelf: but firſt let me tell ye, if you ſhould 
lead her into a fool's paradiſe, as they ſay, it were a 
very gros kind of bebaviour, as they ſay: for the 
entlewoman 18 young ; and, were if you ſhould 
454 double with her, truly it were ill thing to be 
offered to any gentlewoman, and very weak dealing. 
Rom. Nurſe, commend me to thy lady and miſtreſs, 
I proteſt unt6 thee, —— 
Nurſe. Good heart! and i' faith, I will tell her as 
much: Lord, lord, ſhe will be a joyful woman. | 
Rom,. What wilt thou tell her, nurſe? thou doſt not 
mark me. 7 
Narſe. I will tell her, Gr,—that you 40 proteſ; ; 
which, as I take it, is a gentleman-like o 0 if 2 
rift 


Nam. Bid her deviſe ſome means to come 

This afternon / 
y Anders ſhe ſhall at friar Lawrence cell 
F Be ſhriv'd, and marry d. Here is for thy pains. 
14 8 No, wah art not a * 
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Rem. Go to; I ſay, you ſhall. FAT 

Nurſe. This afternoon, fir? well, ſhe ſhall be there. 

"Rem. And ſtay, good nurſe, behind the abby wall: 
Within this hour my man ſhall be with the; 
And bring thee cords made like a tackled ſtarr, 
Which to the high top-gallant of my joy” 
Muſt be my convoy in the ſecret night, 
Farewell !—Be truſty, and VII quit thy — 
Farewell Commend me to * miſtreſss. 

Nurſe. Now God igheaven bleſs thee— Hark you, fir. 

Rom. What ſay*thou my dear nurſe? -*- 

Nurſe. Is your man ſecret? Did you ne'er hear ſay— 
Two may keep counſel, putting one away ?. : 
Rom. I warrant thew; my man's as true as ſteel, 
Nurſe, Well, fir ; my miſtreſs is the ſweeteſt lady 
Lord, lord !—when *twas a little prating thing, =O, 
there's a nobleman in town, one Paris, that would 
fain lay knife aboard; but ſhe good ſoul, had as ligve 
ſee a toad, a very toad, as ſee him. I anger her 
ſometimes, and te [ that Paris is the proper man; 
but I'll warrant you When I ſay ſo, ſhe looks as pale 
as any clout in the vaſſal world. Doth not roſemary 
and Romeo begin both with a letter? , ,, 8 

Rem. Ay, nurſe; What of that? both wick an R. 

Nuxſe. Ah, mocker! that's the dog's name, N is for 
the dog, No; I know it begins with "ſome other 
letter: and ſhe hath the prettielt ſentiments of it, of 
you and roſemary, that it would do you good to hear 

* 


A | 
at, | 


& Rom. Commend me to thy lady. - [ Exit, © 

"Nurſe. Ay, a thouſand times ——Peter 

Pet. Anon? 0 

Niue. Peter, take my fan, and go before. due r. 
3 S-CR N38 V. . 


2. 
%* 


© Olpulet”s Garden. Euter Fulict, | 
Jul. The clock ſtruck nine, when I did ſend the 
* 


ö nurſe ; | 
In half an hour ſhe promis'd to return. 1 
Perchance, ſhe cannot meet him: that's not ſow 
Vol. VIII. E 
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TM O, ſhe i is lame! love's hergl . ſhould + thoughts, 
W Which ten times fafter gli 40 * the ſun's beams, 
| Driving back ſhadows over lowring hills : , 


—— — 
- 2” . — th 
— * 
— * — —— 
— - — = 
— 2 . 5 . 
— —ꝛ — N 


| _- Therefore do nimble- pinion'd doves draw love, 
| And therefore hath the wind-ſwift Cupid wings. 
f Now is the ſun upon the highmoſt hill 
100 Of this day's j 922 ; and from nine till twelve 
1 Is three long hours, —yet ſhe is not come. 
5 Had ſhe affections, and warm youthful blood, 
1 —  -She'd be as ſwift in motion as ajþall; _ 
| | | My words would bandy her to my ſweet love, 
1 And his to me: 
. But old folks, many feign as they were dead: 
1 | _ Unwieldy, flop. heavy and pale as lead. 
mA Enter Nurſe, with Peter. 
e God, ſhe comes !—O honey nurſe, what news? 
e thou met with him? Send thy man away. 


1 7. Peter, ſtay at the gate. [Exit Peter. 
Nav, good ſweet nurſe, = lord! why look'ſt 
thou Tad ? 


W's news be ſad, yet ell Wo merrily ; 
If good, thou ſham'ſt the muſic of ſweet news 
By Nec it to me With ſo ſour a face. ; 
am a weary, give me leave awhile ?— 
, Fie; 1 a8 my 117 ache] What a, jaunt have I had! 
Jul, I would, thou hadſt my bord; and thy news: 
on, come, 1 pray thee, ſpeak ;—good, good nurſe, 
ſpeak. 
Nurſe. What haſte ? can you not ſtay awhile ? 
N No you not ſee that I am out of breath! 
Jul. How art thou out of e, when thou 
Rt ach - ö 
10 ſay to me — that thou art o 
Phe excuſe, that thou doſt make in this delay, 
Is longer than the tale thou doſt excuſe. * 
Is thy news good, or bad? anſwer to t 
Say either, and I'll ſtay the — 4 okay 
Let me be ſatisfied; Is't good or bad? 7/4 


Nurſe. Well, you have made a ſimple choice; you 


[Hil know not how to chooſe a man; Romeo ! no, not he; 


* 
„ * * 
* 


of breath ? "Bag 


1 
F 
- 2 
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though his face be better than any man's, yet his leg 
excels all men's; and for a hand, and foot, and a 
body,--though they be not to be talk'd on, yet they are 
aſt compare: He is not the flower of courteſy; but, 
l warrant him, as gentle as a lamb.— Go thy ways, 
wench; ſerve God: What, have you din'd at home? 
Jul. No, ro: But all this I did know before ; 
What ſays he of our n riage ? what of that? _ 
Nurſe. Lord, how head aches ! what a head have I?” 
It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. * 
My back o' the other fide, —O; my back, my back !— 
Beſhrew your heart, for ſending me about, 
To catch my death with jaunting up and down ! 
Jul. V faith, I am ſorry that thou art not well: 
Sweet, ſweet, ſweet nurſe, tell me what ſays my love? 
Nurſe. Your love ſays, like an honggentlemang, 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handſome, an 
I warrant a virtuous :— Where is your mother 
Jul. Where is my mother? — why ſhe is within ; 
Where ſhould ſhe be? How oddly thou reply'ſ|t ? 
Your love Jays like an honeft gentleman,— 
Where is your mother)! . 
Nurſe: O, God's lady dear! % 
Are you ſo hot? Marry, come up; I trow ; 
Is this the poultice for my achi 


Henceforward dog our meſſages Ef. 
Jul. Here's ſucha coil; Come, he Neo: 
Nurſe. Have you got leave to go to ſhrift to-day 


Jul. Ihave. Ws 

Nurſe. n hie you hence to friar Lawrence” cell, 
There ſtay a huſband to make you a wife: 
Now cages the wanton blood up in your check! * 
They'll be in ſcaflet ſtraight at any n | 
Hie you to church; 1 11 another may, 
To fetch a ladder, by-which your fr 
Muſt elimh a bird's nefoon, when is dark: 
I am the drudge, and t6il in your delight; 


a 


But you ſhall bear the burdgg ſoon at fight. 
be” Go, III to dinner; hie yu do the cell. 8 
you Jul. Hie to high fortune ?—honeſt nurſe, farewell, 
he 5 — 1 Wi [ Exeunt . 
bd 


- I 
* 


— — — . — * 
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—[ůä— —— — —— —— > 
— — — — 


— 


44 ROMEO: AND JULIET. AF It. 


8 N VI. 
Friar Lawrence's Cell. 
Euter Friar Lawrence, and Romeo, 
Fri. So {mile the heavens upon this holy act, 
That after-hours with ſorrow chide us not! 
Rom. Amen, amen! but come what ſorrow can, 
It cannot countervail the exchange of joy 
That one ſhort minute gives me in her fight : 
Do thou but cloſe our hands with holy words, 
Then love-devouring death do what he dare, 
It is enough I may but call her mine. 
Fri. Theſe violentdelights have violent ends, 


And in their triumph, die; like fire and powder, 


Which, as they iſs, confame : The ſweeteſt honey 
Is Ioathſome. ys own deliciouſneſs, 
And in the taſte confounds the appetite: 
Therefore, love moderately; long love doth ſo ; 
Too ſwift arrives as tardy as too flow. 
Enter Juliet. 

Here comes the lady: O, ſo light a foot 

Will neter wear out the everlaſting flint: 

A lever may beſtride the goſſamour l 
That idles in the wanton ſummer air, 

ic a . : ie 2— 5 

aud yet not fall; ſo * yarity. * 


Jul. G > evetito my ghoſtly confeſſor. 


— "IX , 


Fri. Romeo ſhall thank thee; daughter, for us both. 
Jul. As much to him, elſe are his thanks too much. 
Nom. Ah, Juliet, if the meaſure of thy 
Be heap'd like mine, and that thy {all be Wore 
o Az on it, then ſweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour air, and let rich muſick's tong® 
Unfold thefſmagin'd happifigls. that both 
Receive in cithetay this deaf encounter. 
Jul. Concer or rich in matter than in words, 
Brags of his ſubRance, not of ornament : # _ 
They are but beggars that can N their worth; 
But my true love is gro ſuch exceſs, © ; 
t cannot ſum up half my ſym. of wealth, 


of 
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Friar. Come, come with me, and 2 will make 
mort work; 

For by your leaves, vou ſhall not ſtay —— 

Till holy . N two in one. {Excunt. 


** 


n x. 


eg 4 Street. | 
E. nter ragen f envolio, Page, and Servants. 


PRAY thee, g ood Merc utio, let's retire; 
The daꝶ is hot, the e Capuler abroad, - 
And, if we meet, We thall cape a brawl ; 
For now, theſe hot days, is the mad blood ſti 
Mer. Thou art like one of thoſe fellows, chan when 
he encrs the confines of alffavern, claps me his ſword 
upon the table, and ſays, God ſend me no nell f thee ! 
and; by the operation of the ſecond cup, draws it on 
the drawer, when, indeed, there is no need. 
Ben. Am I like ſubb a fellow? 
Mer. Come come, thou art as hot a Jack i in thy 
mood as any in Italy? and as foon mov'd to be moody, 
and as ſoon mog y to be mov d. "We" 
Ben. And what too ? e 
Mer. Nay, an there were two ſuch, we ſhould have 
none ſhortly, for one would kill the other. Thou! 
why thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hair 
more, or a hair leſs, in his heard, than thou haſt. Thou 
wilt quarrel with a man for dure having no 
other reaſon but becauſe thou eyes; what 
eye, but ſuch an eye, would ſpy, hut ſuch a quarrel ? 
Thy head is as full of quarrels, as an egg is full of meat; 
and yet thy head ha th been eaten as addle as an egg, 
for pe Thohaft Auarrell'd with a man for 
. in the ſtreet, becauſe he hath waken'd thy do 
that hath ſlain ee in the ſun. Didſt thou not f: 
Or 


out a N 1 new doublet before 
%i6&. 8 * 
4: V-y 


* 4 - a 
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1 Eaſter? with another, for tying his new ſhoes with old 

bi ribband? and yet thou wilt tutor me for quarrelling ! 
KF Ben. An J were ſo-apt to quarrel as thou art, any: 

1 man ſhould: buy the fee-kmple of my life for an hour 

I and a quarter. ' "x" „ 
lier. The fee - ſimple? O fimple ! - 

. f Enten Tybalt, and others. 

J Ben. By my head here come the Capulets, 

"nf Mer. By:my heel, I care not. 


l Tyb. Follow me Be for I will ſpeak. to them. — 
0 


Wo Gentlemen, good den: a word with one of you. : 
| | f Meß. And but one word with one of us; Couple it 
1 with ſomething ; make it a Word nd a blo . 
56. You ſhall find me apt enough to that fir, if you 
will give me occaſion. "IM 
dite Could you not take ſoimeSoceaſion. without 
Ing 1 TY; ' 
8 238. Mercutio, thou conſort'ſt with Romeo, 
Mer. Honſort! what, thou make us minſtrels? 
an thou make minſtrels of us, look to hear nothing but 
diſcords: here's my fiddleftick ; here's that ſhall make 
you dance. Zounds, conſort ! 
Ben. We talk here in the publie haunt of men: 
Either withdraw into ſome private place, 
Or reaſon coldly of your grievagges, | 
Or elſe depart; here all eyes gaze on us. | 
Mer. Men's eyes were made to look, and let them 
gaze; 


I will not budge for no man's pleaſure, I. 
* Enter Romeo. 
Tyb. Well, peace be with you, fir: here comes my 
| man BY IF 
Mer. But j fir, if he wear your livery = 
Marry, go firſt to feld, he'll be your follower :. 
- Your 2 in that ſenſe, may call him- man. % 


236. Romeo, the hate bear thee, can afford. 
No better term than this Thu art a villain, 
Nom. Tybalt, the reaſon that I have to love thee 
Doth much excuſe the appertaining rage * 
To ſuch a greeting: Villain, I am none; 4x n 
WS | * . l * 8 
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bord. page? —g0, vill Hed ſurgeon 


Therefore farewell; I ſee thou know'ſ me 4 
756. Boy, this ſhall not excuſe the injuries 
Tha thou haſt done me; therefore turn and draw. 
Na. I do proteſt, I never injured the: 
But love thee Nuert than thou canſt deviſe,” © 
Till thou ſhalt know the n of my love: © 
And ſo, good Capulet,---which name I tender 
As dearly as my own, be ſatisfied. 
Mer. O calm, diſhonourable, vile ſubmiſſion l, 
A la ſtoccata carries it away.--- * 1 
Tybalt, you rat-catcher, w ilhy ou Walk? be 6 | 
7yb. What wouldſt thou have with me? ©. 
Mer. Good king of cats, nothing, but one of your 
nine lives; that I mean to make bold withal, and, as 
you ſhall uſe me hereafter, dry;beat the reſt of the 
eight. Will you pluck” your {word out of his pilcher 
by the ears? make haſte, leſt mine be gout yourears 


KD it be out. 
* Tyb. I am for ou. , * [Drawing. 


Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy * up. 
Mer. Come, fir, your do. [They fight. 
Rom. Draw, Benvolio ; 

Beat down their weapons —Gextlemen; dr. ſhame 

Forbear this ou trage D 

The prince expreſsly hath forbid this band; | 

In Verona ſtreets :— Tybalt good + 
= | [Exit Böalt. 
\ Mer. n hurt ;— 2.25" 2 
Ay ague o' both the houſes Lam {ped :-- * 

e gone, and hath nothing? | | 

Ben. What, art thou hurt ? 
Mer. Ay, ay, a ſcra 

enongh.--- 


Ss tho * marry, tis 


Rom." Courage, man ; mgm: 5 ch. 
Mer. No, 52 not ſo deep as A well, nor ſo wide as 


5 2 church door; but *tis enough; *rwill ſerve: aſk w 
me to-morrow, and ,youdhall find me a 


1 en Pepper'd, 1 w for * . 


* 4-> 4 
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1 o' both * houſes ! What! a dogs a rat, 6 
11 a cat, to ſeratch a man to death! a bra gart, a rogue, 
„ a villain,” that fights by the bagk of's arithmetic . 
| Why, the 1 0 5 — you een vs 1 was hurt 
Wi "ome yo | : | 
| Naum. I'WNought all" For the beſt 


Mer. Help me into ſome houſe, Benvolio, 
"i Or I ſhall, faint. —A plague o* both your houſes! 
* They have made worm's meat of me: 
I have e and ſoughly too : — Your houſes ! 
— ¶ Exeunt Mercutio and Benvolio. 
Rad? "This gentleman, the pringe's near ally, 
My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt 
In my behalf; my reputation tan, 9 9 
With Ty balt's flandgr, Ty an hour 
Hath been my kinſman: O Tweet Juliet, 
Thy beauty hath made me effeminate, 
a in my ole apfofeen's valour's ſteel. 
9 Res enter Benvolio. 
MDs. 0 8 5 Romeo, brave Mercutio's dead; 


That gallant ſpirit hath 115 rid the clouds, 
Which too untimely here corn the earth, . 
Rom. This day's black fate on more days doth de- 
pend; 
muſt end. 
"Ben Here e. comes the — 12 
* Alive! in triumph! and Mere 
Now, Tybelt, take the villain back again, 
That late chou gfav' r Mercutzo's ſoul 


ol 


1 


This but begins the Foe, 
_” "Re-enter Ty 
oY ! 
A to heaven, reſpective lenit 
And fire- ey d fury be my army $200 Fm 


K but a little w gabord aß heads, 3 

taying for chin to keep him company; 

; Or ot, or I, or both {hall follow him. * 

* Fes wre edfþoy, that _— conſort him 
8 ere, . 


halt with him hence. 


I T ah thall "VG, 
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away, 
re up, 4 Wea tains 8 
d: the prince will doom hee death, 
aken : —bence be gone! — ! f 


Ben. Romeo, 
The citizens 
Stand not a 


oe 1 2 


Cit. Which way ran he that kill'd Mercatio? 

8 mig murderer, which way ran he?” 
Jes that Tyb alt. 

5 Up, ſiß go with men | 
I charge thee in the prince's name, obey. 

Enter Prince, Montague, Capulet, their Waves, Ic. 
Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this fray? 

© Ben. O, noble prince, I can diſcover all 
The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl : 
There lies the man, ſlain by young Romeo, 
That ſlew thy kinſman, brave Mercutio. 

La. hs Tybalt, my couſin E N brother's 

chil 

O prince lO huſband !—O, the Mood i is ſpill'd 
Of my dear kinſman !—Prince, as thou art true 
For blood of ours, ſhed blood of Montague, — 


vo COu luis coun |! q 
Prin. D who began this bloody fray ? 
; Shom Romeo's hand did 


Ben. Tybalt, hereflain 
lay; * 
Romeo that ſpoke him fair, bid him bethink 
How nice the quaxrel „and urp'd withal 
Your high diſpleaſure 1 this utter'd | 
With gentle breath; 
Could not takt truce with the unruly ſpleen 
Of Tybalt deaf 3% ace, but that he tilts ' 
With piercing ſteel at bold Mercutio's breaſt ; 
Who, all as turns deadly point to point, 7 
And with a mavtial ſcorn, with one hand beats 
Cold death » 4 and with the other ſends 
It back to Tybalt, whoſe dexterity 
Retorts it: Romeo he cries ao 4 ; 
Hold, friends ! friends, Yd and, Cwifter than. his 
tongue, 


2 


* 


ok; knees humbly bow'd 


Therefore uſe none: let 
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His agule ar ats down their fatal paints, 'Þ 
And ES ruſhes ; Widerneath w liek arm 
An AE: from Tybalt hĩt che li N 
Of ſtout Mergatio, and then Tybalt fled 2 © 
But by a gomes back to Romeo, a” 


Who had ewly entertain'd revenge, "+ 
And to't they go like lightning ; for, ere I 
Could dra to part them, was ſtout Tybalt ſlain : 
And, 40 Me fell d did Romeo turn 4 4 
This is the truth, or let Benvolio die.. 
La. Cap. He is a kinſſhan to the Mot Ague, 
Affection makes him falſe, he ſpeaks not true: 
Some twenty of them fought in this black ſtrife, | 
And all thoſe twenty could but kill one life : \ | of 
I beg for juſtice, which thou, prince, muſt give: 
Romeo flew Tybalt, Romeo muſt not live. 

Prin. Romeo flew him, he ſtew Mereutio ; 
Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe? 

Le. 3 Romeo, Pers he was Mercutio's 
His fault eonel udes but what the law ſhould end, 
The life of Tybalt.. ; 

Prin. And, for that offence, 
Immediatety we do exile him hence : 
I have an intereft in Four ha hates“ —_ 

lie a- leeding 


My blood for your rude brawls 


But I'll amerce yog with ſo ſtrong a fine, 
That you ſhall al. 2 the loſs of mine: 
I will be deaf to a ag ang EXCUNAG 


Nor tears, nor 1 e che out ies, 
hence in * 


Elſe, when he's found, 1 our is nir 
Bear hence this body, and attend our . 
Merey but murders, pardoning thoſe t 


„ C Nn 
* Apartment in Capulet s Houſe. 
„ Enter Juliet. 
Jul. Gallo apace, you fiery-footed ſeeds, 
Towards Phex us _— ; ſuch a Waggoner 
2 


* = 


ie Kill. 
Eau. | 


1 
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As Phæton would whip gu to the weſt, TW os bn, + 
' 


= bring in cloudy nigii immediately 

Spread thy cloſe curtain, loe- performing 57 

= That run-awey*'s eyes may wink; and Romeo 

Leap to theſe arms, untalk'd of, and aneen !— 

Lovers canifee to do their amorous rites 
By their own beauties: or, if loye be blind, | 
It beſt agrees with night. —Come, civil night, 

Thou ſober-fuited matron, all in black, © + 
And learn tit how to loſe a winning match, 
Play'd for a pair of ſtainleſs maidenhoods : © © 

Hood my unmann'd blood baiting in my cheeks, 
With thy black mantle; tilf ſtrange love grown bold, 
Thinks true love ated, fimple modeſty. 

Come, night! Come, Romeo! rae Whit day innight! 
For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night.” 
Whiter than new 10655 on a raven's back — 
Come, gentle night; come, loving, black-brow'dnight, 
Give me my Romeo: and when he ſhall die, 

Take him and cut him out in little ſtars, 
And he will make the fate of heaven ſo fine, * 
That all the world ſhall be in love with night, 

And pay no worſhip to the garniſh ſun.— 

O, 1 have bought thg,manſhowot à love, | 
But not poſſeſs d it and, though I am fold. | 
Not yet enjoy*d: S6 tedious is this day, ea he th | 
As is the night before ſame feſtival _ E 

Jo an impatient child, that hath new robes, * 

And may not wear them. — O, here comes my nurſe, 

Enter Nurſe, with cords. f 

And ſhe brings news; and every tongue, that ſpeaks 

6, But Romeo's name, ſpeaks heavenly eloquence.— 

Now, nurſe, what news? What haſt thou there? the cords, 

That Romeo bid thee fetch? TE 

Nurſe; Ay, ay, the cords, 1 . s 

” 7ul. Ay me! What news? why doſt thou wring thy 


hands? 8 * 
! he's Ea he's dead, he's 


Nurſe. Ah welld$day 
dead! 2 
We are undone, lady, we are undone 


* « 
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Alsek the day —he's gone, he's kilhd, he's dead ! 

4 Jul. Can heaven ** envious:? as 

14k: Nurſe. Romeo can, | a k 

| , Though heaven cannot: O Romeo! Romeo !—— » 4b 

; 4 Who ever would have thought it - Romeo] j 5 
Jul. What devil art thou, that doſt torment me thus 1 | 

Fi This torture ſhould be roar'd in diſmal hell. 

Wy Hath Romeo ſlain himſelf: ſay thou but 7, 

| + And that bare vowel 7 ſhall poiſon more. 

19 Than the death-dartingęye of cockatricb: 


\'Þ I am not I, if there be ſuch an /; 
N . Or thoſe eyes ſhut, that make thee anſwer, 1 E 
| If he be ſlain ſay—-1; or if not, no: 


if | Brief ſounds determine of my. weal, or woe. 
* Narſe. 1 ſaw the wound, I ſaw it with mine eyes,. 
194% God fave the mark ?—here on his mags ly breaft : 
| þ A piteous corſe, a bloody piteous cor "0: bh 
11 Pale, pale as aſhes, all bedaubid in blood, * J 1 
| BY * 


1 All in gore blood: — I ſownded at the wh Ea 

Ml Jul. O break, my heart > ay bankrupt, break 

at once! 
To priſon, eyes! ne'er look on liberty! 
Vile earth, to earth reſign; end motion here; 

And thou, and Romeo, preſag ze heavy bier! 
Murſe. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the beſt friend I had! 

O courteous Tybalt ! honeſt gentleman! | 

That ever [ ſhould live to ſee thee dead! 

Jul. What ſtorm is this that blows ſo contrary ? + 

Is Romeo flaughter'd? and is Tybalt dead? a 

My dear-lov' 2 couſin, and m " ak lord ?— 

Then dreadful trumpet, ſound the general doom! 

For who is living i thoſe two are gone? 
Narfe. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo baniſh'd ; 

Romeo, that Kill'd him, he is baniſh'd. 

” Tt O Godl—did Romeo's hand ſhed Tybalt's blood? 
Nz-/e. It did, it did; alas the day! it did. * 
Jul. O ſerpent Heart, hid with a How” ring face! 

Did ever dragon keep ſo fair a cave? | 

Beautiful tyrant ! nds angeheal ! © 2 


Dove-feather'd raven! wolviſh-ravening lamb! 
* 


* 
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Deſpiſed ſubſtance of divineſt ſhow ! 
Juſt oppoſite to What thou juſtly ſeem'ſt; 
A damned faint, an honourable villain !— 
O nature! what hadſt thou to do in hell, 
When thou didſt bower the ſpirit of a fiend 
In mortal diſe of ſuch ſweet fleſh ?! 
Was ever book, containing ſuch vile er 
So fairly bound? O, that deceit mocds del 
In ſuch a gorgeous palace - 

Nurſe. There's no truſt, | 
No faith, no honeſty in men; all perjur'd, 
All forſworn, all Daught, all diſſemblers.— 
Ah, where's my man? give me ſome agua vitæ:— 
Theſe griefs, theſe woes, theſe ſorrows make me old. 
Shame come to Romeo! © 2 2 


Jul. Bliſter'd be thy tongue, 4 
For eh a wiſh ! he was not born to ſharligs 
Upon his brow ſhame is aſham'd to fit ; 
For ?tis a chrome where honour may be crown'd 
Sole monarch of the univerſal earth. 
O, what a beaſt was I to chide at him! 
Nurſe. Will you ſpeak well of him that kill'd your 
couſin? ; * 0 
Jul. Shall I ſpeak ilhof him that is my huſband ? 
Ah, poor my lord, what tongue ſhall ſmooth thy name, 
When I, thy three-hours wife, have maggled it? 
But, wherefore, villa didſt thou kill my couſin? 
That villain couſin v ould have kill'd my huſband ; 
Back, fooliſh tears, back to your native ſpring ; 
Your tributary drops belong to woe, 
Which you, miſtaking, offer up to joy. 
My huſband lives, that Ty balt would have lain ; 
And Tybalt dead, that would have ſlain my huſband ; 
All this is comfort; Wherefore weep I then? 
Some word there was, Worſer than Tybalt's death, 
That murder'd me; I would forget it fain ; 
But, O!] it preſſes to my memory, 
Like damned guilty deeds to ſinners” minds: 
Tybalt is dead, and Rome:—bani'd 5 . 
'That—banifed, that one word— baniſhed, 
Vol. VIII. F 8 
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Hath {lain ten thouſand Tybalts. Tybalt's death 
Was woe enongh, if it had ended tnere: 
Or, —if ſour woe delights in fellowſhip, 
And needly will be rank'd with other griefs,—, 
Why follow'd not, when ſhe ſaid—Tybalt's dead, 
Thy father or thy mother, nay, or both, 
Which modefmſamentation might have mov'd ? 
But, with a Teag-ward following Tybak's death, 
Romeo is baniſhed, — to ſpeak that word, 
Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet, 
All ſlain, all dead: Romeo is banijhed, 
There is no end, no limit, meaſure, bound, © 
In that word's death; no words can that woe ſound, — 
Where is my father, and my mother, nurle ? 
Nurſe. Weeping and wailing over T'ybalt's corſe: 
Will you ge to them? I will bling you thither, 
Jul. Atucy his wounds with tears? mi 
be ſpent, 0 | | 
When theirs are dry, for Romeo's baniſhment. - 
Take up thoſe cords ;—Popr ropes you are beguiPd 


F = * 
Fa 


Both you and I; for Romeo is exil'd: 


He made you for a highway to my bed ; , 

But I, a raaid, die maiden-widowed. 

Come, cords ; come, nurſe ; Ill tomy wedding-bed: 

And death, not Romeo, take my maiden-head ! 
Nurſ:. thego your chamber; I'll find Romeo 

To comfort you; l wot welf@here he is. 

Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night; 


And Ill to him; he is hid at Lawrence” cell. 


Jul. O find him! give this ring to my true knight, 
And bid him come to take his laſt farewell. { Exeunt. 


EKR NE III. 
Friar Gawrence's Cell 
Enter F riar Lawrence, and Romeo. 
Fri. Romeo, conie fort! ; come forth, thou fearful 
man: \ a 
Affliction is enamour'd of thy parts, 
And thou at wedded to calamity. 
Nam. Fat her, v hat news? what is the prince's doom? 


, 
* 
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What f$trow craves acquaintance at my hand, 
That I get know not ? —- 
Fri. Too familiar © 
Is my dear ſon with ſuck ſour company: 
bring thee tidings of the prince's doom. 
Rim. What leſs than dooms-day is the prince's doom? 
A gentler judgment vaniſh'd from his lips, 
Not body's, death, but body's baniſhment. | 
cm. Ha! baniſhment ? be merciful, ſay— death; 
Fof exile hath more terror in his look, 
Much more than death: do ngt ſay—baniſhment. 
Fri. Here from Verona art thon baniſhed : 
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 
Rem. There is no world without Verona walls 
But purgatory, torture, hell itſelf. 
Hence baniſhed 1s baniſh'd from the world, 
And world's exile is death; then baniſhment, 
Is death miſ-term'd : calling death—baniſhment 
Thou cut'ſt my head off with a golden axe, 
And ſmil'ſt upon the ſtroke that murders me. 
Fri. O deadly fn! O rude untliankfulneſs ! 
Thy fault our law calls death; but the kind prince, 
Taking thy part, bath ruſh'd afideitae law, - 
And turn'd that black word death to baniſkment : * 
This is dear mercy, and thou ſeeſt it not. 
Nom. Pis torture, and not mercy* heaven is here, 
Where Juliet lives; and every cat, and dog, 
And little mouſes every unwerthy thing, 
Live here in heaven, and may look on her, 
But Romeo may not.— More validity, 
More honourable ſtate, more courtſhip lives 
In carrion flies, than Romeo: they may ſeize 
On the white wonder of dear juliet's hand, 
And ſteal immortal bleſſings from her lips; 
2 in pure and veſtal modeſty, 
Stilh bluſh, as thinking their own kiſſes ſin: © 
may do this, when I from this muſt fly; 
'They are free men, but I am baniſhed. 
And ſay'ſt thou yet, that exile is not death ? 
But Romeo may not; he is baniſhed, 


„ 


. 
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TIT. 
Hadſt thou no poiſon mix'd, no tharp-grounFliſe, 
No ſudden mean of death, though neꝰer ſo nitan, 

* 


But —baniſhed - to kill me hahiſhed? 
Hos lings attend it: How Rat thou the heart. 


O friar, the damned uſe that Word in hell; 
14 


Being a divine, a ghoſtly confeſſor, 8 
A ſin- abſolver, and my friend profeſt, W 
To mangle me with that word - baniſhment? 2 2 
Fri. Thou fond mad man, hear me but f peak a ward. 
Rom. O, thou wilt ſpeak again of baniſhment. 
Fri, I'll give thee amour to keep off that word; 
Adverſity's ſweet milk, philoſophy; 

To comfort thee, though thou art baniſhed,, _ 
Rom. Yet baniſhed Hang u philoſophy! - 
Unleſs philoſophy can make a allet, hy. 

Diſplant a town, reverſe a prince's doom; 
It helps not, it prevails not, talk no more. 
Fri, O, then I tee that madmen have no ears. 
Rem. How ſhould they when that wiſe men have no 
eyes? "IE | 
Fri. Let me diſpute with thee of thy eſtate. 
Rem. Thou canit not ſpeak of what thou doſt not 
feel: | 
Wert thou 2s young as I, Juliet thy love, 
An hour but marry d, Tybalt murdered, 
Doativg like me, and like me baniſhed, * 
Then might'ſt thou ſpeak, then mi ghr'it thou tear thy 
by; hair, | 1 8 : 
And fall upon the ground; as I do now, 
Taking the meaſure of an unmade grave. 
Fri. Ariſe; one knocks; good Romeo, hide thy- 
ſelf. 85 [oc within, 
Rom. Not I; unleſs the breath of heart- ſick groans, 
Miſt-like, infold me from the ſearch of eyes. [ Knock. 
Fri. Hark, how they knock - Who's there ? Ro- 
mee, ariſe; | * 
Thou wilt be taken: Stay a while: — ſtand up 
[ Knock. 


——_ 
., 


Run to my ftudy :—By and by: —God's will! 
What wilfulneis is this ?—I come, I come. [ Knock. 
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Who knocks ſo hard? whence come you? what's 
our wall , 4 
Nurſe. dalle Let me come in, and you ſhall 
' now my errand; * 
I come from lady juliet. | ry 
Fri, Welcome then. 
_ - Enter Nurſe. 
Nurſe. O holy friar, O, tell me, holy friar, 
Where is my lady's lord, where's Romeo? 
Fri, There on the ground, with his own tears made 
X drunk. | 
Nurſe. O, ie Win in my miſtreſs” caſe, 
Juſt in her caſe !— + * 
Fri. O woeful athy! ! 
Piteous predicament 7 
Nur/e. Even fo hes:the, a 
Blubbering and DE weeping and blubbering : 
Stand up, ſtand up; ſtand, an you be a man: 
For Juliet's ſake, for her ſake, riſe and ſtand ; 


= Why ſhould you fall into ſo deep an—O ? 


Rom. Nurie | 
Nurſe. Ah fir! ah fir \—death is the end of all. 
Rem. Speak'fl thou of Juliet! how is it with her? 
Doth ſhe not think me an old murderer, 
Now | have ſtain'd the childhood of our joy 
With blood remov'd but little from her own ? 
Where is ſhe ? and how doth ſhe ? and what ſays 
My conceal 'd lady to our cancell'd love? 
Nurſe. O, ſhe ſays nothing, fir, but weeps and 
F weeps ; | | * 
And now falls on her bed: and then ſtarts up, 
And Tybalt calls; and then on Romeo cries, 
And then down falls again. 
Rom. As if that name, : 
Shot from the deadly level of a gun, 
Did murder her; as that name's curſed han ' 
Murder'd her kinſman,—O tell me, friar, tell me, 
In what vile part of this anatomy EY, 
Doth my name lodge? tell me, that I may ſack 
'The hateful manſion, __. [Drawing his ſword. 
F 2 | 
hs 
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Fri. Hold thy deſperate hand: 

Art thou a man? thy form cries out, thou art; 

Thy tears are womaniſh; thy wild acts denote 

The unreaſonable fury of a beaft : 

Ualeemly, woman, in a ſeeming man! 

Or ill-beſeeming beaſt, in ſeeming both ! 

Thou haſt amaz'd me: by my holy order, 

I thought thy diſpoſition better temper'd. 

Haſt tnou ſlain Tybalt? wilt thou flay thyſelf ? 

And lay thy lady too that lives in thee, 

By doing damned hate upon thyſel&&+ 8 
Wp xail'ſt thou on thy birth, the heaven, and eartu f 

Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all three do meet 

In thee at once; whiche fou at one ould” it loſe. 

Fie fie! thou ſham'ſt thy ſhape, Unlove, thy wit; 

Which, like an uſurer, — in all, | 

And uſeſt none in that true uſe d 

Which ſhould beaeck thy ſhape, thy love, thy wit. 

Thy noble ſhape 1s but a form of wax, | 

Digreſſing from the valour of a man: 

Thy dear love, ſworn, but hollow perjury, 

Killing that love which thou haſt vow'd to cheriſh, 

Thy wat, that ornament to ſhape and love, 

Miſ-ſhapen ia the conduct of them both, 

Like powder in the ſkill-leſs ſoldier's flaſk, 

Is ſet on fire by thine own ignorance, 

And thou diſmember'd with thine own defence, 

What, rouſe thee, man ! thy Juliet is alive, 

For whoſe dear ſake thou waſt but lately dead ; 
There art thou happy: Tybalt would kill thee, 
But thou ſlewꝰſt Tbalt ; there too art thou happy: 

The law, that threaten'd death, becomes thy friend, 

And turns it to exile; there art thou happy: 

A pack of bleſſings lights upon thy back; 

Happineſs courts thee in her beſt array; 

But, like a mis'hav'd and a ſullen wench, 

Thou pout'ſt upon thy fortune and thy love: 

Take heed, take heed, for ſuch die miſerable. 

Go pet thee to thy love, as was decreed, 

Aſcend her chamber, hence, and comfort her; 


? 
et 
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But, look, thou ſtay not till the watch be ſet, 
For then thou canſt not paſs to Mantua; 
Where thou ſhalt live, till we can find a time 
To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends, 
Beg pardon of the prince, and call thee back 


With twenty 22 thouſand times more jo 


Than thou went forth in lamentation— 
Go before, purſe : commend me to thy lady ; 
And hid her haſten all the houſe to bed, 


Which heavy ſorrow makes them apt unto : 


Romeo is comin 


Nurſe. O Lord, I ſhould have ſtaid here all the night, 
To hear good counſel: O, what learning is 
My lord, I'll tell my lady you will come. 

Rom. Do ſo, and. bid my ſweet prepare to chide. 

Nurſe, Here, fir, a ring ſhe bid me give you, fir ;— 
Hie you, make haſte, for it grows very late. 

Rom. How well m comfort is reviv'd by this! 

Fri. Go henc Good night - and here ſtands all 


your ſtate, | | 
Either be gone, before the watch be ſet, 
Or by en if day diſguis'd-from hence: 
Sojourn in Mantua: I'll find out your man, 
And he ſhall fignify from time to time 
Every good hap to you, that chances here : 
Give me thy hand; tis late; farewell; good night; 
Rom. But that a joy paſt joy calls out on me, 
It were a grief, ſo brief to part with thee: 


Farewell. [Exeunts 


S4C'E N B IV. 


A Room in Capulet's Houſe. 
Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and Paris. 


Cap. Things have fallen out, fir, ſo unluckily, 
That we have had no time to move our daughter: 
Look you, ſhe lov'd her kinſman Tybalt dearly, 
And ſo did I ;— Well, we were born to die, — 
Tis very late, ſhe'll not come down to-night : 


I promiſe you, but for your company, 


I would have been a- bed an hour ago. 


[1 
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[ ik Par. Theſe times of woe afford no time to woo : 


ah Madam, good night : commend me to your daughter, 
* La. Cap. will, and know her mind early to-morrow; 

$00 To-night ſhe's mew'd up to her heavineſs. | 

[4 Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a deſperate tender 
| 


Of my child's love: T think, ſhe will be rul'd 


| i 
19 In all reſpects by me; nay more, I doubt it not.— 
. Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed off, : 
| N Acquaint her here with my ſon Paris“ lobe; 

7 And bid her, mark you me, on Wedneſday next 
| | But, ſoftl; What day is this? 


1. -- Par. Monday, my lord. | 
14 Cap. Monday ? ha! ha! Well, Wedneſday is too 


Will you be ready? do you like this haſte ? 
We'll keep no great ado ;----a friend or, two :--- 
For hark you, Tybalt being ſlain fg. late, 
It may be thought we held him carey, 
Being our kinfman, if we revel much: | 
Therefore we'll have ſome half a dozen friends, 

And there an end. But what ſay you to Thurſday ? 
Par. My lord, I would that Thurſday were to-morrow. 
Cap. Well, get you gone: — 0 Thurſday be it 

then: 0 

Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed, 

Prepare her, wife, againſt this wedding-day,— 

Farewell, my lord, —Light to my chamber, ho! 

*Fore, me, it is fo very late, chat we 

May call it early by and by: Good night. ¶ Exeunt. 


S ENTE V. 


Juliet's Cham ber. 
Enter Romeo, and Juliet. 


Jul. Wilt thou be gone? it is not yet near day: 
It was the nightingale, and not the lark, 
That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear; 
Nightly ſhe ſings on yon pomegranate tree: 
Believe me, love, it was the nightingals. 
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Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the morn, 
No nightingale: look, love, what envious ſtreaks 
Do lace the ſevering clouds in yonder eaſt: 
Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the miſty mountains” tops ; 

I muſt be gone and live, or ſtay and: 
ul, Yon light is not day-light, I know it, I; 
It is ſome meteor that the ſun exhales, | 
To be re this night a torch-bearer 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua: 
Therefore ſtay yet, thou need'ſt not to be gone. 

Rom. Let me be ta'en, let me be put to Fach ; 

J am content, if thou wilt have it ſo. 3 
I'tl ſay, yon grey is not the morning's eye, 

»Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow ; 

Nor that is not the lark, whoſe notes do beat, 

The vaulty heaven ſo high above our heads: 

I have more care to ſtay, than will to go 
Come, death, and welcome! juliet wills it ſo.— 
How is't, my ſoul ? let's talk, it is not day. 

Jul. It is, it is, hie hence, be gone, away; 
It is the lark that ſings ſo out of tune, 

Straining harſh diſcords, and unpleaſing ſharps. 
Some ſay, the lark makes ſweet diviſion; 

This doth not fo, for ſhe divideth us: 

Some ſay, the lark and loathed toad change eyes 
O, now Iwould they had chang'd voices too ! 
Since arm from arm that yoice Toth us affray, 
Hunting thee hence with hunts-up to the day. 

O, now be gone; more light and light it grows. 

Rom, More light and light? more dark and dark 

our woes, * 
Enter Nurſe. 


Nurſe. Madam! 
Jul. Nurſe? 
$ oF Your lady mother's coming to your chamber: 
The ir broke; be wary, look about. [ Exit Nurſe, 
Jul. Then, window, let day in, and let life out. 
Rom. Farewell, farewell! i and 1'11 de- 
ſcend, Romeo deſcends, 
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Jul. Art thou gone ſo ? Love! lord! ah, huſband ! 

friend ? 

J muſt hear from thee every day i ** hour, 
For in a minute there are many d 
O! by this count I ſhall be much in LS 
Ere I again behold my Romeo. 

Rom. Farewell! I will omit no opportunity 
That may convey my greetings, love, to thee. 

Jul. O, think'ſt thou, we Fall ever meet again? 

Rem. 1 doubt it not; and all theſe woes ſhall ſerve 

For ſweet, diſcourſes in our time to co 4 
— 6 O God! I have an ill- vin) Pal 6 

Metbinks, 1 ſee thee, now thou art ſo low, by 
As one dead in the bottom of tomb: 
Either my eye-fight fails, or thou look'ſt pale, 

Rem. And truſt me, love, in y eye ſo do you : 
Dry forrow drinks our blood. aer adieu 

Exit Romeo. 

Jul. O fortune, fortune! all Ng call thee fickle: 
If thou art fickle, what doſt thou with him 
That is renown'd for faith? be fickle, fortune; 

For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long, 
But ſend tim back. 

La. Cap. [within] Ho, daughter! are you up. 

Jul. Who is't that calls? is it my lady mother? 
Is the not down ſo late, or up io early? 

What unaccuſtom'd cauſe procures her hither ? 
Enter Lady Capulet. 

La. Cap. Why, how now, Juliet? 

Jul. Madam, I am not w ell. 

La. Cap. Ever more weeping for your couſin's death? 
What, wilt thou waſh him from his grave with tears ? 
An' if thou could'ſt, thou could'ſt not make him live; 
Therefore have 3 ſome grief ſhews much of love; 
But much of grief ſhews ſtill ſome want of wit. 

Jul. Vet let me weep for ſuch a feeling loſs. 

La. Cap. So ſhall you feel the * but not che friend 
Which you weep for. 

Jul. Feeling ſo the loſs, 

1 cannot Choo e but ever weep the friend. 


Ve 


e. 
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La. Cap. Well, girl, thou weep'it not ſo much for 
his death 


As that the villaja lives which ſlaughter'd him. 
Jul. What villain, madam ? 
La. Cap. That fame villain, Romeo. 
Jul. Villain and he are many miles aſunder. 
God pardon him! I do xith all my heart; 
And yet no man, like War grieve my. heart. 
La. Cap. That is, becauſe the traitor murderer 
lives. 
Jul. Ay, madam, from the reach of theſe my hands: 
Would, none but I mi2ht *venge my coulin's death! 
La. Cap. We will have vengeance for it, fearfthou 
not: 2 
Then weep no more, I'll ſend to one in Mantua— 
Where that ſame baniſh'd runagate doth live, 
That ſhall betvw on him ſq ſure a draught, 
That he ſhall ſoon keep "Ty balt company: 
And then, I hope, thou wilt be ſatisfied. 
Jul. Indeed, I never ſhall be fatigfed 
With Romeo, *till I behold him - dead 
Is my poor heart ſo for a kinſman vext :--- 
Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To bear a poiſon, | would temper it; BY 
That Romeo ſhould, upon receipt thereof? 
Soon fleep in quiet.---O, how my heart abhors 
To hear him nam'd,---and cannot come to him,--- 
To wreak the love I bore, my couſin Tybalt, 
Upon his bod, that hath Rughter'd him! 
La. Cas. Find thou the means, and I'Il find ſuch 
a man, 
But now I'll tell thee joyful tidings, girl. 
Jul. And joy comes well in Mea a needful time: 
What are they, I beſeecn your ladyihip? 
La. Cap. Well well, thou haſt a careful father, child; 
One, who, tb put thee from thy heavineſs, 
Hath ſorted out a ſudden day of joy, 
That thou expect'ſt not, nor 11ook not for. 
Jul. Madam, in happy time, what day is that? 
La. Cap. Marry, my child, early next T hurſday morn, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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The gallant,” y young, and noble gentleman, 

The county Paris, at faint Peter's church, 
9 IK ally r thee there a joyful bride. 

ow, by faint Peter's church, and Peter too, 

He ay not-make me there a joyfal bride. 

I wonder at this haſte ;, that I muſt wed 

Ere he; that ſhould be uſb LO to Ig 

I pray you, tell my lord an | 

I will not marry yet; and, 2 I 20 r77s I ſwear 

It ſhall be Romeo, whom you know I hate, 

Rather than Paris :—Theſe are news indeed ? '.- 
Za. : Cop: Here comes your father; ; tell him ſo your- 


| ae F how he will take it at your hands, 
| Enter Capulet, and * 2 ; 

Cap. When the ſun ſets, oth drizzle dew ; 
But for the ſun-ſet of my pt fer b ſon, 4 
It rains downright.— 
How now ? a conduit, - girl? what, ſtill in tears? 
Evermore ſhoweripg ? In one little body 
Thou counterfeit'ſt a bark, a ſea, a wind: 
For ſtill thy eyes, which I mav call the ſea, | 
Do ebb and fluw with tears ; the bark thy body is, 
Sailing in mt flood: tlie Winds, thy fighs; 
Who,--- thy tears, and they with them, 
Without a faden calm, will overſet - 
Thy tempeſt-rofſed body.---How now, wife? , 
Have you deliver'd to her decree? 

La. Cap. Ay, fir; but ſhe will none, ſhe gives you 

thanks: 

I would, the wi were married to her grave! 

Cap. Soft, take me Ys you, take me with you, wife. 
How! will ſhe none Moth ſhe not give us thanks ? 
Is ſhe not proud ? doth ſhe not count her bleſt, 
Unworthy as ſhe is, that we have wrought "LY 
So worthy a gentleman to be her brideg ? * 

Jul. Not proud, you have: but thankfal, that 5 you 

have: oF " 

Proud can I never be of what I hate; 
But thankful even for hate, that is meant loye. 
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Cap. How, now! ho how — chop Jogic ?- -What 
1s thas? 

Proud---and, I thank l I thank you not- 

And yet not proud---Miſtreſs minion, ou, 

Thank me no thankings, nor ud me no prouds, 

- But ſettle your fine Joints *gai Thurſday next, 

To go with Paris to Saint eter's church, | 

Or will drag thee on'@hurdle thither. . / 

Out, yau 1 carfion! out, you baggage! - 

"op tallow-face ! 

La. Cap. Fieh ff Fas, are you mad? 

Jul. Good father, T beſetch you on my knees, 
Hear me with patience but to {peak a Word. 

. Ca Hang thee, young bagga ge! ! diſobegient wretch! 
U thee what, get thee to church Ward 
b ever after look me 1 SIE 
eak ly not, do not anſwer me; | 
a 15 aur e b. Wife, we ſcarce thought us bleſl, 
That God hath ſent us but this only child; 
Hp! now I ſee this one is one too much, 
nd that we have a curſe in having her: 
Out on her, hilding! 
| Nurſe, God in heaven bleſs her! — 
You are to blame, my lord, to rate her ſo. 
Cap. And why vey | lady wiſdom ? hold your 
8 ith your goſſi 
Good prudence ; {matter with your Be: - ito 

Nurſe I ſpeak no treaſon. 8 x 

Cap. O, God ye good den! 

Nurſe. May not one ſpeak ? * 

Cap. Peace, you mumblin le b ; ty 
Utter your patty o'er a 5 8 you. | * 
For here we need it not. . * 

La. Cap. You are too 1 as” 

Cap. God's bread! it 1 mad: Day, night, 

late, early, * 
At home, abroad, alone, in company, 
Waking, or ſleeping, ſtill my care hath been 
To boy her match'd : 1 and having no'y provided 
A gentleman of Ince oy ntage, 4 
You. VIII. 73 PG N 
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Of fair demeſnes, youthful, and nobly train? d, 
Stuff'd (as they ſay) with honourable parts 
Proportion'd as one's thought would wiſh a math, 
And then to have a wretched puling fool, 
A whining mammet, in her fortune's tender, 
To anſwer—* PI not wed,—1 cannot love, — 4 
] am too yankee pray you, pardon/me j'— 
But, an you will not wed, I' pardon you ; « 
Craze where you will, yon ſhallnot houſe with me; | 
Look to't, think on't, I do nat uſe to jet. = © 
Thurſday is near; lay hand to heart, adviſe: . 
An you be mine, [I'll give Jou to my fend; 
An you be not, hang, beg, ſtarve; die i“ the ſtreets, 
For, by my ſoul, Fil ne'er acknowledge chen #* 
Nor what is mine ſhall never do the&pood-: . 
Truſt to't, elif you, &'l] not be forſworn. 
ul, Is there no pity fitting in the cloudgy « 
T . ſees into the bam of Bo 2 9 
O. ſweet my mother, caſt me not away 
Delay this marriage for a month, a week; 
Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed 
In that dim monument where Ty balt li 
La. Cap. Talk not to me, for Hl not ſpeak a word; 
Do as thou wiltz for I have done with thee. [ Exit. 
Jul. O God 0 nurſe i ſhall this be pre- 
vente d ? | | * * 
My huſband is on earth, my faith in heaven; 
How ſhall that faith return again to earth, 
Unleſs that huſband ſend it me from heaven 
By leaving earth comfort me, counſel me. 
Alack, alack, that heaven'ſhould practiſe ſtratagems 
Upon ſo ſoft a ſubject as myfelf!— * 
What ſay'ſt thou? haſt thou not a word of joy ? 
Some comfort,nurſe, * 
Nurſe. Faith, here tis: Romeo 
Is baniſhed ; and all the world to nothing, 
That he dares ne'er come back to challenge you; 
Or, if he do, it needs muſt be by ſtealth. 
Then, ſince the caſe ſo ſtands as now it doth, 
I think it beſt you married with the county. 
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Oh rl e's alovely gentlemin | 


ga diſh- clout to him; an eagle, madam, 
t ſo green, ſo quick, ſo falt an eye. 
$ hath. eſhrew my very heart, 
E: think you are happy in this ſecond match, 
For it excels your firſt; J or if it did not, 
"Your firſt i is dead; on *twere as ood he were, 
iving here and you no uſe of him. 
al. Speakeft thou from thy heart ? 
% urſe. A from my ſoul too; 
Or 5 beſhrew them both. 
Jul. Amen! 
Nurſe. What ? | 
Jul. Well, thou haſt e me marvelous much. 
Gg in; and tell my lady I am gone, 
Ving diſpleas'd my father, to Lawrence' cell, 
o make confeſſion, and to P + the 3 
Nurſe. Marry, Iwill; and this is wiſely don:. 
* | . , [ Exit, 


. Tu 7 Ancient 9 O moſt wicked fiend! 


Is it more ſin to wiſh me thus forſworn, 

Or to diſpraiſe my lord with that ſame tongue 

Which the hath prate'd him with above compare 

So many thouſand times? Go gounſellor; 

Thou and my boſom hence forth Mall be twain. 
I' to the friar, to know his remedy : 
If all 2 — power to die. [Exit 


di 
* 
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E SCENE I. 


Friar Lawrence's Cell. 
+ Enter Friar Lawrence, and Paris. 


* N Thurſdav, fir?- the time is very ſhort. 
I Par. My tacher Capulet will have it ſo, 
And Jam nothing flow, to {lack his haſte. 

Fri. Yeu ſay, you do not know the lady's mind; 
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For Venas ſmiles not in a fouſe offtears. 

Now, fir, her father counts it dangerous, 
That te doth give her ſorroꝶ ſo much ſway ; 
And in his wild | 


Which, too much minded by herſelf af 


May be put from her by ſoGiety 
Now do you FE now the reaſon of this haſte. 


3 


* 


n. 


Une ven is the courſe, I fe ii not. 5 
Par; Immoderately ſhe weeps for Tybalt's 
And thehefore little have I talk'd of love; e 


om, haſtes our marriage, 
Lo ſtop tie inundation of her tears; * * 


; "4 


N, - 


Fri, I would I knew not why it ſhould: be od. 
. 1 


Look, fir, here, comes the lady towards my cel 
Enter Juliet. . 
Par. Happily met, my lady, and my wife? 
Jul. That may be, dir, when I may be a wife. ; 
Par, That may pe, muſt be, love, bed 
next. * 

Jul. What muſt be ſhall be. , 
Fri. That's a certain text. 1 » vi 
Par. Come you to make 2 4 on G chis father? 
Jul. To anſwer that were to confeſs to you. 
Par. Do not den to him, that you love me. 
Jul. I will confe you, that I love him. 
Par. So will you, 1 am ure, that you 3 
Jul. If 1 do fo, it will be o price, 

Being ſpoke behind your back, than to your face. 
Par. Poor ſoul, thy face is much 
Jul. The tears have . victory by that; 

For it was bad enough, — 2 their ſpight. 

Par. 3 wrongft i it, more than tears, With that 
rt. 
Jul. That! is no ſlander, ſir, which is a truth; 

And what I ſpake, I ſpake it to my face. 
Par. Thy face is mine, and thou haſt ſlandei 
Jul. It may be fo, for it is not mine own. — * 

Are you at leiſure, holy father, now; * 

Or ſhall I come to you at evening maſs 
Fri. My leiſure ſerves me, 1 daughter, now: — 


'd with tears. 


It ſtrains me paſt the compaſs of my wits : 


So N „ 1 


And with this k ni 


a 
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My lord, we muſt intreat che time alone. 
1 God ſhield, I mould diſturb don — 
ieee Thur 9 early will Frouze you : - 


Fil then, adieu and 1 * aus holy kiſs. 
Exit Paris. 


Jul. O, ſhat at and Shen thou done ſo, 
Come weep with me; Fa hope, paſt cure, * help! 
Fri, Ah, Juliet, I alfeatly know thy grief: 


T hear thou muſt}; and nothing may prorogue it, 
On Thurſday! hextbe married to this county. 

Jul. Tell 5 8 friar, that thou hear'ſt of this, 
Unleſs thou tel me how I may prevent it: 
If, in thy wiſdomy thou cabft give no help, 
Do thou bene Dy — Hſe, * * 

Lill help it preſently.” 
God join'd my hes and Romeo's, thou our hands; 
And ere this hand B thee to Romeo ſeal' d, 
Shall be the label to another deed, 
Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
Tarn to another, this ſhall lay them both : _ 
Therefore out of thy long-experienc'd. time, 
Give me ſome preſent counſel ; or behold, 
"F'wixt my extremes and me this bloody knife - 
Shall play the umpire, arbitrating that 
Which the commiſion of th F years and art . 
Could to no iflue of true honour bring. K 
Be not fo long to ſpeakg I long co die, 
If what thou Peak 'ſt ſpat not of remedy” 

Fri. Hold, auge do pya kind of hope. 
Which craves as dei perate an exegytion 1 | 
As that is deſperate which we wolld prevent. 

If, rather than to marry county Paris, 

Thou haſt the ſtrength of will to ſlay thyſelf; : 
Then is it likely, thou wilt undertake - 

A thing like death to chide away this ſhame, 
That cop'ſt with death himſelf to ſcape from it : 
And if thou dar'ft, Ill give thee remedy. 

Jul. O, bid me leap, ratherthan marry Paris, 
From off the battlements of yonder tower; 
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C'er-coyer'd quite with dead men's 


Will watch thy waking, and that very night- 
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Or walk i in thieviſh ways: T or big me lurk 
Where ſerpents are; chain me with roaring bears 3 


Or hide me nightly inggcharnel>houſe, | 
Nn 
With reeky ſhanks, and 2 (s ülls ???: 
Or bid me go into a neu- made * | 
bis it ſhroud, a 


And hide me with a dead maꝶ in 

Things that, 811 hear them told, haue mate; me 
tremble ; | 

And I will do it Aicher or doubt. E ws 


To live an unſtain'd wife to my ſwegtlove. © 
Fri. Hold, then; go home; be mn een 
To marry Paris; Wedneſday is to- ow; 
To- morrow night look that thou lie alone 
Let not thy nurſe lie wich thee in th ch 
Take thou this phial, being then ig bed. 
And this diſtilled liquor drink the gg 
When, preſenty, through all hy eins ſhall run: 
A cold and 4rowſy humour, which ſhall ſeize 


Lach vital ſpirit ; for no pulſe ſhall Keep 


His natural progeſs, but ſurceaſe to beat: 
No, warmth, no breath, ſhall teſtify thou. liy'ſt; 
The roſes in thy lips and cheeks. ſhall * 

To paly aſhes; thy eyes? windows fal 

Like iq when he ſhuts up the day of life ; 3 
Fach part, depriy'd. of ſupple government, 


” Shall ſtiff, and ſtark, and cold appear like death :- 


And in this borrow'd. likeneſs of ſhrunk death 
Thou ſhalt remain full t HN aN forty hours, 
And then awake as from a pleaſant fleep. * 
Now when the. bridegroom in the morning comes 
To rouſe thee fromWy bed, there art thou dead 
Then, (as the manner of our country is) 

In thy beſt robes uncover'd on the bier, 

Thou ſhalt be borne to that ſame ancient vault, 
Where all the kindred. of the, Capulets lie. 

In the mean time, ,againft thou ſhflt awake, 
Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift ; - 
And hither ſhall he come; and he and I 
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Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua * 
And this ſhall free thee from this preſent ſhame ; 
If no unconſtant toy, nor W _— fear, aß 
* 74 thy valour in the actin 1 
ive me, O give me Toll me not of fear. 
Fr i. Hold; get you gone, be Wong and roy 


* 

In chi: ver Len e Fils with f ſpeed RM” 
To Mangan ich my legrerg to thy lord. 1 
7 ul. oY give me bm ſtrength ſhall, 


Farewell, dear father 195 ——— 
s HE E 1 
* Capulet' i thefts #43 
* Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet » Nurſe, and Servants. 
Cap. So many Zueſts invite as here are Arie 
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks. 77 
Serv. You ſhall have none al,” firs for rity if 
they can lick their fingers. 
Cap. How canthou try them fo? MP 
Serv. Marry Hr, 'tis an ill cook No 'cannot lick 


his own fingers: therefore hey” ghat cannot lick his 
fingers, _ not with me. 7 


Cap. Go, begone.. F 
We ſhall — much unfurniſh'd for this tix 


What, is my a gone to friar Lay 8 
' Nurſe. Ay fo 


* Well, he may chance to dg 5 good on her; 
A peeviſh ſelf-will'd harlotry it is. 
Enter Futiet, | 
Nurſe. See, 3 ſhe comes from ſhrift with merry 
look. 
Cap. How now, my head-ſtrong ? where have you 
been gaddi 
Jul. Where | hay ne me to repent the fin. 
Of diſobedient oppoſition 
To you and your beheſts ; and am enjoin'd 
By holy Lawrence to fall proftrate here, 
And beg your pardon ;—Pardon, I beſeech you 


[Exeunt. 


e Servant. 
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i HenceforwardM am ever ral A by you. + 
0 | Cap. Send for the county7 go tell him of this; 1 
| 1'1l have this knot knit 11 to-morrow morning. W 
1 Jul. I met the youthfu lord at Lawrence” cell; * * 
| And gave him what becomed love I might, 
| N ſtepping o'er the bounds of modeſty. 
e, Why, I am glagoep't; this # well, ſtand up: 
This is as't ſhould be. —Let me ſee the county; | 
Ay, ae 2 I ſay, gadifetehim hither . 
Now, afore is revered holy flac, 1 
All our whole yy is nh id to hi 
Jul. Nurſe, will yu with me into my cloſet 
To help me ſort ſuch eee Ornaments 
As you think fit to furniſh*me'to-morrow ? _ 
La. Cap. No, not till Thurſday: there is time enough. 
Cap. „ nurſe, go with her: we'll, to church 
1. t6-mortog [ Exeunt Juliet and Nurſe. 
La. Cap. We ſhall be ſhort in our e ; 
Tis now near night. 
Cap. Toth! 1 will tir about, 
And all things ſhall be well, I pe thee, wife : : 
Go thou to Juliet, help, to deck up 
I'll not to bed to-night ; let me oh; 
Pl! play the houſe fe for this once: What, ho !— 
They are all forth: "Well will walk aylelF: 
To county Paris, to prepare him op 
Againſt to-morrow : my heart is wondrous light, 
Since this ſame wayward. girl is ſo reclaim'd. 
LExeunt Capulet, and Lady Capulet. . 


S. N. R. MI. 


Fuliet's Chamber. 
Enter Juliet and Nurſe. 


21. Ay, thoſe attires are beſt :—But, gentle nurſe, , 
I pray thee, leave me to myſelf to-night ; = 
For I have need of many oriſons 
To move the heavens to ſmile upon my ſtate, 
Which, well thou know'ſt, is croſs * full of ſin. 
Enter Lady Capulet. 
La. Cap. What, are you buſy ? doyou need my help? 
Jul. No, madam ; we have cull'd ſuch neceſſaries 
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As are orefal for our ſtate seg 
So pleaſe you, let mg, now be left alone, 
And let the nurſe this night fit up with you; 
For, I am ſure, you have your bag full all, 
In this ſo ſudden buſineſs. 
La. Cap. Good night} 4; 
Get thee to bed, and reſt * for thou haſt need. 
[ Excunt La, and, Nurſe. 
Ful. Farewell — 84 kno, when we hall meet 
. 
I have a nend ea theils 11 my veins, 
That . freezes up the heat of li 
I'll call them back again to comfort me 
Nurſe! — What ſhould ſhe do here?? 
My diſmal ſcene I needs muſt act alone SY 
Come, ? | 9 
What Ferrers mixture do not worꝶ at all? © 
Shall I of forge be married the count? | 
No, no ;---this ſhall forbid it: -lie thou there. 
he aying down a dagger. 
What if it be a poiſon, which the friar 
Subtly hath miniſter'd to have me dead; 
Leſt in this marriage he ſhould he diſhonour'd 
Beca he mar me before to Romeo? ; +8 
I fear, it is: and yet, 1 it ſhould not, | il 
For he hath ſtill Wo tried T holy man: 
I will not entertain ſo bad a thought. h 
How if, when I am laid into the tomb, I 
I awake-before the time that Romeo 1 
Come to redeem me? there's a fearful point ! fl 
Shall I not then be ſtifled in the vault. 
To whoſe foul mouth no healthſome air breathes in, 
And there die ſtrangled ere my Romeo comes? 4 
Or, if 1 live, is it not very like, I 
The horrible conceit of death and night, Id 
Together with the terror of the place. * 1 
As in a vault, an ancient receptacle, | 
Where, for theſe many hundred years, the boa 4 


oral all n 3 anceſtors are pack 
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Lies fettig in his hrouds 8 a5 they fay, 
At ſome hours 1 in the 2 5 — ; 
Alack, alack! is it not that 4 
So early waking, What with loathſome ſmells ; 
And ſhrieks like m en, torn gut of the earth, 
That living mortals, hearing them, run mad 
O! if i wake, ſhall I oe d ditraught,. 4 


Environed Wich all theſe hideoug fears 
And madly play with my forefathers —_— *S . 
And pluck the mangle rr ble Pom 75 

an's bone, 


And, in this rage, with ſome great 
As with a club, daſh out my deſperate brains? 

O, look? methinks I ſee my couſin's ghoſt © 
ScekinPour Romeo, that did ſpit his body 4 
Upon a rapier*s point: Stay, Tybalt, ſtay — 
3 1 come this do I rink th thee. - 

* [ She Ws. herfelf on the bed. 


s CE N EY Iv. 
Capulet s Hall. 


Enter Lady Capulet, and Nurſe. | 
La. Cap. Hold, take theſe keys, and fetch more 
ſpices, nurſe. 
Nurſe. They call for dates and quinces in thapaſiry. 
| Enter,Capulet. 
Cap. Come, ſtir, ſtir, tir the ſecond cock hatherow'd, 
The curfeu bell hath rung, tis three o'clock ;:--- 
Look to the bak*d meats; good . Tad 
Spare not for coſt, | 
Nurſe, Go, you x cotlq ueah, 
Get you to bed ; faith, you'll e fick to-morrow - 
F - "ox night's watching. 
No, not a whit ; What! I have watch'd ere now 
All Naka for a leſs cauſe, and ne'er been fick. 
La. Cap." Ay, you have been a mouſe-hunt in your 
hs time ; . * 
But I will watch you from ſuch watching now. 
[ Exeunt Lady C A and Nath. 
Cap. A jealou 2004, a jealows-hood Noc f — 
What's there 7 N * 


2 
1 


* 


Enter thre or r four, witli, 4; hogs, 4 22 iS 
Serv, Things forithe.cookyfr; but I know not what. 
Cap. Make haſte Hake haſte, Sirrah, fetchg:ier logs! 


. Call Peter, he will ſhew thee where they are. 
Serv. I have ahead, fir, that Hill find out logs, 
85 never trouble peter he matter. [ Exit, 


Cap. Maſs, and well ſaid ; A merryhoteſo ha 
Thou ſhalt be logger-head.- Good faith, 'tis day: 
The county will be here with muſick ſtraight, 
* l Mufie wo in. 
For ſo he ſaid he would. 1 be him near :— 45 
Nurſel— Wife! — What, ho! — what, Nurſe, 1 ar 1 
nter Nurſe. 
Go, waken Fulick go, and trim her up; ; 
. I'll go and chat With Paris: Hie make haſte, » 
Make haſte ! the bridegroom RT is come already: 


3. Make haſte, I ſay! ** 85 1 E [Exeunt. 
—_— >: 
0 Juliet's C AF / Juli an Be bel. 
K nter Nurſe, © 


Nurſe. Miſtreſs !—what, Miireſs' + Juliet! cfatt I 
warrapt her :--- 
Why, lamb !---why lady I- -e, you ſlug-a-be E. 
Why, oy e, I ſay madam ! ſweet-heart !---why, 
ride! 

What, not aword ? Von take your penny-worths now; 

Sleep for a week; for the next night, Iwarrant, 

The county Paris hath ſet up his reſt, 

'That you, ſhall reſt but little. God forgive me, 

(Marry, and amen!) how ſound i alleep ! 

I muſt needs wake her: Madam! "madam ! madam ! 

Ay, let the county take you in your bed; 

He'll fright.youſhp, i faith. Will it not be? 

What, dreſt! and in your clothes! and down again! 

I maſt xgeds wake you:—Lady! lady! lady! 

Alas! alas !—Help! help! my lady's dead 
» QC; well-a-day, * ever I was born 

Some aqua-vitz, ho 1—My lord m lady! 
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: | EA lag Capulet, © 
La. Cap. What noiſe n a 
Nurſe. O, lamentable day * 
La. Cap. What's the matter? 
Nurſe. Look, look! O heavy day ! 
La. js O me, O me my child, my only life 
Revive, look up, or I w fie with 
Help, help call „ a” 
* Enter Capuler. 
Cap. For ſhame, bring Juliet 
Nurſe. She's dead, deceas'd; 
da 


T1 


. 
ch; her lord i is o® 
e's dead ; alack the 


* 2 FA Miaek the day! ſhe's dead, 
+» ſhe's dead! 

Cap. Ha ! Jet me we cee Nas! ſhe's cold ; 
Her blood js ſettled, ints are ſtiff ; : 
Life and theſe lips have long been ſepatated 
Death lies on her, like an untimely froſt * 
Upon the ſweeteſt flower of all the field. 
Accurſed time ! - ay ole man 


Nurſe.” O lamentable day 2 
La. Gere Ae 
Cap. ath; that hath ta'en her hence to make me 


Wail, 
Ties up my tongue, a villa Ke me ſpeak. 
Enter Friar Lawrence, nd Paris, with Mu ficians, 
2 Come, is the brite ready to go to Neck. ? 
p. Ready but never to return ;— 
O -»4 the night fois thy ,wedding-day 
Hath death 1 With thy bride:— See, there ſhe lies 
Flower as ſhe was, eſtowered now by him. 
Death is my ſon-in-law, death is my heir; 
My daughter he hath wedded ! I will die, 
And leave him all; life leaving, all is death's. 
Par. Have I thought long to ſee this morningꝰs face, 
And doth it give me ſucha fight as this? 
La. Cap. Accurs'd, unhappy, wretched, hateful day! 
Moſt miſerable bour, that time e * ſaw - 
In laſting labour of his ne poor nd | | 
| But one, poor one, One poor an Wer chile, =o 


* 


. s dead, | 


La 


£0 
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4b . 
But one Ming to rejoicg d ſolace in, 4 * 
And ernel death hath chteh d it from my fight. 
Narſe. O woe, O woeful, woeful, woetul day! | 
Mot jamentable day! ! moſt w day, 
That ever, ever, 1 did yet behold! 
O day! O day! O day te 
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Never was een ſo black lay as this; > 
O woeful day, O woeful 10 1. i 
Par. Beg id, divogced, wronged e , lain! 
Moſt de death, - thee beguil' 


By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown !— 
3 200 O lie not life, but love in death! 
. Deſpis d, diſtreſſed, hated, martyr'd, killa! 
rot. le time Fwhy cam'ſt thou now 
murder murder our folemnity ? 5 
0 child ! O child! my soul, and not my child ns 
Dead art thou Pas my child is dead; 
| * ith my child, my joys are buried 
eace, ho, for ſhave! confuſion's cure lives not 
In theſe confuſions. Heaven and yourſelf 
Had part in this fair maid; now heaven hath all, 
And all the better is it for the maid : 
t in her you could not keep ffbm death ; 
Bur N Keeps his part 1 in eternal life. 
The moſtyou ſought Washer promotion; 
For tW²àas your heaven, ſhe ſhould be advanc'd; ©: 
= And weep ye now, ſeeing ſhe is advanc'd, 
Above the cl cots, as high as heaven itſelf? 
O, in this love, you love your chilg o ill, 
That you-run mad, ſeeing that ſhe is well: 
She's not well married, that lives marry'd long ; 
But ſhe's beſt marry'd, that dies 'd young. . 
Dry up your tears, and ſtick your ro emary 
On this fair corſe; and, as the cuſtom is, 
In all her beſt array er to church: 
For though fond nature bids gs all lament, 
Yet nature's tears are e lt len 


"3 


Wc”. 
© 


. 


Cap. All things that we ordained feſtival, 
Turn from their office to black funeral: 
Our inſtruments to melancholy bells; 
Vol. VIII. H 
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Our wedding ene rial fealt ; * 
Our ſolemn hymns to fie ges change 
Our bridal * np” N bury' d — 5 1 * 
And all things chan them to the contrary. { 

Fri. Sir, go you Wand, madam, go 4 
And go, fir Paris even one prepare 3 
To follow this fair corſe Ante her grave: 
The heavens do lour uo You, or ſome 
Move them no more, by roll their 7 i! 198 4 f 
[ Exciint Capulet, Lady Capulet, Paris, and Friar. | 1 
Muf. Faith we may put up Ax pi pipes, = be gone. 
Nurſe. Honeſt good llows, Aker 2 put 725 1 1 
For, well you know, 155 is a be 
| Ker N 


” Ayiby my troth , the caſe may be — 
& © Eater” Peter. a; 
PMubcianss O, muſicig p ; Heart , heart 


> eaſe 5 1 R 
O, an you will have me r * 
Mu/. Why heart's eaſe ? * TC 
Pet. O muſicians, 28.7 my heary.itfelf plays — 
My heart is of woe O, 4 Wine ay um 2 * 
to comfort 7 ON * r. | 


Mi. Not a dum 1 Atte nom ne pag, 
Re You will mp vous "a, 8 * 
Me. No. "a 4 - .. 0 
Pei. I will then give it you oundly,.” FP 7 4 * 
| Mu/. What Will you give us? 
Pet. No most y faith h por EY 
I will give you the ankle 
— 4 Then will I give you th e ſerVin e. 
Then will Tf y yo vie . Nes | 
r pate. I will carry no E Pl ben 
Pl 7 you; Do you note me 1 | 
Muf. An you re us, and as; you note us. 
2 Muf. Pray yon, p your dagger, ad put out. 
your wit, 
Pet. Then have at you with my wit ; 1 will dry- 
beat you with an iron wit, and put, up . iron dag 
ger,—_—Anſwyer me like men: 4 | & 


& #4 


; e 4 oppr eſs, — gat” | 
Then muſic, with her u fond, oy * If 
Why /ilver find ? why muſic with berffoer faund ? 
What ſay you, Simon — ky 


1 M Marry, far; be ver hath a bneeg ſud. 
Pat. rc 1 "ohm „Hug Rebeck? | 
2 Muf. i fa 8 e muficians ſound 


for ſilver, —— A "we 
Pet. Pretty too A Fhat erk ee, ; 


Pet. O, Fery * mercy | you are the finger: 1 
will ſay for you. 1 with her fiver ound, 
becauſe ſuch fellow Was Too ve no gold for ſound- 
ing — 1 „ 2 " $584 

[hen mußt with" her Floer SEED] 1 

"ſpeedy oth lend redreſs. C it, 9 
uf Whit ae knave a. fame 

u/. Hang Kew, Jack! come, we'll in here; 
tarry for the mourners, and ſtay din er. [ Exeunt. 


3 Mi: Faich, I Wor what to ſay. 
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25 
4 
N 


- A Street. Enter Re ' 
Ren 15. Tina 1 2 the flatterin Feruth of na | 
preſage ſome joyful news at hand: 
My an n Spa its lighty on his throne ; 


Lifts me above the nd with chearful thoughts. 

I dreamt, my lady Came and found me dead; 

(Strange dream! that gives a dead man leave to think) 
And breath'd ſuch life with; kiſſes in my lips, 

That I reviv'd, and was an empero r 


Ah me how fret! is 25 e itſelf poſſeſt, . 


And, all this day, oh ccuſtom'd ſpirit : 
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I do remember 
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When but love's dude 


© Enter Nr. 
News from ron — 92 W. Balthaſhr ? 
Doft thou not#bring me letters Deu the friar ? 
How doth my lady ? Is my father well? hl 
How fares my Juliet? That] aſk again; 
For nothing can be ill, if ſut be well. 
Balth. Then ſhe is walls ungen nothing can be ill; 
Her body ſleeps in Capuſet 80 ment, 
And her immortal part with angels lives 
I * her laid low in her kindr vault, 
nd ene took poſt to tell it ou: 
© pardon me for bringing thele I news, * 
Since you did leave it for my oe, ür. 
- Rom: Is itgven ſo? then I defy.) you, ſtars !— 
Thou A. y lodging : get me ink and paper, 4 
And hire Vie Iwill henee $0. night. 5 
Ball. 2 me, flr, I dare 1 N y thus: : 
Vour looks are pale and aaf 0 20 
Some miſadventure. 1 
Rom. Tuſh, thou art deceiv'd ; * 
Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee * 4 
Haſt thou no letters to me fem the friar * * 
Balib. No, my good lord. 8 * -£ 


Rem. No matter; get, 8 * 
And hiret gfe horſes; Pi Rare T7 4 
N ö Exit alba ar. 
Well, Juliet, T4 lie Sith thee bs it; 5 
Let's ſee for m . miſchigf thou Wen 
To enter in the thoughts of d _ = 


othecary 


* | 
40 8 — 5 
And hereabouts he dw ells Heede I bel * 
In tatter'd weeds, with over-whelming brows, 
Culling of ſimples; meagre wet his looks, * 
Sharp miſery had worn him to te bones: | 
pace in his needy ſhop a tortoiſe hung, 

n alligator ſtuff dꝭ and gther ſkins | 


Of ill-ap'd fiſhes; · und about his ſhelves 


A begparly account of empty boxes, | 
Green * pots, bladders, and muſty ſeeds, = 


| 8 Noting his 3 


An ifs a * neee bs 
Whoſe ſale Wpreſens Jenks in Magitua, oF > ks 0 
Here lives un wretch ould ſell it him. = 


O, thigſame though did Vat fore · run my need. * 
4 this ſame ng y man ſell it me. @®.. * * 
J remember, this ſhould. be the houſes e 


* Being holiday the begg: 


en bop 28 "I 
ys + apotheca 3. 4% 2 1 
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Lr 
Hold, there Riya 
* 952 f 


A.dram-of 


As will 
N That t 18 
| And that the 


4runk nk 
”  Asvidl d 
» 93 6 = ew N 
Ape A law * 7 


Is 2 No 2 Ferrer 
Art e of wretched 6 . 
$1n bb chetks, i 


3 die d, Pam N 
F ons roo th 2 "& © Ae S 
gs ragged 6 

1 e "word 500 thy ziend, n erld?s.law :: 
© The w ortd'affords-n0f in rien . 
* 96 poof, b by | N „and | this. = 
« poverty, y Will 2 2 „ 


oe: pay thy 1 6 x. 2nd not thy will. 


this in any! ug you will, 
. e and, 1 uy the eength: _ 
ty menſpit would difpatch vou ſtraight. | 
Rem. There is thy gold; wonſe-poiſon to mens ic 151 7 "* 
Doing more murders in this loathſome- world, 
Than theſe poor compounds chat thou may;/ſt not eu: 
I fel] thee — thou . ſold me 292% ** 


- 


— N 
» 


»82 - ROMEO AND libr. 


Farewell; bay e eg get thyſelf i in le = ; 
Come, cordial, and net pain ; go with me 
To Juliet's grave, for reels muſt 1 uſe thee. [ Exeunt, 


rr Ng 


F riar Lawrence's Cell. WT 
Enter F ar John | + 
Jongg 2 1 her, ho 
Enter Friar Lawrence. 4 
Law, This ſame ſhould be the yolgeo? friar john. — 
Welcome from Mantua: Whagylays Romeo? 
Or, if his mind be hp 22 his letter. 
Jobn. Going to fin bare ” I brother outs. 
One of our order to a 353 
Here in this city weng = ow ">< - 
And finding him, the ſearchers of the town, 
Suſpecting that we both were in à houſe * | 
Where the infectiou ence di reign, 5 
Seal'd up the doors, an would t Jet us forth ; a * 7 
So that my ſpeed to Mantua there Was ſtaꝶ d. | , 
Law. Who bare my letter then to med ? | 
Mun. I could not fad, Ke it Ley of * FT 
Nor get a meſſengen to brin g it thee, 
So fearful were they of infectiog * X's 
Law; Unhappy fortuge! By Lo ee. 
The letter was not nice, but fülf of charge 
Of dear import; and the neg Ring. a 84. 
May do much danger (a riar John, go hence; 


Get me an iron it n | " 4 
Unto my cell. RE bags x 


John. r Pl 0.2 10 > ing dt tek. Exit. 
Law. Now muſt 1150 1e mon Bene alens i * 


Within theſe three hours Will fair Juliet "> 
She will beſarew me much, that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of theſe accidents: . ,., 8 
But I will write again to Mantua, 1 
And keep her at my a. 10 Romeo come; | > 
| tg... cons, clos in a dead man's tomb ! (Exit. | 


>< - 
| * 
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s N III. 


* Church-yard ; in it, a Monument belonging to the 


1 
5 


'C ulets." "LR 
Siri Paris, and his Page with a torch. 


Par. Give me ty tagch, boy ; Hence, and ſtand 
1 aloof — "2 
Yet put it out, for I would not be ſeen. =. * 


Under yon yew- trees lay thee all along, 
Folding thine ear cloſe, to the hollow ground; 


So ſhall no foot opaſithe church-yard tread, 

be ing looſe, un with digging up of graves) 
ut thou ſhalt hear it: "whiſtle then to me, 

ſignal that, thou hear ſomething apprgach, 

me thdſe flowers. Do as I bid thee, go. 

Page. I am almoſt afraid to ftand alone 


Here in the church-xard; yet 1 will ad venture. Exit. 


8 


— 


Lhe Sweet 2 with flowers I ftrew thy bridal 
bed: & trewing flowers. 


Sweek — that i in thy ci circuit doft e contain 


D.. 


rfect ogg! of Nr 


liet, 
this late favour t my 


oſt ren n, = 
ands ; 
Ft ein dead, 


a thy tomb 


[The — nobel Je 5 


gives Lan 5 F<, doth 5. 
W curſed foot wanders this way night, 
To croſs my obſeqꝗ ies, — e's rites? 
Vo With a torch ?#M me, night aw hile. 
58. Ramco, rr h torch, c. 
kak. ive me Tage wrenching iron. 


Hold, take this letter ; oth 5 the morning 
See thou deliver it to my lord and father. 


. Give me the 5 Upon thy life I charge ee 75 
1 | 


Whate'er oY | or 0. ſtand all 
And do not interrupt me in my courſe. bs 
Why deſegnd into this bed of death . 
Is, partly td behold my lady 's face: 

But chiefly, to a thence N her dead finger 
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A precious ring ; a ring, that muſt L uſe 


In dear employment: therefore, hence, gone: up 


But if thou, jealous, doſt retitn to pry / *. 
On what 1 further ſhall intend to do, . 

By heaven, I vill tear thee joint by joint, _ 
And ſtrew this hungry churgh-yard with tylimbs: 4 
The time and gy intents n 8 
More ſierce, and more inex@#able far, 4 : 


Than empty tygers, or the roaring ſea.” 
Balth. I will be, gone, fir, and not trouble you.” 


Rom. So ſhalt thou ſhew me > fajgnd ſhip Oy thou 
: 

Live, a6 be proſp rous 3 * farewell Wood fellow. 

Bath, For all this ſame, Ell hide me heregbou 


His looks 1 fear, and r I' doubt.” a 
[Exit Balibaſar. 


t - 
4 


| Rom Thin © ale man bb N death, 


Gorg'd with the deareſt motor the earth 
Thus I enforce thy rota Ja * "7 
or & Eten 1 — 
And, in deſpi ht; Pll cram thee hey Mow 
Par. This is that baum nadghty: ye 
That Wirder'd myJovg ?;Totfin;—w it " 
It is ſuppoſed the Faire"), 4.— | Ig 
And here come wtf villainou 
To the dead bodies: 1 02 pprckend! bim. 
Stop thy unhallowed toil, vile Mons 
e wi vert rther tas LY b - * 
ondemned villat rehend th 
Obey, an 9 with Wer maſt as. 2 F 
cad I _ d, 0 there ither. 
tle t not A f | 
8 ly ad e me; * oat upon theſe . * 
Let them affright thee. -I beſeech thee, your 
Pal not another fin upon my _ bg: 
y. urging me to fury: . 61. * 
By 2 1 1 59 er chen wylelf: R 
For 2 hither armgd Fink my ſelf: -% 
Stay not, 8 z live, and hereafter 53 a", 


* madman ma bade thee run away. 


4 | * * 


4 
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Par. V do defy t Fconjuration,. ts 
And apprehend thee for à felon here. 
Nom. Wilt thou provoke me? then have at thee boy. 
[ They fight, Paris full. 
Page. O lord! they fight: I will go call the watch. 
Par. O, I am ſlain !- If thou be merciful, 
Open the tomb, lay me wich Juliet. © [Dies. 
Rom. In faith, I will: Let me peruſe this face ;— 
Mercutio's kinſman, noble county Paris: 
What ſaid my man, when my betoſſed ſoul. 
Did not attend him as e rode? I think, 
He told me, Paris ſhonld have marry'd Juliet : 
Said he not ſo? or did I dream it ſo? 
Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, 
To think it was ſo?---O, give me thy hand, 
One writ with me in ſour misfortune's book! 
PII bury thee i in a triumphant grave,--- _ 
A grave? O, no; a lanthoru, ſlaughter'd n 
For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes it 
This vault a feaſting preſence full of l ght. |; 
Death, lie thou there, 17 a dead man interr'd. 1 
5 Paris in the monument. 
Ho oft when men are at the point of death | 
Have they been merry? which the their keepers call 
A lightning before death: O how may 
Call this a lightning?---O, my love! my wife! 
Death, that hath ſuck'd the 1 2 of 1 breath. 
Hath had no power yet upon thy bea 
Thou art not conquier'd;; beauty”s enſign yet 
Is crimſonin thy lips, and in thy, cheeks, 
And 12 0 flag . n there. 
Tybalt, ly hy bloody ſheet ? 
O, what irc 7 1 2 to thee, 
Than with that hand chat cut thy youth in twain, 
To ſunder his that was thine enemy? 
Forgive me, couſin — Ah, dear Juliet, 
Why art thou yet ſo fair? Shall 1 believe 
I will believe (come lie thou in my arms) 
That unſubſtantial death is amorous ; 
And that the lean abhorred monſter keeps 


* 9 


86 2 20 AND jur. 


Thee hae ane be Hud r. * 
For fear of that I will ſtay Wich r. 
And neyer from this palace of dim night ** 
Depart again: here, here w ill remain 
With worms that are thy chamber maids; O, bere 
Will J ſet up my everlaſting reſt; 8 | 
And ſhake the yoke of ms cious ſtars 
From this world-wearied*fl Mel. —BEyes,- look your laft 
Arms, take your laſt embrace]! and lips, O you 
The doors of breath, ſeal with a righteous kiſs ad 
A dateleſs bargain to engroſſing death * 
Come bitter conduct, come, unſavoury gude! 
Thou deſperate pilot, now at once run on 
The daſhing 3 2 thy ſea-ſick weary bark 
Here's to thy health, where'er thou tumbleſt in. 
Here's to, love !—[Drizks.] O, true apothecary ! 
Thy drugs are quick. Thus with a kiſs die [Dies. 
Enter Friar Lawrence, with a lanthorn, crow and ' ſpade, 
Law. Saint Francis be my ſpeed] How oft to-night 
Have my old feet ſtumbled at graves? —Who' s there? 
Enter Balibaſar. : 
Balib. Here's one, friend and one that knows you 


we 
Law. Bli wle ＋ on you! Tell me, good my friend, 
What torch is yond? tyainly lend 50 light 
To grubs and eyeleſs| culls ? 481 diſcern, 
It burneth in he, Capulets' monument. 
Balth. It do To," holy Air; and there's my maſter, 
One that you loy . 
Law. Who is N? by 2 " 
Balth. Romeo. „ 
Law. How long 
Halb. Poll half an TT" 
Law.-Go with,me to the * 
- Balth. dare 58. fir 7 
My maſter knows not but 1 am gone! hence ; ; 
And fearfully. did menage me with death, 
If I did ſtay to look on his intents. a 
Law. Stay then, Pll goalone.—Fear comes apo ung 


O, much I i 8 thing. 


* 
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Balth, 5 did fleep under this yew-trge here, 
I dreamt my maſter and aother fought, | | 
And that my maſter flew him. = 3 a 

- Law. Romeo? "+ 
Alack, alack, what blood 1s this, hich ſtains 
The ſtony entrance of this ſepulchre ? 
What mean theſe maſterleſs and gory ſwords. 
To lie diſeolour'd this place of peace — 
Romeo! Qz ole !—Whoelſe? what, Paris too? 
And ſteep'd i 8 blood? — Ah, what an unkind hour 
Is guilty of this lamentable mar —— 
The lady ſtirs. 

Jul. Lee O, comforable friar, whole i 15 my 

lor 
I do remember well — — 1 ſhould be, 
And there | a: Where! is my Romeo? 
[ Noiſe within. 

* 1 M r ſome noiſe. Lady, come from * ˖ 
Of death, — and unnatural ſleep; 

A greater power than we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our intents; come, come, 3 

Thy huſband in thy boſom there lies dead; 

And Paris too; come, I'll diſpoſe of: thee 
Among a ſiſterhood of holy nun: | i 
Stay not to queſtion, for the watch is eon ; 
Come, go good Juliet. —fis iſe again. ] 1 dare ſtay no 
longer. We 
Jul. Go, getjthee hence; f or I dt away. 
What's here 4 p clos'd in Vl s hand?! Ya 
Poiſon, I fee, N been his ny ö 
O churbh dFink all; and leave no friendly drop, I 
To help me after? i. kiſs thy lips 95 
Haply, ſome poiſon yet doth hang on them, | i 
To make me die wal a reſtorative. ,, K. Nes him, | 
Thy lips are warm! | L| 
Watch. (within. ] Lead; boy*---Which way? 
Jul. 2 noiſe ? ---then {11 be brief, O happy 


ger x „ 2 Romeo s dagger. ll 

This is Az, ap [abs tee ruſt, and let 

| Ty” - me die. 2 "Is we. * 
I * 3 1 
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In 
Enter Watch, with the Page of Paris, 
* This 5 the place "2: chere, where, the torch 


+ doth burn. 
Watth, The ground is bloody; ; Search about the 
' church-yard ; * 
Go ſome of you, . you find, 1 5. 


¶ Exeunt ſome. 

Pitiful fight fore lies the coun lain; | 

And Juliet bleeding ; warm, an newly dead, 

Who here hath lain theſe two days buried. 

Go, tell the prince, run to th&Capulets,--- 

Raiſe up the Montagues,---ſome others ſearch? 

We ſee the ground whereon theſe woes do lie; 

But the true ground of all theſe piteous woes 

We cannot without circumſtance deſcry, 

Enten forme of the Watch, with Bilthaſar. 

2 Watch, Here's Romeo's an, w_ 2 him in 
the church- yard. 

x: Watch. Hold him in ſafety, "ll the prince come 

8: mther. ..;. 

Enter another Watchman, with Friar: Cowrence. 

3 Watch; Here is a friar thas trembles, fighs, and 
weeps: 

We took this mattock and thi pads from him, 

As he was coming from this y h-yard ſide. 

1 Watch, A great ſuſpicion ; ; Sta tay the friar 
" FEntenthe Prince and Attendants. An 
Prince. What miſadventure is ſo early up, 

That calls our perſon from our morning's reſt? 

Enter Capulet, and Lady Capulet, c. 
Mc ould it be, that they ſo ſhnieFabroad? 
e people in the ſtreet cry---Romeo, 

Son ali and ſome- Paris; and all run, 

With open out- cry toward our monument. | 
Prince. What fear is this, which ſtartles in our are? 
Watch. Sovereign, here lies the county Paris flain ; 

And Romeo dead; and Juliet, — before, 


Warm and new kill'd. * * 
Prince. Search, {eÞ; and know how this foul murder 
come 
* : - ©, * 3 4 


* 
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Watch. Here is a friar, and {laughter'dRomeo's man; 
With inſtruments upon them, fit to open 
Theſe dead men's tombs. 

Cap. O, heaven!—O, wife! look how our daughter 

_* bleeds! ®. 

This dagger hath miſta'en, for, lo! his houſe 
Lies — the back of Montague, 
And it miſ-ſheathed in my daughter's boſbm. 

La. Cap. O me! this ſight of death is as a bell 
That waras my old age to a ſepulchre, 

Enter Montague, and others. 

Prince. Come, Montague, for thou art early up, 
To ſee thy ſon and heir more early down, 

Mon. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to-night ; 
Grief of my ſon's exile hath Ropp'd her breath: 
Wnat further woe conſpires againſt mage ? 

Prince, Look, and thou ſhalt ſee. 
Mer. O thou untau»ht! what manners is in this, 

Toes before thy father to a grave? 

Prince. ><a up the mouth of outrage for a While, 
*Till wecan clear theſe ambiguities, 


And know their ſpring, their head, their true deſcent; 


And then will 1 be general of your woes, 
And lead ou even to death: Mean time forbear, 
And let miſchance be ſlave to patience. ——— 
Bring forth the parties of ſuſpicion. 

Law. I am the greateſt, able to do leaſt, 
Yet molt ſuſp aged. asche time and place 
Doth make "ol me; of this direful murder; 
And here I ſtand, both to impeach and purge 
Myſelfcondemned and myſelf excus'd.. 

Prince. Then ſay at once what thou doſt know in this, 

Law, I will be brief, for my ſhort date of breath 
Is not ſo long as is a tedious tale. 
Romeo, thergdead, was huſband to that Juliet ; 
And ſhe, there dead, that Romeo's faithful wife 
I married them: and their ſtolen marriage-day 
Was T'ybalt's dooms-day, whoſe untimely death 
Bzniſh'd the new-made bride room fro! this city; 
For hom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin'd. 

Vol. VIII. 1.3; | 
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Vou- - to remove that ſiege of grief from her- 
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Betroth'd, and would have married her perforce, © 

To county Paris :---Then comes ſhe to me; 

And, with wild looks, bid me deviſe ſome meaxs 

'To rid her from this ſecond marriage, a”, 

Or. in my cell, there would the kill herſelf ; 

Then gave lzher, ſo tutor'd by my art, 7 

A ſleeping potion ; which ſo togk effet , 

As I intended, for it wrought on her 1 

The form of death: mean time I writ to Romeo, 

That he ſhould hither come as this dire night, 

To help to take her from her borrow'd grave, 

Being the time the potion's force ſhould ceaſe, 

But he which bore my letter, friar John, 

Was ſtaid by accident ; and yeſternight 

Return'd my letter back: Then all alone, 

At the prefixed hour of her waking, 

Came I to take her from her Lindred's vault; 

Meaning to keep her Aoſcly at my cell, 

Till 1 conveniently could ſend to Roms: , 

But, when I came, (ſome minute ere the time 

Of her awaking) here untimely lay » 

"The noble Paris, and true Romeg, dead, 

She wakes; and I entreated her come forth, 

And bear this work of heaven with patience: 

But then a noiſe did ſcare me from the tomb; 

And ſhe, too deſperate, would not go with me, 

But (as it ſeems) did violence apherin N 

All this I know: and to the marriage. 


* 


Her nurſe is privy: And, if avght in this | 


Miſcarry'd by my fault, let my old life 


Be ſacrafic'd, ſome hour before his time, 


Unto the rigour of ſevereſt law. | 
Prince We ſtill Rave known thee for holy. man. 

Where's Romeo's man? what can he its this ? 
Balth. I brought my maſter news of juliet's death; 

And then in poſt he came from Mantua, 

To this ſame place, to this ſame monument, 

Tnis letter he early bid me give his father; | 

And threaten'd me with death, going in the vault, - 


\ 
+ ; 
£4 


1 


Prince. 


And bid me fand Aloof, and ſo I did: 
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eft him there. 14 


Wetter, I will looff on it. 
Where is the county's Pagghs rais'd the watch ?--- 
Sirrah, what made your er in this place? 


Page. He came with flowers to ſtrew his lady's grave; 


And, b and ny, ter drew on him; 


Anon, comes Wy, ligit to ope the tomb; 


. 
5 * 
x 


And then I ran away to call the watch. | 

Prince. This letter doth inake good the friar's words, 
Their courſe of love, the tidings of her death: 
And here hg writes -that he did buy a poiſon 
Of a por pothecary, and therewithal 
Cume to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet. 
Where be theſe enemies? Capulet! Montague !- 
See, what aſcourge is laid upon your late, 
That heaven finds means to kill your j6ys with love? 
And I, for winking at your diſcords too, 
Have loſt a brace of kinſmen: Hall are puniſh'd, 

Cap. O, brother Montague; give me thy nand: 
This is my daughteffs jointure, for no more 
Can I demand. * 

Mon. Bat I can give thee more; 
For I will raiſe her ſtatug in pure gold; 
That while Verona by that name 15 known, 


There ſhall no figure at ſuch rate be ſet; 


As that of true and faithful Juliet. 
Cap. As rich ſhall Romeo by his lady lie; 
Poor ſacrifices gf dur enmity ? 
Prince. A gleoming peace this morning with it brings 
The ſun for ſorrow will not ſhew his head: 
Go hence, to have more talk of theſe fad things; 
Some ſhall be pardon'd, and ſome puniſhed : 
For never was a ſtory of more woe, 
Thangþis of Juliet and her Rome. 


1 


[ Exeunt omnes. 
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This play is one of the moſt pleflfing of our * * performances. #* 
The ſcenes are buſy and vatious, the incients* ous and im- * 
portant, the cataſtrophe irreſiſtibly affectingę aud the proceis of th 


aCtion carried on with ſach probability, at with ſuch congruity 
to popular opinions, as tragedy req hes. 1 % 

ere is one of the few attempts of Shak ſpeate to-exhillit'the con- 
verſation of gentlemen, to repreſent the airy inf juvenile 


elegance. Mr. Dryden mentions a tradition, which Might eaſily 
reach his time, of a declaration made by Shak ſpeare; that he was 
obliged to Kill Mercutio in the third act, leſt he ſhould have becn 
killed by him. Vet be thinks him no ſuch formidable 

that he might have lived through the play, and Rea M bed, 

a without danget to a poet. Dryden; well knew, bad he been + 

Wl. queſt of truth, that, in a pointed ſentence, more regard is com- 

Wl 9 had to the words than the thought, and that it is very ſeldom 

to be rigorouſly, ur ſtood. Mercutfo's wit, gaithy, and courage, 

will always procure him friends that wiſh him a Tonger life; but 

his death is no: Þrecipitated, he has lived out the time allotted him * 
in the conſtruction of the 5 lay; nor do I doubt the ability of Shak- 


ſpeare to have continued s exiſtence, though ſome of his ſallies 
are perhaps out of the reach of Dryden; whoſe genius was not very © 
fertile of merriment, nor ductile to humour, but acute, argumen- 
tative, coroprehenſive, and ſublime. 8 | | 

The Nurſe is one the characters in which the author delighted: 

he has, with great ſubtility of diſtinction, drawn her at once loqua- 

<ious and ſetret, obſequious and inſolent, truſty and diſhoneſt. 

His comic ſcenes are happily wrayght, but his pathetic ſtrains are 
always polluted r unexpected depravations. His perſons, 
however diſtteſſed, have a conceit left them in their miſery, a miſe- 


rable conceit. 2 
By e pom, Johnſon. 


— 
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; ay THE END, | 
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„ Keri, EENE.L 
+ ; Elfinour. 4 
i A Platform before the Palace. 

Franciſco on his poſt. 75 Enter to hin Bernard, _ 
Ber. HO's there? «i Þ 
Fran. Nay, anſwer me: ſtand, and id 

yourſelf. 
Ber. Long hve the king 1- © 
Fran. Bernardo ? + 
Ber. He. * 


Fran. Vou come moſt carefully y upon et; | 


Ber. Tis now ſtruck twelye ; ; get thee to bed, F ran- 


Fran. For this relief, muc thanks : 
And I am ſick at heart. 
Ber. Have you had quiet guard 2 
Fran. Not a mouſe ſtirring. 
Ber. Well, good night. 


ciſco. 


tis bitter cold, 


If you do meet Horatio ànd Marcellus, 
The rivals of my watch, bid them make haſte. 
Enter Herd and Marcellus. 


* 


Fran. Giye you good night. 


for Mar. O, farewell, honeſt ſoldier : 
Who hattffreliev'd you? 


Fran. Bernardo hath my 


Give you good night. 


ts 


. 
- 


. 


[Exit F ** 


Ni. I think, I hear them. —Stand, ho-! Who is 
there ? 


Hor. Friends to this 
Mar. And liegemen to the Due | 
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Mar. Holla! 0 ! 
Ber, Say, 

What, is Horatio there? 
Hor. A piece of him. 
Ber. Welcome, Horatio; Seltene, good Mar- 


Cellus. I 
Mar. What, has this thing opp ae agiln > BE ? T 
* 


Ber. I have ſeen nothin 
Mar. Horatio ſays, *:ia Pat's our planar 
And will not let belief take hold o 7 By 
Touching this dreaded fight, twice ſeen of us: 
Therefore I have intreated him along, * 
With us to watch the minutes of this night; 
Hen if again this appatition come, % 
e may approve our 7 and ſpeak to t. 
Hor. Tuſh! tuſh: twill not 8 * 
Ber. Sit down a while: 

And let us once 3 aſſail your Go as... | 
That are ſo fortified againſt our ſiory, 1» & 
What we two nights have ſeen. > f$53413 

Her. Well, fit we down, | 
Y And let us hear Bernardo ſpeak of this. 1 

Ber. Laſt night of 
x When von ſame ſtar, that's weſtward from the pole 

Had made his courſe to illume that part of heaven 

Where now it burhs, Marcellus, and, myſelf. "7 

The bell then bearing one. * 

Mar. Peace, break thee off 5 * where it! comes 
a8 * 3 x 7 , 


ter iel. 
Ber. 10 the 1 Fate like the king that's dead. 
Mar. Thou art à ſcholar, ſpeak to it, 'Hoxatio. 
Ber. Looks it not like the king 2 mark 9 22 Ho- 


tio. 4: Os 
Hor. Moſtlike ; 1 7 monder 
Ber. It would be ſpgke to. / 5 
Mar. Speak to it, Horatio. 0 TY 
Hor. What art thou, that uſurp'ſt this time of night,” 
Together with that fair and Te Hom 2 


4 the majeſty of bury'd Diet: 
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* Did ſometime march? By heaven 1 charge thee, ſpeak. 
Mar. It is offended. 10 
Ber. See ! it falks away, 
N Stay ; {peak ; I chang” thee, ſpeak. 
[ Exit Ghoſt, 
5 Mer 'Tis gone, and will not alway. 
s * now, Horatio ? you tremble, and look 
ale: — 
Is not this ſomething more than phantaſy ; ? 
What think you of it ? 
Hor. Before my God, I might not this. believe, 
Without the ſenſible and true avouch + 
Of mine own eyes. 4 
Mar. ls it not like the kin 
Hor. As thou art te thy ß e iP 
Such was the ve he had on, "1% we 
When he the ambirioal orway combated ; 
So frown'd he once, when, in an angry parle, 
He ſmote the fledded Polack on the ice. 
Tis ſtrange. 
Mar. Thus, twice before, and juſt at this dead 1 
ul... martial flalk he hath gone by our watch. 
In what particular thought to work, I know- 
ROt ; 
Bur, in the groſs and ſcope of mine opinion, 
This bodes ſome ſtrange eruption to our ſtate. 
Mar. Good now; fit down, and tell me, he that 
. knows, 
Why this ſame ſtrict and moſt obſervant watch 
So nightly toils the ſay ject of the land? 
. And why ſuch dail of brazen Cannon, 
And foreign mart for implements of war? 
Why ſuch impreſs of ſhip-wrights, wh fore taſk 
Does not divide the Sunday from the w 
What might be toward, that this ſweaty aye 
{ Doth make the njght joint-labourer * day; 
. "Who 1 ist, that ca inform me? 
Hor. That can I; . 
At leaſt the whiſper goes ſo. Our laſt wag” 
. Whoſe image even but no appear 'd to v3, 
— 


„ 
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Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway, 
Thereto prick'd on by a moſt emulate pride; | . 
Dar'd te the combat; in Which our valiant Hamlet 
— ſo this fide of our known world eſteem'd him) 
id lay this Fortinbras; who, by.a ſeal'd compaR, 
Well ratify'd by law and heraldry, 1779 
Did forfeit, with his life, all thoſe his lands, 
Which he ſtood ſeiz'd of, to the conqueror : 
Againſt the which, a moiety competent 
Was gaged by our king: which had return'd' 
To the inheritance of Fortinbras, | . * 
Had he been vanquiſher; as, by that covenant, 
And carriage of the articles deſign'd % 
His fell to Hamlet: Now, ſir, young, Fortinbras, 
Of unimproved mettle hot and full, ; 
Hath in the ſkirts of Norway, here and there, 
Shark'd up a liſt of landleſs refolutes, # 
For food and diet, to ſome enterprize 
That hath a ſtomach in't; which is no other A 
(As it doth well appear unto our ſtate) . 
But to recover of us, by ſtrong hand, 
And terms compulſatory, hop foreſaid lands 
So by his father loſt: And this, I take it, 
Is the main motive of our preparations; 
The ſource of this our watch ; and the chief head 
Of this poſt-haſte and romage ia the land. 
Ber. | think, it be no other, but even ſo; - 
Well may it ſort, that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch; ſo like the king 
That was, and is the queſtion of theſe wars. 
Her. A mote it is, to trouble the mknd's eye. 
In the moſt high and palmy ftate of Rome, 
A little ere the mightieſt Julius fell, | 
The graves Rood tenaatleſs, and the ſheeted dead 
Did ſqueak and gibber in the Roman ſtreets; | 
Stars thogſe with trains of fire; dews of blood fell; 
Diſaſters _— ſun ; and the malt ſtar, 2 
Upon whoſe influence Neptune's empire ſtands 
Was fick almoſt to dooms-day with eclipſe, 
And even the like proeurſe of flerce evento 


s 
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As harbingers preceding ſtill the fates, 


The extravagant and erring ſpirit wes 


And prologue to the omen coming on,— 
Have heaven and earth together demonſtrated 
Unto our climatures and countrymen.— 

* Re-enter & hoſt. . | 
But, ſoft; behold! lo, where it comes again! 
I'll croſs it, though it blaſt me. Stay, illuſion! 
If thou haſt any ſound, gp uſe of voice, 
Speak to me: F rs 
It therebe any good thing to be done, 


That may to thee'do eaſe, and grace to me, 


"Speak to me : 


If thou art privy to thy country's fate, 

Which, haply, foreknowing may avoid, 

O, tpeak ! 

Or it thou haſt uphoarded in thy life 

Extorted treaſure in the womb of earth, 

For which, they ſay, you Spirits oft walk in death, 


| Cock CFOU $4 


Speak of it :—ſtay, and ſpeak.—Stop it, Marcellus. 
Mar. Shall I ſtrike at it with my partizan? 
Hor. Do, if it will not ftand, 
Ber. Tis here! 


Hor. I is here! = 

Mar. *Tis gone! [Exit G. 
We do it wrong, being ſo majeſtical, 
To offer it the ſhew of violence ; > 


For it is, às the air, invulnerable, 

And our vain blows malicigus mockery. 
Per. It was about to ſpeak, when the cock crew. 
Hor. And then it ſtarted like a guilty thing 

Upon a fearful ſummons. I have heard, 

The cock, that is the trumpet the morn, 

Doth vit his lofty and ſhrill-founding throat 

Awake the god of day; and at this warning, 

Whether in ſea or fire, in earth or air, 


To his conſine; and of the truth, hefe in 
This preſent objet made probation | 
Mar. It faded on the crow ing of the cock. 


N 


roo LurEr. | Ack I. 


Some ſay, that ever *gainſt that ſeaſon comes 
Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated, 
This bird of n all night long: 
And then, they ſay, no ſpirit dares ſtir abroad; 
The nights are wholeſome; then nogplanets ſtrike, 
No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm, 
So hallow'd and fo gratious is the time. 

Fer. So have I heard, and do in part believe it. 
But, look, the morn, in ruſſit mantle 9 a 
Walks o'er the dew of yon high eaſtern hill: 
Break we our watch up; and, by my advice, 
Let us impart what we have ſeen to-night 
Unto young Hamlet ; for, upon my life, 
This ſpirit, dumb to us, will ſpeak to him: 
Do you conſent we ſhall acquaint him with it, 
As needful in our loves, fitting our duty ? 

Mar. Let's do't, I pray; and I this morning know 
Where we ſhall find him moſt convenient. | Exeunt, 


„ NE 6 


A Room of State. * 
| Enter the King, Queen, Hamlet, Polonius, J. aertes, 
Voltimand, Cornelius, Lords and Attendants. 


> King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother's death 
The memory be green; and that it us befitied 

To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of woe; 

Yet ſo far hath diſcretion fought with natungy 

That we with wiſeſt forrow think on him, 

Together with rembrance of ourſelves, 

Therefore our ſometime ſiſter, now our queen, 

The imperial jointreſs of this warlike ſtate, 

Have we, as *twereggvith a defeated joy,— 

With one -uſpicioaflnd one dropping eye; 

With mirth in funeral, and with dirge in marriage, 
In equal ſcale weighing delight and dole.— 
Taken to wife: nor have we herein barr'd 

Your better wiſdoms, which have freely gone 

With this affair along :—For all, ou thanks. 

Now follows, that you know, young Fortinbra-,— 
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Holding a weak ſuppoſal of our worth; 
Or thinking, by our late dear brother's death, 
Our Rate to be disjoint and out of frame,— 
Colleagued with this dream of his advantage, 
He hath not fail'd to peſter us with meſſage 
] mporting the ſurrender of thoſe lands 
Loſt by his father, with all bands of law, 
To our moſt valiant brother.—So much for him. 
Now for ourſelf, and for this time of meeting: 
This much the buſineſs is: We have here writ 

o Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras,— 

ho, impotent and bed-rid, ſcarcely hears 
Of this his nephew's purpoſe,—to ſuppreſs 
His further gait herein ; in that the levies, 
The liſts, and full proportions, are all made 
Out of his ſubject: and we here diſpatch 
You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand, 
For bearers of this greeting to old Norway; 
Giving to you no further perſonal power 
To buſineſs with the king, more than the ſcope 
Of theſe dilated articles allows. 
Farewell; and let your haſte commend your duty. 

ol. at and all things wall we ſhew our duty. 
King. We doubt it nothing; heartily farewell. 
A [Exeunt Voltimand, and Cornelius, 

And now, Laertes, what's the news with you? 
You told us of ſome ſuit : what is't, Laertes ? 
You cannot ſpeak of reaſon to the Dane, a 
And loſe your voice: What would'ſt thou beg, Laertes 
That ſhall not be my offer, not thy aſking ? | 
The head is not more native to the heart, 
The hand more inſtrumental to the mouth, 
Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father. 
What would'ſt thou have, Laertes ? 

Laer. My dread lord, 
Your leave and favour, to return to France; 
From whence though willingly I came to Denmark 
To ſhew my duty in your coronation ; ** 
Vet now, I muſt lh, that duty done, : 
My thoughts and wiſhes bend again toward France, 
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And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 
King. Have you your father's leave? What ſays 
Polonius? | : a 
Pol. He hath, my lord, wrung from me my ſlow leave, 
| By labourſome petition: and, at laſt, 
4 Upon his will I ſeal'd my hard conſent : 
| I do beſeech you give him leave to go. 
1 King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes; time be thine, 
And thy beſt graces — it at thy will.— 
51 But now, my couſin Hamlet, and my ſon, -- - 
i! Ham. A little more than kin, and leſs than kind. 
i 3 5 Ade. 
117 King. How is it that the clouds {till hang on you? £ 
| Ham. Not ſo, my lord, I am too much i' the ſun. 
ueen. Good Hamlet, caſt thy nighted colour off, 
And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 
Do not for ever, with thy vailed lids 
Seek for thy noble father in the duſt; 
Thou know'ſt, 'tis common: all, that live, muſt die, 
Paſling through nature to eternity. 
Ham. Ay, madam, it is common. 
Queen. If it be, 1 : 
Why ſeems it ſo particular with thee ? 
Ham. Seems, madam! nay it is; I know not ſeems, 
*Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother, 
Nor cuſtomary ſuits of ſolemn black, 
Nor windy ſuſpiration of forc'd breath, 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, 
Nor the dejected haviour of the viſage, 
Together with all forms, modes, ſhews of grief, 
That can denote me truly: Iheſe, indeed, ſeem, 
For they are actions that a man might play; 
But I have that within, which paſſeth ſhow ; 
Theſe, but the trappings and the ſuits of woe. 
King. *Tis ſweet uy commendable in your nature, 
| Hamlet, 2 ; 
To give thoſe mourning duties to your father: 
But you muſt know, your father loſt a father; 
That father loſt, loſt his; and the ſurvivor bound b 


In lia] obligation, for ſome term 


Fo do obſequious ſorrow : but to perſevere 
In obſtinate condolement, is a courſe 
Of impious ſtubbornneſs: *tis unmanly grief: 
It ſhews a will moſt incorrect to heaven: 
A heart unfortify'd, or mind impatient; 
An underſtanding fimple and unſchool'd : 
For what we know, muſt be, andis as common 
As any the moſt vulgar thing to ſenſe, 

Why ſhould we, in our peeviſh oppoſition, 
Take it to heart? Fie! tis a fault to heaven, 
A fault againſt the dead, a fault to nature, 

To reaſon moſt abſurd, whoſe common theme 

Is death of fathers, and who ſtill hath cry'd, 

* From the firſt corſe, till he that died to-day, 
This muſt be fo. We pray you throw to earth 
This unprevailing wog; and think of us 

As of a e for let the world take note, 

Vou are the moſt immediate to our throne; 

And, with no leſs vobilicy of love 

Than that which deareſt father bears his ſon, 
Do impart toward you. For your intent 
In going back to ſchool in Wittenberg, 

It is moſt retrograde to our deſire : 

And we beſeech you, bend you to remain 
Here, in the chearand comfort of our eye, 

Onr chiefeſt courtier, couſin, and our ſou. 
Queen. Let not thy motherloſe her prayers, Hamlet; 

I pray thee, ſtay with us, go not to Wittenberg. 
Ham. I ſhall in all my beſt obey you, madam, 
King. Why, *tis a loving and a fair reply ; 

Be as ourſelf in Dennark—Madam, come; 

This gentle and unforc'd accord of Hamlet 

Sits ſmiling to my heart; in grace whereof, 

No jocund health, that Denmark driaks to-day, 

But the great canon to the clouds ſhall tell: 

And the king's rouze the heaven ſhall bruit again, 

Re-ſpeaking earthly thunder. Come, away. | Exeunt. 

f Mazet Hamlet. 

Ham. O, that this too too ſolid fleſh wou!d melt, 

Thaw, and reſolve itſelf into a dew ! 


— 


ws; 
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Or that the Everlaſting had not fix'd 
His canon *gainſt ſelf-laughter O God! O God! 
How weary, ſtale, flat, and unprofitable * 
Seem to me all the uſes of this world ! 
Fie on't! O fie! 'tis an unweeded garden, 
That grow's to ſeed; things rank, and groſs in nature, 
Poſſeſs it merely. That it ſhould come to this 
But two months dead !—nay, not ſo much, not two: 
So excellent a king ; that was to this, ! 
Hyperion to a ſatyr: ſo loving to my mether, 
That he might not let e'en the winds of heaven 
Viſit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth ! 
Muſt I remember! Why, ſhe would hang on him, 
As if increaſe of appetite had grown 
By what it fed on: And yet, within a month, 
Let me not think on't :—Frailty, thy name is woman! 
A little month; or ere thoſe ſhoes were old, © 
With which ſhe follow'd my poor father body, 
Like Niobe, all tears ;—why ſhe, even ſhe, — 
O heaven! a beaſt, that wants diſcourſe of reaſon, 
Would have mourn'd longer, —marry*d with my uncle, 
My father's brother; but no more like my father, 
Than I to Hercules: Within a month; 
Ere yet the ſalt of moſt unrightegus tears 
Had left the fluſhing in her gauled eyes, 
Sh: marry'd.—O moſt wicked ſpeed to poſt 
With ſuch dexterity to inceſtuous ſheets ! 
It is not, nor it cannot come to good: 
But break, my heart ; for I muſt hold my tongue ! 
Enter Horatio, Bernardo, and Marcellus. 
Hor. Hail to your lordſhip! © * 
Ham. I am glad to ſee you well: 
Horatio, —or I do forget myſelf ? Ip 
Her. The ſame, my lord, and your poor ſervant ever, 
Ham. Sir, my good friend z 11 change that name 
with you. ö 
And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio ?— 
Marcellus ? 5 | 
Mar. My good lord, © | 
Ham. I am very glad to ſee you; 8506 even, ſir.— 
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But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg? 
Hor. A truant diſpoſition, good my lord. 
Ham. I would not hear your enemy ſay ſo ; 
Nor ſhall you do mine ear that violence, 
To make it truſter of your own report 
Againſt yourſelf: I know you are no truant, 
But what is your affair in Elſinour? 


We'll teach you to drink deep, ere you depart. 


Y 


Hor. My lord, I came to ſee your father's funeral. 

Ham. I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow-ſtudent; 
I think it was to ſee my mother's wedding. 

Hor. Indeed, my lord, it follow'd hard upon. 


Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio! The funeral bak'd-- 


meats 

Did coldly furniſh forth the marriage tables. 
Would I had met my deareſt foe in heaven, 
Or ever I had ſeen that day, Horatio | 
My father, —Methinks, I ſee-my father. 

Hor. O where, my lord? 

Ham. In my mind's eye, Horatio. 

Hor. -I ſaw him once, he was a goodly king. 

Ham. He was a-man, take him for all in all. 


T'ſhal! not look upon his like again. 


Hor. My lord, I think I ſaw him yeſternight. 

Ham. Saw | who? 

Hor. My lord; the king your father. 

Ham. The king my father 

Hor. Seaſon your admiration for a while 
With an attent ear; till I may deliver, 
Upon the witneſs of theſe gentlemen, 
This marvel to you. 

Ham. For heaven's love, let me hear. 

Hor. Two nights together had theſe gentlemen, 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch, 
In the dead waſte and middle of the night, 
Been thus encounter'd. A figure like your father, 
Arm'd at all points; exactly cap a pe, 
Appears before them, and, with ſolemn march, 
Goes ſlow and.ſtately by them: thrice he walk'd 
By their oppreſt and 2 ey es, 
2 


- 
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Within his truncheon's length; whilſt they diſtill'd 
Almoſt to jelly with the act of fear, | 
Stand dumb and ſpeak not to him. This to me 

In dreadful ſecrecy impart they did; we. 

And I with them, the third night, kept the watch : 
Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time, 

Form of the thing, each word made true and good, 
The apparition comes : I knew your father ; 4 N 


Theſe hands are not more like. 
Ham. But where was this? | A: 
Mar. My lord, upon the platform where we watch'd. 
Hlam. Did you not ſpeak to it? 
Her. My lord, I did; | 

Bur anſwer made it none: yet once methought, 

It lifted up its head, and did addreſs 

itſelf to motion, like as it would ſpeak-: 

But even then, the morning cock crew loud ; 

And at the ſqund it ſhrunk in haſte away, 

And vaniſh'd from our fight. | 
Fam. Tis very ſtrange. by . 
Hor. As I do live, my honour'd. lord, tis true; 

And we did think it writ down in our duty, 

To let you know of it. 
Ham. Indeed, indeed, firs, but this troubles me. 

Hold you the watch to-night ? 
All. We do, my lord. 
Ham. Arm'd, ſay you? 
All. Arm'd my lord. 
Ham. From top to tog? *- 
All. My lord, from head to foot. 
Ham. Ihen ſaw you not his face? 
Hor. O, yes, my lord! he wore his beaver up. 
Ham. What, look'd he frowningly ? 
Hor. A countenance more. 

In ſorrow than in anger. 
Ham. Pale, or red ? 
Hor. Nay, very pale. 
Ham. And fix'd his eyes upon you? 
Har. Moſt conſtantly. 
Ham. | would I had been there. 


* 


* 
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- Hoy. It would have much amaz'd you. 
Ham. Very like, 
Very like: Stay'd it long? 
Hor. While one with moderate haſte 
Might tell a hundred. 9 
Both. Longer, longer. 
Hor. Not when I ſaw it. 
Ham. His bea-d was grizzl'd ? no? 
Hor It was, as I have ſeen it in his life, 
A {able ſilver'd. 
Ham. | will watch to-night; 
Perchance, 'twill walk again. 
Hor. I warrant, it will. , 
Ham. If it aſſume my noble father's perſon: 
Il ſpeak to it, though hell itſelf ſhould gape, 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 
If you have hitherto conceal'd this ſight, 
Let it be tenable in your filence ſtill ; 
And whatſoever elſe ſhall hap to-night, 
. Give it an underſtanding, but no tongue; 
IWill requite your loves: So, fare you well; 
Upon the platform, twixt eleven and twelve, 
I'll viſit you. 
All. Our duty to your honour. 
Ham. Your loves, as mine to you: Farewell. 


[ Exeunts 


My father's ſpirit in arms! all is not well; 

doubt ſome foul play: would, the night were come! 

'Tiltthen fit ſtill, my ſoul. Foul deeds will rife 

(Though all the earth.o'erwhelm them) to men's eyes. 
\ 44:8 SEE [ Exit. 


S.C E N. E. III. 


An Apartment in Polonius* Houſe, 
Enter Laertes, and Ophelia. 


Laer. My neceſſaries are embark'd; farewell: 
And, ſiſter, as the winds give benefit, 
And convoy is aſſiſtant, do not ſleep, 7 


— 4x as. 


But let me hear from you: 
Opb. Do you doubt that? 
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Laer. For Hamlet and the trifling of his favour, 
Hold it a faſhion, and atoy in blood ; 
A violet in the youth of primy nature, 
Forward, not permanent, ſweet, not laſting, 
The perfume and ſuppliance of a minute; 
No more, G4 

Oph. No more but ſa? | 

Laer. Think it no more: 
For nature, creſcent, does not grow alous .. . 
In thews, and bulk; but, as this temple waxes, - 
The inward ſervice of the mind and ſoul 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps, he loves you now; 
And now noſoil, nor cautel, doth beſmirch 
The virtue of his will: but, you muſt fear, 
His greatneſs weigh'd, his will is not his owWwn; 
For Fe himſelf is fabjeg to his birth: ” 
He may not, as unvalued perſons do, 
Carve for himſelf ; for on his choice depends 
The ſafety and the health of the whole ſtate ; 
And therefore muſt his choice be circumſcrib'd 
Unto the voice and yielding of that bod yx 
Whereof he is the head: Then if he ſays, he loves you, 
It fits your wiſdom ſo far to believe it, 
As he in his particular act and place we 
May give hisſaying deed ; which is no further, 
Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal. 
Then weigh whatloſs your honour may ſuſtain, 
If with too credentear you liſt his ſongs ; , 
Or loſe your heart; or your chaſte treaſure open - 
To his unmaſter'd importunity. 
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it; my dear ſiſter; 
And keep you. in the rear of your affection, 
Out of the ſhot and danger of deſtre, 
The charieſt maid is prodigal enough, 
If ſhe unmaſk her beauty to the moon: 
Virtue itſelf.ſcapes not calumnious ſtrokes: 
The canker galls the infants of the ſpring, 
Too oft before their buttons be diſclos'd; 
And in the morn and 11quid dew of youth 
Contagious blaſtments are moſt imminent. 
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Be wary then: beſt ſafety lies in fear; 
Youth to itſelf rebels, though none elſe near. 
Opb. I ſhall the effect of this good leſſon keep, 
As watchman to my heart: But good my brother, 
Do not, as ſome ungracious paſtors do, 
Shew me the deep and thorny way to heaven; 
Whilf, like a puft and recklefs libertine, 
Himſelf the primroſe path of dalliance treads 
And recks not his own read. 
Laer. O, fear me not. 
I ſtay too long ;—But here my father comes. 
| a Enter Polonius. 
A double bleſſing is a double grace; 
Occaſion ſmiles upon a ſecond leave. 
Pol. Vet here, Laertes! aboard, aboard, for ſname; 
The wind ſits in the ſnoulder of your ſail, 
And you are ſtaid for: There, - my bleſſings with you; 
 [ Laying his hand on Laertes' head. 
And theſe few precepts in thy memory 
Look thou charafter. Give thy 8 no tongue, 
Nor any unproportion'd thought his act. 
Be thou familiar, but my no means vulgar. 
The friends thou haſt, and their adoption try'd, 
Grapple them to thy ſoul with hoops of ſteel ; 
But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 
Ofeach 250. Nad unfledg*d comrade. Beware 
Of entrance toa quarrel ; but, being in, 
Bear it that the oppoſer may beware of thee. 
Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice: 
Take each man's cenſure, but reſerve thy judgement, 
Coſtly thy habit as thy purſe can buy, 
But not expreſs'd in fancy ; rich, not gaudy : 
For the apparel oft proelaims the man; 
And they in France, of the beſt rank and ſtation, 
Are moſt ſele&, and generous chief in that. 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be: 
For loan oft loſes both itſelf and friend; 
And borrowing dulls the edge of huſbandry 
This above all, To thine ownſelf be true; 
And it muſt follow, as the night the day, 


Thou canſt not then be falſe to any man. 

Farewell ; my bleſſing ſeaſon this in thee! 

Laer. Moſt humbly do I take my leave, my lord. 
Pol. The time invites you; go, your ſervants tend. 
Laer. Farewell, Ophelia; and remember well 

What I have ſaid to you. 8 had 
Oph. Tis in my memory lock' d, 

And you yourſelf ſhall keep the key of it. 

Laer. Farewell. [Exit Laertes. 

Pol. What it't, Ophelia, he hath ſaid to you ? 

pb. So pleaſe you, ſomething touching the lord 
Hamlet. | 1 

Pol. Marry, well bethought: 

*Tis told. me, he hath very oft of late FP 

Given private time to you: and you yourſelf 

Have of your audience been moſt free and bounteous: 

If it be ſo, (as ſo tis put on me, 

And that in way of caution) I muſt tell you, 

You do not underſtand yourſelf ſo clearly, 

As it behoves my daughter, and your honour: 

What is between you? give me up the truth. 

Opb. He hath, my lord, of late made many tenders. 

Of his affection to me. | 
Pol. Affection? puh! you- ſpeak like a green girl, 

Unſifted in ſuch pèrilous circumſtance. 

Do you believe his tenders, as you call them? _ 
Oph. 1 do not know, my lord, what I ſhould think. 
Pol. Marry, I'll teach you: think yourſelf a baby; 

That you have ta'en theſe tenders for true pay, 4 

Which are not ſterling: Tender: yourſelf more dearly ; 
Or (not to crack the wind of the poor phraſe) 2 

Wronging it thus, you'll tender me a fool. 

Opb. My lord, he hath impoxtun'd me with love, 

In honourable faſhion... © 

Pol. Ay, faſhion you may call it; go to, go to. 
Oph. And hath given countenance to his ſpeech, my 
lord, 

With almoft all the holy vows of heaven. 

Pol. Ay, ſpringes to catch woodcocks. I do know, 

When the blood. burns, how prodigal the ſoul 


44 1. 0 HAMLET. 114 


Lends the tongue vows: Theſe blazes, daughter, 
Giving more light than heat, —extin® in both, 
Even in their promiſe, as it is a making,— 

You muſt not take for fire. From this time, 

Be ſomewhat ſcanter of your maiden preſence ; 
Set your entreatments at a higher rate, 

Than a command to parley. For lord Hamlet, 
Believe ſo much in him, That he is young; 

And with a larger tether may he walk, 

Than may be given yon: in few, Ophelia, 

Do not believe his vows: for they are brokers; 
Not of that dye which their inveſtments ſhew, 
But mere implorators of unholy ſuits, 
Breathing like ſanctiſied and pious bonds, 

The better to beguile. This is for all, — 

I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth, 
Have you ſo ſlander any moment's leiſure, 

As to give words or talk with the lord Hamlet, 
Look to't, I charge you; come your ways. 


Oph. I ſhall obey, my lord. [ Exeunt. 
8 GN IV. 
1 he Platform. 


Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus, 


Ham. The air bites ſhrewdly ; it is very cold. 
Hor. It is a nipping and an eager air. 

Ham. What hour now? | 

Hor. I think, it lacks of twelve. 

Mar, No, it is ſtruck, 


Hor. Indeed? I heard it not: it then draws near 


the ſeaſon, 
Wherein the ſpirit held his wont to walk. 
[ Noiſe of mufic within, 
What does this mean, my lord? 
Ham. The king doth wake to-night, and takes Eis 
rouſe, 
Keeps waſſel, and the Waggering up- ſpring ree's; 
And, as he drains his draughts of Rheniſh down, 
The kettle- drums, and trumpet, thus bray ont 
The triumph of his pledge. 
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Hor. Is it a cuſtom ? 

Ham. Ay, marry 1s't: 
But to my mind, - though I am native here, 
And to the manner born,—it is a cuſtom 
More honour'd in the breach, than the obſervance. 
This heavy-headed revel, eaſt and weſt, 
Makes us traduc'd, and tax'd of other nations ; 
They clepe us, drunkards, and with ſwiniſh phraſe 
Soil our addition: and indeed, it takes 
From our atchievements, though perform'd at height, 
The pith and marrow of our attribute. 
So, oft it chances in particular men, 
That for ſome vicious mole of nature in them, 
As, in their birth, (wherein they are not guilty, 
Since nature cannot chuſe his origin) | 
By the o'er-growth of ſome complexion, | 
Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reaſon ; 
Or by ſome habit, that too much o'er-leavens 
The form of plauſive manners ;—that theſe men; 
Carrying, I ay, the ſtamp of one defect; 
Being nature's livery, or fortune's ſtar.— 
Their virtues elſe (be they as pure as grace, 
As infinite as man may undergo) 
Shall in the general cenſure 4. corruption 
From that particular fault: The dram of baſe 
Doth all the noble ſubſtance of worth out, 
To his own ſcandal. 

Enter Ghoft . « 

Hor Look, my lord, it comes ! 

Ham. Angels and miniſters of grace defend us 
Be thou a ſpirit of health, or goblin damn'd, 
Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blaſts from hell, 
Be thy intents wicked, or charitable, . 
Thou com'R in ſuch a queſtionable ſhape, 
That 1 will ſpeak to thee ; P11 call thee, Hamlet, 
King, father, royal Dane : O, anſwer me! 
Let me not burſt in ignorance ! but tell, 
Way thy canonized — hearſed in death, 
Have burſt their cearments ? why the ſepulchre, 
Wherein we ſaw thee quietly in-urn'd, 
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Hath op'd his-ponderous and marble jaws, 

To caſt thee up again? What may this mean, — 
That thou, dead corſe, again, in complete ſteel, 
Reviſit'ſt thus the glimpfes of the moon, 
Making night hideous; and we fools of nature 

So horridly toſhake our diſpoſition, 


With thoughts beyond the reaches of our ſouls ? 


Say, what is this? wherefore? what ſhould we do? 


Her. It beckons you to go away with it. 


As if it ſome impartment did deſire 


LY 


To you alone. | 
Mar. Look, with what courteous action 

It waves you to a more removed ground : 

But do not go with it. 22 
Hor. No, by no means. | | 
Ham. It will not ſpeak ; chen I will follow it. 
Hor. Do not, my lord. r 
Ham. Why what ſhould be the fear? 

I do not (et my life at a pin's fee; 

And for my ſoul, what can it do to that, 

Being a thing immortal aFitſelf ? 

.It waves,me forth again —1˙¹ follow it. | * 
Hor. What, if it tempt you toward the flood, my 

lord! | 


Or to the dreadful ſummit of the cliff, 


That beetles o' er his baſe into the ſea ? 
And there aſſume ſome other horrible form, 
Which might deprive your e of reaſon, 
And draw you into madneſs? think of it: 
(The very place puts toys of deſperation, 
Without more motive, into every brain, 
That looks ſo many fathoms to the ſea, 
And hears it roar beneath,) 
Ham, It waves me ſtill—— 
Go on, I'll follow thee. 
Mar. You {hall not go, my lord. 
Ham. Hold off your hands. 
Hor. Be rul'd, you ſhall not go. | 
Ham. My fate cries out, 
And makes each petty artery in this body 30 
Vol. VIII. L 
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As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve." _ © 
Still am I call'd—unhand me, gentlemenj—— 
g — 8 5 Breakin from them, 

By heaven, I'll make a ghoſt of him that lets me: 

1 ſay, away :—Go on, — I'll follow the. 
Hor. He waxes deſperate with imagination. | 

Mar. Let's follow; *tis not fit thus to obey him. 
Hor. Have after ;—To what iſſue will this come? 
Mar, Something is rotten in the tate of Denmark. 
Hor. Heaven will direct it. 


Mar. Nay, let's follow him. [ Exeunt, 
8C o., 
A more remote Part of the Platform. 
} Re-enter Ghoſt, and Hamlet, 


Ham, Whither wilt thou lead me? ſpeak, I'll go 
no further. | 

'Ghoft. Mark me. 

Ham, I will. = 

Ghoſt. My hour is almoſt come, 
When I to ſulphurous and tormenting flames 
Muſt render up myſelf, | | 

Ham. Alas, poor ghoſt! 

Ghoſt. Pity me not, but lend thy ſerious hearing 
To what I ſhall unfold. 

Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear. 

Ghoft. So art thou to revenge, when thou ſhalt hear, 

Ham. What; 

Ghoſt. I am thy father's ſpirit ; 
Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night; 
And, for the day confin'd to faft in fires, 
Till the foul crimes, done in my days of nature, 
Are burnt and purg'd away. But that I am forbid 
To tell the ſecrets of my priſon-houſe, © 
I could a tale unfold, whoſe lighteſt word | 
Would harrow up thy ſoul ; freeze thy young blood; 
Make thy two eyes, like ſtars, ſtart from their ſpheres ; 
Thy Knotty and combined locks to part? 
And each particular hair to ſtand on end 
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Like quills upon the fretful porcupine : 

But his eternal blazon muſt 2 be 

To ears of fleſh and blood :S— Liſt, lift, O liſt 
If thou didſt ever thy dear father love, 

Ham, O heaven! X 
Ghoſt. Revenge his foul. and moſt unnatural murder. 
Ham. Murder? 

Gheft, Murder moſt foul, as in the beſt it is; 
But this moſt foul, ſtrange; and unnatural. 
Ham, Haſte me to know it; that I, with wings as 


ſwift | 
As meditation, or the thoughts of love, 
May _— my revenge. 0 
GH. 1 find thee apt; | 


And duller ſhould'ſt thou be than the fat weed 
That rots itſelf in eaſe on Lethe's wharf, 
Wouldft thou not ſtir in- this. Now, Hamlet, hear: 
'Tis given out, that, fleeping in my orchard, 
A ſerpent ſtung me ; ſo the-whole ear of Denmark 
Is by a forged proceſs of my death 
Rankly abus'd:: but know, thou noble youth, 
The ſerpent that did ſting thy father's life, 
Now wears his crown. 

Ham. O, my prophetic ſoul! my uncle? 

Gt. Ay, that inceſtuous, that adulterate beaſt, 
With witchcraft of his wit, with traiterous gifts, 
O wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power 

o to ſeduce!) won to his ſhamefal luſt 

The will of my moſt ſeeming-virtuous queen: 
O, Hamlet, what a falling-off was there ! 
From me, whoſe love was of that dignity, 
That it went hand and hand even wich the vow 
I made to her in marriage; and to decline 
Upon a wretch, whoſe natural gifts were poor 
To thoſe of mine! 
Bat virtue, as it never will be moy'd, 
Though lewdnefs court it in a ſhape of heaven; 
So, luſt, though to a radiant angel link'd, 
Will fate itſelf in a celeſtial bed, 
And prey on garbage. 
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But ſoft ! methinks, I ſcent the morning air— | 

Brief let me be:—Sleeping within mine orchard, 

My cuſtom always in the afternoon, © , {3 ON 

Upon my ſecure hour thy uncle ſtole, _ 

With juice of curſed hebenon in a vial, . 

And in the porches of mine ears did pour 

The leperous diſtilment ; whalhefec 

Holds ſuch an enmity with blood of man, 

That, ſwift as quick-ſilyer, it courſes through 

The natural gates and alleys of the body; 

And, with a ſudden vigour, it doth poſſet 

And curd, like eager droppings into milk, 

The thin and om blood: ſo did it mine; 

And a moſt inſtant tetter bark'd about, | 

Moſt lazar-hke, with vile and loathſome cruſt, 

All my ſmooth body. Sh 

Thus was I, ſleeping, by a brother's hand, | 

Of life, of crown, of queen, at once diſpatch'd: 

Cut off even in the bloſſoms of my fin, 

Unhouſell'd, diſappointed, unaneal'd; 

No reckoning made, but ſent to my account 

With all my imperfections on my head: 

O horrible! O horrible! moſt horrible! 

If thou haſt nature in thee, bear it not; 

Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 

A couch for luxury and damned inceſt. 

But, howſoever thou purſu'ſt this act, 

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy ſoul contrive 

Againſt thy mother aught ; leave her to heaven, 

And to thoſe thorns that in her boſom lodge, 

To prick and ſting her. Fare thee well at once 

The glow worm ſhows the matin to be near, 

And 'gins to pale his uneffectual fire: | 

Adieu, adieu, adieu! remember me. [ Exit. 
Ham. O, all you hoſt of heaven! Oearth! Whatelle ? 

And ſhall I couple hell? O fie Hold, hold, my heart: 

And you, my, finews, grow not inſtant old, 

But bear me ſtifly up !—Remember thee ? 

Ay, thou poor ghoſt, while memory holds a ſeat 
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In this diſtracted globe. Remember thee ? 

Vea, from the able of my memory 
I'll wipe away all trivial fond records, 

All ſaws of books, all forms, all preſſures paſt, - 

That youth and obſervation * there; 

And thy commandment all alone ſhall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 
Unmix'd with baſer matter; yes, by heaven. 

O moſt pernicrous woman! 
O villain, villain, ſmiling, damned villain ! 
My tables,—meet it is, I ſet it down, 
That one may ſmile, and ſmile, and be a villain : 
At leaft, 1 am ſure, it may be ſo in Denmark : 
proce 

So, wa, there you are. Now to my wo 
It is, Adieu,  adieu ! remember me. 
I have ſworn it. oy 

Hor. My lord, my lord. [ Within, 


- Mar. Lord Hamlet, 1 Within. 

. Her. Heaven ſecure him 1 2 Within. 
Ham. So be it! 

Mar, Hillo, ho, ho, my lord ! [ Fithin, 


Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy! come, bird, come. 
R Enter Horatio, and Marcellus. | 
"mh How is't, my noble lord? 
What news, my lord? 
Ham. O, wonderful! 
Hor. Good my lord, tell it. 
Ham. No; you will reveal it. 
Her. Not I, my lord, by heaven. 
Mar. Nor I, my lord. 
Ham. How ſay you then; would heart of man once 
think it 
But you'll be fecret, — 
Both. Ay, by heaven, my lord? | 
Ham. There's ne'er a villain, dwelling in all Den- 
mark, 
- But he's an arrant knave. 
Hur. There needs no ghoſt, my ode” come from the 
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To tell us this. 

Ham. Why right; you are in [the right; ; 
And ſo, without more circumſtance at all, 
I hold it fit, that we ſhake hands, and part: if 
You, as your buſineſs and defire ſhall point you 
3 or every man r and defire, 

uch as it i1s,—a or my Own t, 
1 Look you, I will go rg | TT = 
Hor. Rees are but wild and whirling words, my 
1 - 
US Ham. I am ſorry the offend ou, heartil ; 
Ves, faith, heartily. , 4 E 

Hor. There's no offence my lord. - 

Ham. Yes, by Saint Patrick, but there is, Horatio, 
And much-offence too. "Touching this viſion here,. 
It is an honeſt ghoſt, that let me tell you; 

For you deſire to know what is between us, 
O'er-maſter it as you may. And now good friends, 

As you are friends, ſcholars, and ſoldiers, 

Give me one poor requeſt. p 2 

Hor. What is't, my lord ? > we will, 

Ham. ou make known what 1 8 5 om to- 

night. 
Both 'My lord, we will not. 

Ham. Nay, but ſwear it. "0 

Hor. Inf.ith, my lord, not J. 

Mar. Nor I, my lord, in faith. 

Ham. Upon my ſword... 

Mar. We have ſworn, my lord, already. 

Ham. Indeed, upon my ſword, indeed. 

Ghoſt. FER ] Swear. - 

Ham. Ha, lis, boy! ſay'ſt thowſo.? art thou there, 

true- penn ß 7? 
Come on, you hear this fellow in the cellaridge,.— 
Conſent to ſwear. N 

Hor. Propoſe the oath, my lord. | 

Ham. Never to ſpeak of this that you. have ſeen, 

c Swear . my, ſword. 

eneath.”] Swear. 

Bas ** then we'll ſhift our ROE. — 
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Come hither, gentlemen, % 
And lay your hands again upon my ſword, 
Swear by my ſword, | | 
Never to ſpeak of this that you have heard. 
. Ghoſt. — 9 Swear by his ſword. 
Ham. Well ſaid, old mole ! can'ſt work i? the earth 


ſo faſt? 2 25 
A worthy pioneer — Once more remove, good friends, 
Hor. O day and night, but this is wondrous ſtrange! 
Ham. And therefore as a ſtranger give it welcome. 
There are more things in heaven an „Horatio, 
Than art dreamt of in your philoſophy. 
But come: | 


Here, as before, never, ſo help you mercy ! 

How ftrange or odd ſoever I bear myſelf, — 

As I, perchance, hereafter ſhall think meet 

To put an antic diſpoſition on,— — . 

That y ou, at ſuch times ſeeing me, never ſhall, 
With arms encumber'd thus; or this head-ſhake ; 
r by pranouncing of ſome doubtful phraſe, 


As, Well, well, we know ;—or, We could, an if we- 


would or, F welift to ſpeak —or, There be, an if 
they might . as. | 
Of ſuch ambiguous. giving out) denote 
That you know aught of me: This do ye ſwear, 
So grace and merey at your moſt need help you! 
Swear. N De 

Ghoſt. ¶ beneath.) Swear. | | 

Ham. Reſt, reſt, perturbed ſpirit !—So, gentlemen, 
With all wh love I do commend me to you: 
And what ſo poor a man as Hamlet 1s. 
May do, to expreſs his love and friending to you, 


God willing, ſhall got lack. Let us go in together; 


And ſtill your ger: on your lips, I pray. 
The time is out of joint; O curſed ſpight! 
That ever I was born to ſet it right. 


Nay, come, let's go together. [ Excunt,.. 
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ACT IE + $SCEN-E I. 
An Apartment in Polonius' Houſe. * 
Enter Polonius, and Reynaldo, i 


Pol. G E him this money, and theſe notes, 
Reynaldo. - 
Rey. I will, my lord. 3 
Pol. Vou ſhall do marvellous wiſely, good ene 
Before you viſit him, to make 8 
Of his behaviour. | 
| Rey. My lord, I did inreid i it. 
Pol. "ig well ſaid, very well ſaid. Load You,” 


1 
uire 2 ürſt what Danſkers are in Paris; 

= how, and who, what means, and where they keep, 

What company, at what ex un ar, and finding, 

By this encompaſſment, and drift of queſtion, 

That they do know my ſon, come you more nearer ; 

Then your particular demands will touch it: 

Take you, as twere, ſome diſtant knowledge of him; 
As thus, — / know his father, and his friends, 

And, in part, him, Do you marke chis, Reynaldo 2 

Rey. Ay, very well, my lord. 

Pol. And, in part, * + Tool lam may ſay, — not 

well. 

But, if 't be he I mean, be s very wild ; 

Aadicted fo and ſo: and there put to him 

What forgeries you pleaſe ; marry, none ſo rank 

As may dithonour him; take heed of that; 

But, fir, ſuch wanton, wild; and uſual {lips, 

As are companions noted and moſt known 

To youth and liberty. 

, Rey. As gaming, my lord. 

Pol. Ay, or drinking, fencing, ata... 5 oh 

Quarrelling..drabbing: — You may go ſo far. 

Rey. My lord, that would diſhonour him. 

Pol. F aith, no; as you may ſeaſon it in the charge. 
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You muſt not put another ſcandal on him, 5 
That he is open to incontineney , 
That's not my meaning: but breathe his faults ſo quaintly, 
That they may ſeem the taints of liberty; 

The flaſh and out- break of a fiery mind; _ 

A ſavageneſs in unreclaimed blood. 


Of general aſſault. : a 
Rey. But, my-gooſ . 
Pol. Wherefore ſhould you do this? F 


Key. Ay, my lord, 
I would know that. AE 
Pol. Marry, fir. here's my drift ; 
And, I believe, it is a fetch of warrant : 
You laying theſe ſlight ſullies on my ſon, 
As twere a thing a little ſoil'd i' the working, 


Mark you, your party in converſe, him you would 


ſound, - NA | 
Having ever ſeen, in the prenominate crimes, 
The youth, yonhreathe of, guilty, be aſſur'd, 
He cloſes with you in this conſequence ; 
Good fir, or ſo; or friend, or gentleman, — 
According to the phraſe, or the addition, 
Of man, and country. | 
Rey. Very good, my lord, : 
Pol. And then, fir, goes he this, —He does— What 
| was 1 | 3 "Bm | 
About to ſay? I was about to ſay 
Something: Where did I leave: 
Rey. At, cloſes in the conſequence. 
Pol. At, cloſes in the conſequence, — Ar, marry ; 
He cloſes with you thus :— 1 know the gentleman ; 
1 jaw him yeſterday, or t other day, 

r then, or then ; with ſuchs or ſuch and, as you ſay 
There was he gaming ; there o'ertook in his rouſes 
There falling out at tennis : or perchance, 

1 jaw him enter ſuch a houſe of ſale, 
(Videlicet, a brothel) or /o forth.—See you now ; 
Your bait of falſhood takes this carp of truth: 
And thus we do of wiſdom and of reach, 
With wiadlaſſes, and with aſſays of bias, 
* * | 5 
{ 
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By indirections ind directions out; 
So by my former lecture and advice, 
Shall you my ſon: Vou have me, have you not? 
Rey. My lord, I have. ; 
Pol. God be wi you; fare you well. 
Rey. Good my lord— 
Pol. Obſerve his inclination in yourſelf. 
Rey. I ſhall,” my lord. . 
Pal. And let him play his muſic. : 
Rey. Well, my lord. * 
„ Enter Opbelia. 


matter? * | 
Oph. O my lord, my lord, I have been ſo affrighted l 
Pol. With what, in the name of heaven? F 
Oph. My lord, as I was ſewing in my cloſet, 
Lord Hamlet,---with his doublet all unbrac'd ; 
No hat upon his head; his ſtockings foul'd, 
Ungarter' d, and down-gyved to his ancle; | 
Pale as his ſhirt ; his knees knocking Each other; 
And with a look ſo piteous in purport, 
As if he had been looſed out of hell, 
To ſpeak of horrors,---he comes before me. 
Pol. Mad for thy love? 
Oph. My lord, I do not know; 
But, truly, I do fear it. 
Pol. What ſaid he? 2 | 
Oph. He took me by the wriſt and held me hard; 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm ; 
And, with his other hand thus o'er his brow, 
He falls to ſuch peruſal of my face, 
As he would draw it. Long ſtaid he ſo; 
At laſt,---a little ſhaking of mine arm, 
And thrice his head thus waving up and down, 
He rais'd a ſigh ſo piteous and profound, 
As it did ſeem to ſhatter all his bulk, 
| And end his being : That done, he lets me go: 
. And, with his head over his ſhoulder turn'd, 
He ſeem'd to find his way without his eyes; 
For out o doors, he went, without their helps, 
And to the laſt, bended their light on me. 
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Pal. Farewell. How now, Ophelia? what's che 
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Pol. Come, go with me; 1 wiltgo feek the king. 
This is the very ecſtaſy of love; 
Whoſe violent property foredoes itſelf” 
And leads the will to deſperate undertaklags, 
As oft as any p- ſñon under heaven, N 
That does afflict our natures. I am ſorry.— 
What, have you given him any hard words of late ? 


- Oph. No, my good lord; . 
I did repel his aber, and deny * 


His acceſs to me. 

Pol. That hath made him mad. 2 | 
I am ſorry, that With better heed, and judgment. 
T had not quoted him : I fear'd, he did but trifle, N 
And meant to wreck thee; but, 'befhrew my jealouſy 5 
It ſeems, it is as proper to our age 
To caſt beyond ourſelves in our 8 | 
As it is common for the younger 1 
To lack diſcretion. Come, go we 1 the king: ; 
That muſt be known ; which, being kept cloſe, might 

move 

More grief to hide, than hate to utter love. 
Come. Excurt. 


S CC E N E. II. 
| T Palace. 
Enter King, Queen, Roſencrantz, Guildenſtern, and 
Attendants. 
King. Welcome, dear Roſencrantz, and Guilden- 
ſtern ? 
Moreover that we did ok long to ſee you, 
The need, we have to uſe you, did provoke 
Our haſty ſending. Something have you heard 
Of Hamlet's transformation; ſo I call it, 
Since nor the exterior nor the inward man 
Reſembles that it was : What it ſhould be, 
More than his father's death, that thus hath put him 
So much from the underſtanding of himſelf, 
I cannot dream of: I entreat you both, : 
That, — being of ſo young days brough ght.up with him; 
2 wa = a to his youth and humour, 


* 
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That you vouchſa& your reſt here in our court 
Some little time: ſo by your companies 
To draw him on to pleaſures; and to gather, 
So much as Fom occaſion you may glean, 
Whether aught, to us unknown, afflicts him thus, 
That open d, lies within our remedy, : 
ren. Good gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of you; 
And, -ſufe'F am, two men there are not living, 
To whom he more adheres. If it will pleaſe you 
To ſhew us ſo much gentry, and good will, 
J 7 3 your time with us a while, 
; For the ſupply and profit of our hope, 
Your viſitation ſhall receive ſuch thanks 
As fits a king's remembrance. 
Neo Both your majeſtie ; 
Might, by the ſovereign power you have of us, 
Put your dread pleaſure more into command 
Than to entreaty. 
Guil. But we both obey; of 
And here give up ourſelves, in the full bent, 
To lay our ſervices freely at your feet, 
To be commanded. 
King. Thanks, Roſencrantz and gentle Guildenſtern. 
een. Thanks, Guildenſtern, and gentle Roſencrantz: 
And I beſeech you inſtantly rggyifit —_ 
My too — 2 ſon. Vo, ſome of you, 
And bring theſe gentlemen where Hamlet is. 
Guil. Heavens make our preſence, and our practices, 
Pleaſant and helpfol to him } - 
 [Exeunt Reſencrantz and Guildenſtern. 
Queen. Ay, amen? | | 
Enter Polonins. _. . 
Pol. The embaſſadors from Norway, my good lord, 
Are joyfully return'd. | 
King. Thou ſtill haſt been the father of good news. 
Pol. Have I, my lord? Aſſure you, my good liege, 
I hold my cy as f hold my ſoul. 1 
Both to m „and to my gracions king : 
And Ido think (vr elſe this brain of mine. 
Hunts not the trail of policy ſo ſure 


* 
* 


* 
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As it hath us'd to do) that I have found 
The very cauſe of Hamlet's lunacy. - 
King. O, ſpeak of that; that 1 dolong to hear. 
Pol. Give firſt admittance to the ambaſladors ; 
My news ſhall be the fruit to that great feaſt, 
King. Thyſelf do grace to them, and bring them in. 
| . Exit Polonius. 
He tells me, my dear Gertrude, be hath found 
The head and ſource of all your ſon's diftemper, 
Queen. I doubt, it is no other but the main; 
His father's death, and our o er-haſty marriage. 
Re-enter Polonius, with Voltimand, and Cornelius. 
King. Well we ſhall ſift him Welcome, my good 
friends ! — | 
Say Voltimand, what from our brother Norway ? 
Volt. Moſt fair return of greetings, and deſires, 
Upon our firſt, he ſent out to ſuppreſs 
His nephew's levies ; which to him appear d 
To be a preparation gainſt the Polack ; 
But, better look'd into, he truly found 
It was againſt your highneſs : Whereat griev'd,— 
That ſo his ſickneſs, age, and impotence, 
Was ſafely borne in hand, ——ſends out arreſts 
On Fortinbras ; which he, in brief obeys ; 
Receives rebuke from Norway; and, and in fine, 
Makes vow before hi le, never more | 
To give the aſſay of arms againſt your majeſty. 
Whereon, old Norway, overcome with joy, 
Gives him threeſcore thouſand crows in annual fee ; 
And his commiſſion, to employ thoſe ſoldiers, 
So levied as before, againſt the Polack ; 
With an entreaty, herein further ſhewn, 
That itmight pleaſe you to give quiet paſs 
Through your domimons for this enterprize ; ' 
On ſuch regards of fafety, and allowance, 
As therein are ſet down. 20 
King. It likes us ell; F i 
And, at our more confder'd time, we'llread, 
Anſwer, 1 * buſineſs. 
Mean time, we you for your well-tock Labour; 
Vol. VIII. 9 25 | 
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That you vouchſa& your reſt here in our court 
Some little time: ſo by your companies 
To draw him on to pleaſures ; and to gather, 
So much as from occaſion you may glean, 
Whether aught, to us unknown, aflicts him thus, 
That opal, lies within our remedy, * 
geen. Good gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of you; 
And, ſure I am, two men there are not living, 
To whom he more adheres. If it will pleaſe you 
To ſhew us ſo much gentry, and good will, 
As t6 expend your time with us a while, 
'For the Rprir and profit of our hope, 
Your viſitation ſhall receive ſuch thanks 
As fits a king's remembrance. | 
Ro.” Both your majeſties 
| Might, by the ſovereign power you have of us, 
Put your dread pleaſure more into command 
Than to entreaty. 
Guil. But we both obey; 7 
And here give up ourſelves, in the full bent, 
To lay our ſervices freely at your feet, 
To be commanded. 
King. Thanks, Roſencrantz and gentle Guildenſtern. 
veen. Thanks, Guildenſtern, and gentle Roſencrantz: 
And I beſeech you inſtantly ta iſit 
My too much changed ſon.---Go, ſome of you, 
And bring theſe gentlemen where Hamlet is. 
Cuil. Heavens make our preſence, and our practices, 
Pleaſant and helpful to him 5 
[Exeunt Roſencrantz and Guildenſtern. 
Qucen. Ay, amen! r 
Enter Polonius. N 0 
Pol. The embaſſadors from Norway, my good lord, 
Are joyfully return'd. | 
King. Thou ſtill haſt been the father of good news. 
Pol. Have I, my lord? Aſſure you, my good liege, 
I hold my duty, as I hold my ſoul. 
Both to my God, and to my gracions king : 
And I do think (or elſe this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail of policy ſo ſure 
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As it hath us'd to do) that I have found 
The very cauſe of Hamlet's lunacy. 
King. O, ſpeak of that; that I do long to hear. 
Dol. Give firſt admittance to the ambaſſadors; 
My news ſhall be the fruit to that great feaſt. 
King. Thyſelf do grace to them, and bring them in. 
3 Exit Polonius. 
He tells me, my dear Gertrude, he hath found 
The head and ſource of all your ſon's diſtemper. 
Queen. I doubt, it is no other but the main ; 
His father's death, and our o er-haſty marriage. | 
Re-enter Polonius, with Voltimand, and Cornelius, 
King. Well we ſhall ſift him Welcome, my good 
friends ! w 
Say Voltimand, what from our brother Norway ? 
Volt. Moſt fair return of greetings, and deſires, 
Upon our firſt, he ſent out to ſuppreſs 
His nephew's levies ; which to him appear d 
To be a preparation *gainſt the Polack ; 
But, better look'd into, he truly found 
It was againſt your highneſs : Whereat griev'd,— 
That ſo his ſickneſs, age, and impotence, 
Was ſafely borne in hand, ſends out arreſts 
On Fortinbras ; which he, in brief obeys ; 
Receives rebuke from Norway ; and, and in fine, 
Makes vow before his uncle, never more 
To give the aſſay of arms againſt your majeſty, 
Whereon, old Norway, overcome with joy, 
Gives him threeſcore thouſand crows in annual fee ; 
And his commiſſion, to employ thoſe ſoldiers, 
So levied as before, againſt the Polack ; 
With an entreaty, herein further ſhewn, - 
'That it might pleaſe you to give quiet paſs 
Through your dominions for this enterprize ; 
On ſuch regards of fafety, and allowance, 
As therein are ſet down. 
King. It likes us well; 1 
And, at our more conſider'd time, we'll read, 
Anſwer, and think upon this buſineſs. 
Mean time, we thank you for your well-took labour; 
Vol.. VIII. M * 
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Go to your reſt ; at night we'll feaſt together : 
Moſt welcome home I [Exennt Volt. and Cor. 
Pol. This buſineſs is well ended. 
My liege, and madam, to expoſtulate 
What majeſty ſhould be, what duty is, | 
Why day is day, night night, and time is time, 
Were nothing but to waſte night, day, and time. 
Therefore, — ſince brevity is the ſoul of wit, 
And tediouſneſs the limbs and outward flouriſnes,. 
I will be brief: Your noble ſon is mad: | 
Mad call I it ; for, to define true madneſs, 
What 18't, but to be nothing elſe but mad? 
But let that go. 5 
Queen. More matter, with leſs art. 
Pol. Madam, I ſwear, I uſe no art at all. — 
That he is mad, tis true: tis true, tis pity; 
And pity tis, tis, true: a fooliſh figure; 
But farewell it, for I will uſe no art. | 
Mad let us grant him, then: and now remains, 
That we find out the cauſe of this effect; 
Or, rather ſay, the cauſe of this defect; 
For this effect, defective, comes by cauſe: 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus perpend 
J have a daughter ; have, whilſt ſhe is mine; 
Who, in her duty, and obedi , mark, 
Hath given me this: Now gather, and ſurmiſe. 
To the celeflial, and my ſeul's idol, the moſt beautified 
Ophelia N 
That's an ill phraſe, a vile phraſe ; beautif*d 
Is a vile phraſe; but you ſhall hear: | 
Theſe in her excellent white b:ſom, theſe, & ˙.— 
Queen. Came this from Hamlet to her? 
Pol. Good madam, ſtay a while; I will be faith- 
ful. — 


Doubt thou, the ftars are fire; [Reading, 
Doubt, that the ſun doth move 3 | 
Doubt truth to be a liar ; 
Bu never doubt, I love. 


— * . 


3 
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O dear Ophelia, I am ill at theſe numbers ; 1 have 
not art to reckon my groans but that I love thee beſt, 

O moſt beſt, believe it, Adieu. | 

"» . Thine, evermore, moſt dear lady, whilſt 
this machine is to him, Hamlet. 

This in obedience, hath my daughter ſhewn me: 
And, more above, hath his ſolicitings, 
As they fell out by time, by means, and place, 
41 given to mine ear. 

King. But how hath ſhe 
Receiv'd his love? | 

Pol. What do thou think of me? © 

King. As of a man, faithful and honourable. 

Pl. I would fain prove ſo. But what might you 

think, 
When I had ſeen this hot love on the wing, 
_ I perceiv'd it, 1 muſt tell you that, 
efore my daughter told me). what might you; 

Or my dear majeſty your queen here, think, 
It I had play'd the deſk, or table-book ; 
Or given my heart a working, mute and dumb; 
Or Fook'd upon this love with 1dle fight ? 
What might you think? No, I went round to work, 
And my young miſtreſs thus 1 did beſpeak ; 
Lord Hamlet is a prince. -t of thy ſphere ; 
this muſt ngt be: and then I precepts gave her, 
That ſhe ſhhuld lock herſelf from his reſort, 
Admit no meſſengers, receive no tokens 
Which done, ſhe took the fruits of my advice: 
And he, repulſed, (a ſhort tale to make). 
Fell into a ſadneſs; then into a faſt ; 
Thence to a watch; thence into a weakneſs ; 
Thence to a lightneſs; and, by this declenſion, 
Into the madneſs wherein now he raves, 
And all we mourn for, 

King. Do you think, *tis this? 

Queen. It may be, very likely. 

Pol. Hath _ been ſuch a time, (1'd fain know 

that 

That I have poſitively ſaid, *Z7s fo, 


128 HAMLET. * Av TIT. 


When it prov'd otherwilp ? 
King. Not that I know. | 
Pol. Take this from this, if this be otherwiſe: 
[ Pointing to his head and ſhoulders. 

If circumſtances lead me, I will fad | 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the centre. | | 

King. How may we try it further? 

Pol. You know, ſometimes he walks four hours to- 

gether, 2 

Here in the lobby. 

Queen. So he does, indeed. 

Pol. At ſuch a time VII looſe my daughter to him: 
Be you and I behind an arras then: _ 
Mark the encounter: if he love her not, 
And be not from his reaſon fallen thereon, 
Let me be no aſſiſtant for a ſtate, 

But keep a farm, and carters. 
King. We will try it. 
| | Enter Hamlet, reading. 

Queen. But, look, where ſadly the poor wretch comes 

| reading, | 

Pol. Away, I do beſeech you, beth away; 

1'!11 board him preſently :;—O, give me leave 
[ Exeunt King, and Queen: 
How does my good lord Hamlet ? 5 | 

Ham. Well, god-a'-mercy. | 

Pol. Do you know me, my lord? 

Ham. Excellent well; 

You are a fiſnmonger. 

Pol. Not 1, my lord. 

Ham. Then I would you were ſo honeſt a man. 

Pol. Honeſt, my lord ? 

Bam. Ay, ſir; to be honeſt, as this world goes, 
Is to be one man pick'd out of ten thouſand. 

Pol. That's very true, my lord. . 

Ilam. For if the ſun breeds maggots in a dead dog, 
Being a god, kifling carrion, —Have you a daughter? 

Pr. 1 have, my lord. | 
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Ham, Let her not walk i' the ſun: conception is a 
blefling : but not as your daughter may conceive : 
friend, look to't. 

Pol. How ſay you by that? [de.] ſtill harping on 
my daughter :—yet he knew me not at firſt; he ſaid 1 
was a fiſnmonger: He is far gone, far gone; and, 
truly, in my youth I ſuffer'd much extremity for love; 


very near this.— I'll ſpeak to him again.— What do 


you read, my lord? 
Ham. Words, words, words! 
Pol. What is the matter, my lord? 
Ham. Between who? | ' 
Pol. I mean, the matter that you read; my lord. 


Ham. Slanders, fir : for the ſatirical rogue ſays here, 


that old men have grey beards; that their faces are 


wrinkled; their eyes purging thick amber, and plum- 


tree gum ; and that they have a plentiful lack of wit, 
together with moſt weak hams: All which, fir, though 
I moſt powerfully and potently believe, yet I hold it 
not honeſty to have it thus ſet down; for yourſelf, fir, 
ſhall be as,old as I am, if, like a crab, you could go 
backward. " - 


Hol. Though this be madneſs, yet there's method in't. 
' q [ Afede, * 


Will you walk out of the air, my lord? 
Ham. Into my grave? 


Pol. Indeed, that is out of the air. Ho- 2 


ſometimes his replies are ! a happineſs that often mad- 


neſs hits on, which reaſon and ſanity could not fo proſ 


perouſly be deliver'd of, I will leave him, and ſud- 


denly contrive the means of meeting between him and 


my daugiter.—My honourable-lord, I wuFraoſt hum- 
bly take my leave of you. | 

Ham. Youcznnot, fir, take from me any thing that 
I will more willingly part withal; except my life, ex- 
cept my life, except my life. 

Pol. Fare you well, my lord. 

Ham. Theſe tedious old fools ! 

M 2 
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Enter Refencrantz, aud Guildenſtern. 

Pol. Vou go to ſeek lord Hamlet; there he is, 

| 5 [ Exit. 

Ref. God fave you, fir Þ & 

Guil, Mine honour'd lord 5 

Re. My moſt dear lord ! — | 

Ham. My excellent-good friends ! How doſt thou, 
Guildenſtern? Ah, Roſencrantz! Good lads how do 
ye both ? d | | 

Roſ. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Gul, Happy, in that we are nat over-happy; 

On fortune's cap we are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the ſoals of her ſhoe ANT 

%. Neither, my lord. | 

Ham. Then you live about her waift, or.in the mid- 
dle of her favours? Wks” | 

Guil. Faith, her privates we. 

Ham. In the ſecret parts of fortune? O, moſt true; 
ſhe is a ſtrumpet. What news ? 

Ref. None, my lord; but that the world's grown 
honeſt. | | F 

Ham. Then is doom's-day near: But your news is 
not true. Let me queſtion more in particular: What 
have you, my good friends, deſerved at the hands 
of fortune, that the ſends you to priſon hither ? 

Guil, Priſon, my lord! 

Ham. Denmark's a priſon. 

- Ref. Ihen is the world one. 

Ham. A goodly one; in which there are many con- 
fines, wards, and dungeons; Denmark being one of 
the worſt. | 

Ref. Wie think not ſo, my lord. 

Ham. Why, then 'tis none to you; for there is 
nothing either good or bad, but thinking makes it ſo; 
to me it is a priſon. 3 

Re. Why, then your ambition makes it one; tis 
too narro for your mind. 

Ham. O God! I could be bounded in a nut- ſhell, 
and count myſelf a king of an infinite ſpace; were it 
not that 1 have had dreams. 
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Gil. Which dreams, indeed, are ambition: for 
the very ſubſtance of the ambitious is merely the ſha- 


dow of a dream. 
Ham. A dreamy itſelf is but a mug 


Rof. Truly, and 1 hold ambition d airy and light. 


a quality, that it is but a ſhadow's ſhadow. 


Ham. Then are our beggars, bodies; and our mo- 


narchs, and out-ſtretch'd heroes, the beggars ſhad: 


dows: Shall we to the court? for, by my ſay, I cannot. 


reaſon. _ 
' Both. We'll wait upon you. 

Ham. No ſuch matter: I will not ſort you with the 
reſt of my ſervants ; for, to ſpeak to you like an honeſt 
man. I am moſt dreadfully attended. But, in the 
| beaten way of triendſhip, what make you at Elfinour ? 

Ref. To viſit you, my lord, no other occaſion. 

Ham. Beggar that I am; I am even poor in thanks; 
but I thank you : and ſure, dear friends, my thanks 
are too dear at a half-penny. Were you not ſent for? 
Is it your own inclining ? Is it a free viſitation ? 
Come, come; deal juſtly with me: come; ſpeak. 

Guil. What ſhould we ſay, my lord? 


Ham. Any thing—but to the purpoſe, You were 


ſent for; and there is a kind of confeſſion in your looks, 


which your modeſties have not craft enough to colour: 


I know the good king and queen have ſent for you. 

Ko. To what end, my lord? 

Ham. That you muſt teach me. But let me conjure 
you, by the rights ofour fellowſhip, by the conſonancy 
of our youth, by the obligation of cur ever preſerv'd 
love, and by what more dear a better propoter could 
charge you withal, be even and direct with me, whether 
yon were ſent for, or no? 

Roſa; What ſay you? [To Guilden, 

Ham. Nay; then 1 have an eye of you; — if you love 
me, hold not On, 

Guil, My lord, we were ſent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why; ſo ſhall my anticipation 
prevent your diſcovery, and your ſecrecy to the king 
and queen, moult no feather. I have of late (but, 


— 
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wherefore; I know not) loſt all my mirth, foregone 


all cuſtom of exerciſes ; and, indeed, it goes ſo heavi- 


ly with my diſpoſition, that this goodly frame, the 
earth, ſeems tame a ſteril promontory ; this moſt ex- 
cellent canopy #he air, look you, this brave o'er- 
hanging firmament,this majeſtical roof, fretted withgold- 
en fire, why, it Appears no other thing to me, than a foul 
peſtilent congregation of vapours. Wit a piece of 
work is a man! How noble in reaſon! how infinite 
in faculties ! in form, and moving, how expreſs and 
admirable! in action, how like an, angel! in appre- 
henſion, how like a god! the beauty of the world, 
the paragon of animals ! And yet to me, What is this 
quinteſſence of duſt? man delights not me, nor wo- 
man neither; though, by your ſmiling, you ſeem to 
ſay ſo. | 

Ro/. My lord, there was no ſuch ſtuff in my thoughts. 

Ham. Why did you laugh then, when I ſaid, 

Man delights not me! 

Rof. Lo think. my lord, if you delight not in man, 
what lenten entertainment the players ſhall receive 
from you: we coned them onthe way; and hither are. 
they coming to offer you ſervice, 

Ham. He that plays the king, ſhall be welcome; 
Iris majeſty ſhall have tribute of me: the adventurous 
knight ſhall uſe his foil, and target; the lover ſhall- 
not ſigh gratis; the humorous man ſhall end his part 
in peace: the clown ſhall make thoſe laugh, whoſe. 
lungs are tickled o' the ſere; and the lady ſhall ſay 
her mind freely, or. the blank verſe ſhall halt for't.— 
What players are they.? 

Ro/. Even thoſe you were wont to take ſuch delight 


in, the tragedians of the city. , 


Ham. How chances it, they travel? their ggſidence, 
both in reputation and profit, was better both ways. 

Rof. I think, their inhibition comes by the means 
of their late innovation. * hd 

ham. Do. they hold the. ſame” eſtimation they did 
when I was in the city? Are they fo follow'd ? 


„ 


R.. No, indeed they are not. 1 


— 
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Ham. How comes it? Do they grow ruſty ? 

R/. Nay, their endeavour keeps in the wonted 
pace: But there is, an aiery of children, little eyaſes, 
that cry out on the top of queſtion, andiare moſt ty ran- 
nically clapp'd for't: theſe are now theaxfaſhion ; and 
ſo berattle the common ſtages, (ſo they Fall them) that 
many, wearing rapiers, are afraid of gooſe quills, 
and dare ſcaree come thither. | 

Ham. What, are they children? Who maintains 

'em? how are they eſcorted? Will they purſue the 
guy no longer than they can ſing? will they not 
ay atterwards, if they ſhould grow themſelves to 
common players, (as it 1s moſt like, if their means 
are no better) their writers do them wrong, to make 
them exclaim againſt their own ſucceſſion? 

Rof. Faith, there has been much to do on both ſides; 
and the nation holds it no fin, to tarre them on to con- 
troverſy : There was, for a while, no money bid for 
argument, unleſs the poet and the player went to cuffs 
in the queſtion. 

Ham, Is it poſſible? 

Guil, O, there has been much throwing about of 
brains. i 

Ham. Do the boys carry it away ? 

Rof. Ay, that they do, my lord; Hercules and his 
load too. 

Ham. It is not very ſtrange: for my uncle is king 
of Denmark ; and thoſe, that would make mouths at 
ray fab my father liv'd, give twenty, forty, fifty, 
an hundred ducats a-piece, for his picture in little. 
There is ſomething in this more than natural, if phi- 
loſophy could find it out, | 
1 [ Flouriſh of trumpets. 

Cuil. Ther are the players. 

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elfineur, 
Your hands. Comes then: the appurtenance of wel- 
come is faſhion A geremony: let me comply with 
you in this garb; leſt my extent to the players, 
which, I tell you, muſt ſhew fairly outward, ſhould 


— + — —— 
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more appear like entertainment than yours. You 
are welcome: but my uacle-father, and aunt-mother, 
are deceiv'd. 

Guil. In my dear lordꝰ | 

Ham. IA it mad north-north-weſt: when the 

wind is ſoutherly, I know a hawk from a hand-ſaw. 
Enter Polonius. 

Pol. Well be with you, gentlemen! 

Ham. Hark you, Guildenſtern ;—and you too ;— 
at each ear a hearer : That great baby, you ſee there, 
is not yet out of his ſwadling-clouts. 

Re. Haply, he's the ſecond time come to them ; 
for, they by, an old man is twice a child. 

Ham. | will propheſy, he comes to tell me of the 
players ; ; mark it.— Vou ſay light, fir: on Monday 
morning ; *twas then, indeed. "LM 

Pol. My lord, Thave news to tell you, © © 

Ham. My lord, I have news to tell you.—When 
Roſcius was an actor in Rome, 

Pol. The actors are come . my lord. , 

Ham. Buz, buz! 

Pol. Upon mine honour, 

Ham. then came each actor en his gi. 

Pol. The beſt actors in the world, either for tra- 
gedy, comedy, hiſtory, pa aſtoral, paſtoral-comical, hiſ- 
torical-paſtoral, tragical iſtorical, {cragical-comical— 
hiſtorical-paſtoral,) ſcene undividable, or poem unli- 
mited: Seneca cannot be too heavy, nor Plautus too 
light: For the law of writ, and the liberty, theſe 
are the only wen. 

Ham. O Jepbiba, judge of If Fact, what a treaſure 
hadft thou! | 

Pol. What treaſure had he, my lord? 

Ham.” Why. — One fair daughter, and e of 

| T he which he loved paſſing allele © 

Fol. Still on my daughter. | E $ [At. 

Ham. Am 1 not i' the right, old Jer htha? 

Pol. If you call me Jephtha 1 lord, I have a 
daughter, that I love paſſing well, | 

Ham, Nay, that follows not. * 
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Pol. What follows then, my lord ? | 

Ham. Why, as By letz God wor, — and then, you 
know, It came do pajs, 'Asmoſt like it uae, — The firlt 
row of the pioas ghanion Will ew 50u mare; tor look, 
where my abridgment comes. 4 

Enter four ar five Player 2 

Vou are welcome, maſters ; welcome, all ;—1 am glad 
to ſee thee well: elcome, good friends.-O, old 
friend! Why, thy face is valanc'd ſince I faw thee laſt ; 
Com'ſt thou to beard me in Denmark? — What ! my 
young lady and miſtreſs! By-r-lady,, your ladyihip is 
nearer to heaven, than When aw laſt, by the altitude 
of a chioppine, Pray God, your voite, like a piece of 
uncurrent gold, be” not crack'd within the ring.— 
Maſters, you are all welcome. We'll e'en to 't like 
French falconers, fly at any thing we ſee : We'll have 
a ſpeech ſtraight : Come, give us a taſte of your qua- 
lity ; come, a paſſionate ſpeech. 

1 Play. What ipcech, my good lord? 

Ham. | heard thee ſpeak me a ſpeech once, — but it 
was never acted; or, if it was, not above once: for 
the play, I remember, pleas'd not the million: twas 
caviare to the general: but it was (as I receiv'd it, 
and others, whaſe judgments, in ſuch matters, cried 
in the top of mine) an excellent play ; well digeſted 
in the ſcenes, ſet down with as much modeſty as cun- 
ing. remember, one ſaid, there were no ſallets in 
the lines, to make the matter ſavoury; nor no matter 
in the phraſe that might indite the author of affection: 
but call'd it, an honeſt method; as wholeſome as ſweet, 
and by very much more handſome than fine. One 
ſpeech in it | chiefly lov'd :*twas Eneas' tale to Dido; 


and there ghout gf it eſpecially, where he ſpeaks of 


Priam's faghteß If it live in your memory, begin 
at this line ; let me lee, let me fee ;— 

The ragged Pyrrbi lite the Hyrcanian beaſt, —'tis 
not ſo; it begins wick Pyrrhus. 

The rugged Pyrrhus,—he, whoſe ſable arms, 

Black as his purpoſe, did the night reſemble 
' When he lay couched in the ominous horſe. 

Ilath naw this dread and black complexion ſmear'd 


+ 
fk 
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With heraldry more diſnal: head to ft 
Now is he total gules z hor#idly trick'd 
With blood g fatbers, | mathers, daughters, fons ; 
Bak'd an dated with the parching ſtreets, 
That lend i tytrannous and a damned light 
To their lords murder: Roaſted in wrath and fire, 
And thus oer-fized with coagulate gore, 
With eyes like carbuncles, the helliſb Pyrrhus 
| Old grandfire Priam feels: 80, proceed you, 
N Pol. Fore God, my lord, well ſpoken ; with 
| good accent, and good diſcretion. 
j 1 Play. Anon he finds him, 2 
Striking too ſhort at Greeks ; his antique Fword, 
Rebellioug to his arm, lies where it falls, 
Repugnant to command: Unequal match'd, 
Pyrrhus at Priam drives in rage, ftrikes wide 3 
But with the whiff and wind of his fell ſword 
The unnerved father falls. Then ſenſeleſs Ilium, 
Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming tap 
Storps to his baſe ; and with a hideous craſh 
Takes priſoner Pyrrhus* ear 5 for, lo! his ſword, 
IWhich was declining on the milky head 
Of reverend Pram, ſeem' d i the air to flick; 
So, as a painted tytant, Pyrrhus ftood ; 
And, like à neutral to Vis will and matter, 
Did nothing. e 
But, as we en ſee, againſt ſome ſtorm, 
A filence in the heavens, the rack ſtand till, 
T he bold winds ſpeechleſs, and the orb below 
As huſh as death anon, the dreadful thunder 
Doth rend the region: So, after Pyrrhus' pauſe, 
A rouſed vengeance ſets him new a-work 5 J 
And never did the Cyclops' hammers fall 
On Mars armour, forg'd for pr } ee 1 
With lefs remorſe than Pyrrhus' glesding ſrvord 
Now falls en Priam. F< 
Out, out, thou ſtrumpet Fortune? All you gods, 
In general Had, tare away her power * 
Break all the ſpokes and fellies from her wheel, 
And bowl tie rouud nave down the hill of heaven, - 
As leau as to the ends / 


* * 
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Fe 


&. 
Poli This is tod lon 


Ham, It ſhall to 5g Et wich your bead b 
Pr ythee, ſay on: He's for a Jig 88». r a tale of 


"Sond or e , on; cometo Hecuba. 


wot TE had > the *mobled 
OS 


e , 


Han. The mobled queen? 


* Pol. That's good; mobled q een i 


1 Play, Rus bare-foot up and _—_ 22 at ning the 


Wie 2 rbeum g a clout upon WM head, 7 * 
te the Hadem nod, and, for a babe, a 
lank all's 'er-teemed 0ins, . 
7 4 792 et, in tb alarm of f fear caught up: 

Who this 7 with tongue in venom ſtecp' d, 
_*Gainft for 2 d treaſon have pronounc'd : 
But if 75 gods t oy did ſet = then, - 
us make malicious | 

In mincing with"his word her'buſband”s limbs ; 

The inſtant burſt of i clamour that ſhe made, | 

{Unleſs things mortal move them not at al{) | 

Would have made milch the » hos. ger of heaven; 

And paſſion in the gods, i 

Pay Look, whe'r he has not turn'd 15 colour, 
Mt — tears in's eyes.—Pr thee, no more. 
well; I'll have thee ſpeak out the reſt 
of A Good my lord, will you ſee the players 
well beſtow'd ? Do you hear, let them be well uſed; 
for they are the abſtract, and brief chronicles of the 
a_ ; After our death, you were better have a bad 
io. than their ill report while you live. 
7 MV lord, I will uſe * ing to their 

deſeg t. M2 + 

Ha Gas bodik man, much better; Uſe 

ery g * Fafter his deſert, and Who ſhall ſcape whip- 
1 Uſe them after your owmhonour and dignity: 

he leſs they deſerye, the more * is in your bounty. 


Take them in- 
"or Come, ſirs. [ Exit Polonias. 
ol. VIII N 


$ 8 Han. Follow Te W. 51 . a : 
morrow.—Doſt thou hear me, ol friend "Can = 
play e a Fa ” 
Y, or 
Han. We'll WAP night 150 4 for 
a need, ſtudy aſpecch of ſome dozen or ſixteen lines, 
which I would fet down, and inſert int. 0 * 
not * * 5 N 
1 Play. Ay, my lor 12 
very well. Follow that lord; Wa l Wok you 
him not. —My ood friends, 47 Roſencrants 
2 Guildenftern.)] I'll» Ne you till * ou are 
welcome to Elſineur. 
. Ryf. Good, my lord. [Exeunt Rof. and Cuil.* 
Ham. Ay, io, God be wi you :—Now I am alone. 
O, what a rogue and peaſant ſlaye am I * 
Is it not monſtrous, that this layer DEP, Eo. 
But in a fiction, in a dream of paſſion; . 
Could force his ſoul ſo to his own conceit, 
That, from her working, all his viſage warm' 
Tears in his eyes, diſträction in's aſpect, 5 
A broken voice, and his Whole function U 
With forms to his concen” And all for. nothig 
For Hecuba! *. 
What's Hecuba to kim, or he to Hecuba, 
That he ſhould weep for her? What wouldgp/db- 
Had he the motive and the cue for paſſion, I 
That I have? He would drown the ſtage with tears, 
And cleave the general ear with horrid ſpeech ; 
Make mad the guilty, and appal the free, 
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Confound the ignorant; and amaze, indeed. 
The very faculty; of eyes and ears. 2 | 
Yet I, «A AY vn” 


A dulland anddf ce raſcal, 7 
Like John-a-dreams, unpregnant of my cauſe, 
And can ſay nothing; no, . not for & Kin 
Upon whoſe property, and moſt deaf h 
A damn'd defeat was made, Am La 3 ? 

Who calls me villain? breaks' my pate acroſs ? * 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face ? 
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ks.me - the noſe ? gives me the lye 1 the throat, | 


"Ag leep as to the lungs? who does me this? . 

Ha! «Why I ſhould take it; for it cannot be, 2 
® But I am pigeon-liver'd and lack gall * 

To mak eſſion bitter; or, ere this, nl 


I ſhould have fatted/all the reg * 1 
With this ſlave's offal: Bloody, villain ! 
N treacherous, lec 5 e villain ! 
hy, whatan aſs am I ! This is moſt brave; MY 
That I the ſon of a dear father murder'd ag 8 


ws Prompted to my revenge by heaven, and 


Muſt, like a whore, unpack my heart with words. 
And fall a curſing, like a very drab, + _. 

A ſcullion ! ED 
Fie upon't ! foh! : * 
About my brains! Hum! I have heard. 1 
That gu uilty creatures, fitting at a play, 

Have by the very cunning of the ene 
Been ſtruck ſo to the-ſoul, that preſently - . 


They have proclaim'd their malefactions: 


F 


For murder, though it have no tongue, will ſpeak _ 
Wich moſt miraculous organ. *Vll have theſe players 


Play ſomething like the murder of my father, 
Before mine uncle: I'll obferve his looks ; 


Tl tent him to the quick; if he do blench, 


I know my courſe. The ſpirit, that I have ſeen, 
May be a Tack il: and the devil hath power 


To afſume a pleffing he yea and _ ps, 
Out of my weakneſs, my eie 

(As he vo tent with ſuch ſpirits 

Abuſes me to damn me: I' have ande 


More relative than this; The play's the thing. 
Wherein u {wn 3 conſcience of the King. 1 


* 2 * 
* 2 4 
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A ** N III. * SCENE 1.” bY 
The” Palit. 4 
W ; Ki . Poleni 9 Roſencrantz, 
King, 4% N Dal ou by no.drift of on 
> Get from him, why he 3 aon; 
With turbulent and dangerous 1 ? 
Re, He does confeſs; he feels himſelf iſrated; 
Guil. Nor do we find him forward to be ſounded ; 
But, with aicraft madneſs, keeps aloof, 
Of his true ſtate. e 
Queen. Did he N you well? ** ** 2 
Sutil. But with much foreing of his d diſpy 
3 Niggard of queſtion; "bur, of our, demands, 
To any paſtime ? 3 « 
Ke. Madam, it ſo fell out, that certain players, 
And there did ſeem in him a kind of joy + 
Io hear of it: y are here about the g | 
This night to play before him. . PS. 
Pol. Tis moſt traggs * 
To hear and ſee the matter. "MK 
King. Withall my heart ; and it doch much content me 
Good gentlemen, give hima lifes edge, 
And drive his E on to theſe delights. 
King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too: 


m7 
and Guild ern. N 
Gratin g ſo harſhly all his days of quiet 
But from what cauſe he will by no means ſpeak. 
When we would bring him on to ſome confe ion 
Roſes Moft like a gentleman: oF 
fition. 
free in his rep! . 
We te Did you ay him . 
We o er- raught on the way : of theſegye told him ; 
And, as I think, they have already order® 
And he beſeech'd me to entreat your majeſtics, 
To beat him ſo inclin'd. 
Rof. We hall, my lord. [unt Roſ. and Guile 
" I , 
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7 „ 
# 
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That h wergiby accidet 
Affront he bo, 


* Her father, and myſelf lawful epi) N n 


Vour lonelineſs. We are oft to 


Will ſo hei tow ourſelves; that, ſeeing, unſeen, 
We may of their encounter frankly judge; 
And gather by him, ashe.is'behagd, 

t be the affliction of love, or no, i | 

hat thus he ſuffegs for, © | 1 8 

ween, I ſhall obey you . 6 
And, for myÞart, Ophelia, I do wiſh, 
That your good beauties be the happy cauſe 
Of Hamlet's wildneſs; ſo ſhall 1 hope, your virtzes 
Will bring him to bis wonted way again, 
To both your honours. © 

Oh. Madam, I wiſh it may. Exit e. 

Pal. Ophelia, walk you bers cacious, io 

pleaſe you, 
We will bellow ourſelves . this book 5 es 
[Zo Ophelia. 
That Aer of duch an exereiſe may colour 
lame in this, — 
'Tis too much prov'd,—that, with devotion's viſage, 
And pious action, we do ſugar o'er 
The devil himſelf. 

King. O, tis too true] how ſmart ws 
A laſh that ſpeech doth give my conſcience! { Aide; 
The harlot's cheek, beauty with plaſt'ring art, 4 
Is not more 8gly to the —_ that helps it, 4 

e 


Than 1s ed to m N Word: 
0 heavy tia 3 "0 


— 


* el. [ hear him coming let's Fin my lord. 


Xeunt King and and | 
2 nter * ; 


| be, mlet. , 
He. To be, or not to be, that is the queſtion:— 
Whether tis nobler in the mind, to ſuffer 
The dr uk and arrows f outrageous fortune; 
Or to take arms againſt a We troubles, 4 
d, by oppoſing end them? To die; to lee 28— 
o more ?——and, "Ni to ſay we end 


1 * 
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he heart-ach, and the t Lufind natural ſhocks x - * 
_ oy 2 * * 


That fleſn is heir toj—Stis a . ee Fs bo 
Devoutly 1 2 d. Tg die; ſleep-; — ws PR 
To ter p e ce, Th 92 8 there” s the WM: 


ru a * 
For in that leep of death what dreams "A... bs 
When we have hy led off his/mor coil, 
Muſt give us pa Tre add, 
That makes en of ſo long lifi uf - ” 
For who would bear the ge of time, 7 
The oppreſſor's wrong, the proud man q; contumely, 
The pangs of deſpis d love, the law's delay, 
The 1nſolence of office,” and the ſpurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes, 
When he himſelf might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin I Who Would fardels bear, 
To groan and ſweat. under a weary life ; 
But that, the dread of ſomething After death, 
The undiſcover'd equntry, from whoſe x 
No traveller returns puzzles the w ill; 
And makes us rather bear that ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of! 
Thus conſcience does make cowards of us all ; 
And thus the native hue of reſolution 5 
Is fickly'd o'er with the pale caſt of thought; 
And enterprizes of great pith and moment, 
With this regard, their currentgturn away, x, 
And loſe the name of action. — Soft you now ! © 


Seeing O . 
The fair Ophelig)-=Nymph, in thy 2 . 
Be all my ſins remember d. 7.4: 

Oph. Good my lord, N 
How does your honour for this many a day ? 
Ham. I humbly thank you; well. 

Oph. My lord, 1 have remembrance of yoath © 
That I have longed long to re, deliver; ; 
I pray you, now receive chem. 

Ham, No, not; 
I never gave you au : | 

Oph, "up 1 lord, y you 3 right well, you 

id; —- 


* 


8 7" 
— 2 4 * 
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7. , 
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And u th hem, words of ſo ſweet breath cam „d 
As e n e rich: their perfume fe, ; 
Take . again; Of to the hoble minds 4 

35550 gifts Wax poor,*when res prove bing.” 


There, myglerd. A 2 i 
+ 4 Ham. are you honeft ? > * ; 2 
O pb. y lord E 5 


lam. * vou ir? e * ag | 
„What means your lordſhip? 7, [1 
„ Ham. That, af you be honeſt, and fair, you mold 
admit no:diſcagtfe to your beauty; 
Oph. Could Beauty, my lord, have better commerce 
than with 75 iyly 2 


Ham. Ay, truly ; for the power of beauty will ſooner | 
transformghoneſty ſom what it is to a bawd, than the 
force of honeſty cam tranſlate beauty into its likeneſs - 
this n paradox, but now che time . . 
it proof, I did lo you once. 


Oph. Indeed, my Lord. Fou made me believe ſo. | 


Ham. You ſhould not have believ'd me: for virtue | 
cannot ſo inoculate our ſock, but we ſhall reliſh | 
of it: I lov'd you not. | 


Oph. I was the more decely'd. * ZI | 
Ilam Get thee to a nunnery; Why would'ſt thou 11 
be a breeder of ſinners? I am myſelf indifferent honeſt ; 
but yet I could accuſe me of ſuch things, that it were 
bettet, My mother had not borne me: I am very proud, 
revengeful, ambitious ; with more offences at my back, 
thangh hav thoughts to put them 1 in, imagination to 1 
ive them ſhape/ or time to act them in: What ſhould 
fellow as I do crawling between earth and hea- | 
en? We are arrant knaves; all; believe none of us: | 
eB thy ways to a nunnery. Where' s your father? 
Opb. At home, my lord. 
Ham? Let the doors be ſhut upon him; that he may 
play the fool no where hut in's on houſe. Farewell, 
Oph, O help him, FoutTtet heavens ! 
Han. If thou e OR give the this pla — 
for thy dowry ; Be thou as chaſte as ice, as pu 
Ki faowg/thou tak uot EIT calumny. Get thee 52 


8 
. .& 
-» 


** . * 
p & i * 


Ld * 4 
* &# * 
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nunnery; aten Or, if tho wilt PE 
marry a-fool ; for wiſe men Ki well enough, 14 
"monſters * ake'of them. I's | very 805 ae 


quickly t arewell. 4 
Op.  HeavenlyÞo owers, bre kim; ! 
Han. I have heard of your paintings too well 
enough, God hath given,you * ** and = wy 
yourſelves another: you Ng. you ambl 
liſp; and nick-name God's creatures, a e 2 
wantonneſs your ignorance: Go to; III no more of't; 
it hath made me mad. I fay, we with have no more 
marriages: thoſe that are married already, all but one 
ſhall live ; the reſt Gil keep as they are. To a nun- 
nery, go. + [| Exit Hamlet. 
Ob. O, w hat a bie mind ig here o emhrown! 
The courtier's, ſoldier' s, ſcholar? geye, tongue, ſword; 
The expectancy and roſe of the f fate, * 
The glaſs of faſhion, and the mo of form,” 
The obſerv'd of all obſervers! quite, quite down! 
And 1, of ladies, moſt dejeg and wretched, 
That ſuck'd the honey of his muſic vows, 
Now ſee that noble and moſt ſovereign reaſon, - 
Like ſweet bells Jangled, out of tune and harſh ; 
That unmatch'd form and feature of blown youth, 
Blaſted with eeſtaſy: O, woe is me! - 
'To have ſeen what I have ſeen, ſee What ig! 
Re-enter King, and Polonius. * 
King. Love! his affections do not that way tend; 
Nor what he ſpake, though it lack'd. ferm, a little, 
Was not like madneſs. There's ſomething in his * 
O'er which his melancholy ſits on brood; 
And, I do doubt, the hatch and the diſcloſe, * # 
Will be ſome danger ; Which, for to 2 
T have, in quick determination, 
Thus ſet it dev n; He ſhall with ſpeed to England, 
For the demand of our neg leg tribute: 
Haply, the ſeas, and * different, 7 
Wich variable objects Mall - x t 
[| | This ſomething Nett K. matter in his heart; t 
Wil Whereon his 3 {til beating, Tan him thus ä t 


88 * 
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3 
„ o my o * C. ” | 
* 1 T. 
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* | 5 by 
From küchen 1 What thin you * 25 6 12 if 
Fol. Tt ſhall at yer do I beligye 
* and his grief 


rung from neglected love. — How now, Opheli | 5 N 
ou * 10 ll us wh: Nord Hamlet ſaid; 1 


We heard it a lord, do as you pleaſe ; f | 
But, 228 r it &, a fteß ch e play, — | 
mother Ip entreat him * [ 


1s 

= grief; let her be round with him; 
120 Pll be p Prey o pleaſe you, in the ear 
Of all their on ence - If ſhe find him not, 
J England ſend him; or confine him, where 

Your wiſdom beſt ſha Fehink. | 

King. It ſhall be ſo; 

Madneſs in Freat ones not unwatch'd go. [Excunt. 


* 85 * EN E II. 
. Hall. ö 


Enter nam) 1 — ph or thre of tbe Plarers. | 
Ham, Speak the ſpeech, Tpray y AI pronounc'd 
it to you, . trippingly on the tongue: but if you mouth 
it, as many of our players do, Thad as lieve the town- 
crier ſpoke my lines. Nor do not ſaw the air too much +l 
with your hand, thus; but uſe Wh for in the | 
very torrent, tempeſt, and (as! . ſay) whirlwind 
of your paſſion, you muſt acquire hd beget a tem- 
perance, that may give it ſmoothneſs, O, it offends 
me to 8 ſoul, to hear a robuſtious perriwig-pated 
fellow tear A paſſion to tatters, to * rags, to ſplit 
the ears of the groundlings; who, * the moſt part, 
are „able of nothing but inexplicable dumb ſhews, 
and noiſe : I would haye ſuch a fellow whipp'd for 
o'er-doing Termagant; it out-herods Herod: Pray 


_ ͤ— —— — — —  — — — — — 


— * 


_ 


you, avoid it. ; . 
1 Play. I warrant your honour. 
11am. Be not too tame r, but let your own 


diſcretion be your tutor; uit the action to the word, 

the word to the action; 3 8 "his ſpecial obſervance, 
that you overſtep not the modeſty of nature: For any 
thing ſo over-done is tom the purpoſe, of playing, 
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nunnery; farewell; Or, if tho wilt meas marry, 
mn fool ; for wiſe men knew wel enough, what 
*monſters * e of them. To nem, 805 id 
quick] arewell,” N 
OD. Heavenly powers, 570 bim! 
Ham. I have heard of your , well 
enough God hath given you onefface, and pow GP 
yourſelves another: you Jig. you ambl 
lifp, and nick- name God's creatures "cn 32 at 
wantonneſs your ignorance: Go to: ron no more of't; ® 
it hath made me mad. I fay, we wih have no more 
marriages: thoſe that are married already, all but one 
ſhall live ; the reſt mall keep as * are. To a nun- 
nery, go. [ Exit Hamlet. 
Oph. O, . bat à 5 ble mind idhere o'enthrown ! 
The courtier' , ſoldier's, ſcholar'seyeztongue, ſword ; 
The expectancy and roſe of the f tate, 
The glaſs of faſhion, and the mold of ſorm, 
The obſerv'd of all obſervers! quite, quite Do 
And 1, of ladies. moſt dejeg and wretched, 
That ſuck'd the honey of his muſic vows, 
Now ſee that noble and moſt ſovereign. reaſon, 
Like ſweet bells Jangled, out of tune and harſh ; 
That unmatch'd form and feature of blown youth, 
Blaſted with ecſtaſy ®O, woe is mel 
'To have ſeen what I Kc ſeen, ſee What J les ! 
Re-enter King, and Polonius. * 


P pe” 0 


,,, , RETOE S7 


King. Love! his affections do not that way tend; 
Nor what he ſpake, though it lack d form a litkle, 
Was not like madneſs. There's ſomething in his oy 
O'er which his melancholy ſits on brood 3 ot 
And, I do doubt, the hatch and the difeloſe, 
Will be ſome danger; Which, for to 1 >: 
L have, in quick determination, 
Thus ſet it dev n; He ſhall with ſpeed to England, 
For the demand of our neglected tribute: 
Haply, the ſeas, and cones different, WE 0 
Wich variable ↄbjectg ball 1 , t 
is — ſettled matter in kis heart; t] 


[ h Whereon his brains ſtill beating, Puts 2 thus 0 t 
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7 . Pos | 
Fran cn il bp of ace think you.on't ? "IP 
at cx do I line „ 
orig ball commenetm his grie 7: 
rung from negletted love, -How-now, Ophel TX oy 
ou * 14 2 us what lord Hamlet ſaid; 7 
2 heard it a lord, do as you pleaſe ; ; 
But, if you Weid it at, a fte che r 
Eee n mother alt alone entreat him # 
grief; let her be round with him; 
Aga Pl ve p Pac, Jo pleaſe you, in the ear 
Of all their Fon ente: If ſhe find him not, 
To England ſend him; or Fe 5 him, where 
Your wiſdom beſt ſha think | 20 qota ky 
King. It ſhall be {o ; , 
Madneſs in Freat one, But! not unwatch'd go. [ Excunt. 
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r * 4 Hal. N 8 
Enter Hamlet, and tauo or ene of the Players. 8 
Ham, Speak the ſpeech, Tpray'y Tout hs! ronounc'd 
it to you, trippingly on the tongue: but if you mouth 
it, as many of our players do, 1 as heve the town- 
crier ſpoke.my lines. Nor do not ſa the air too much 
with your hand, thus; but uſe ently: for in the 
very torrent, tempeſt, and (as y ſay) whirlwind 
of your paſſion, you muſt acquire and beget a tem- 
perance, that may give it ſmoothneſs. O, it offends 
me to the ſoul, to hear a robuſtious perriwig-pated -- 
fellow fear A paſſion to tatters, to very rags, to ſplit 
the ears of the groundlings; who, fi moſt part, 
are (able of nothing but inexplicable dumb ſhe ws, 
and noiſe : I would haye ſuch a fellow whipp'd for 
o'er-doing IT ermagant; it out-herods Herod: Pray 
you, avoi it. 4. F. 
1 Play. I warrant your honour. 
Ham. Be not too tame r, but let your own 
diſcretion be your tutor: action to the word, 
the word to the action: 34 757 a 4 ant obſervance, 
that you overſtep no the modeſty of nature: For any 
thing ſo over-done 1 the "purpoſe, of playing, 
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L whole" end, bo at the fir oo ng, whey and 1s, 
f to hold ag”twere the mir to ature to ſhew | 
ue her own feature ſcorm her own imay 2 and 13 | 
rerß age and body of the time his. "= * preſſure. 
Now*this, over-done, oh come tard y.off, thobgh. i it 1 
make the unſkilful laugh, cannot but 3 the judi- 4 
cious grieve; the e W whith"one, mutt, in 45 
allowance, o'er-weigh hole theatre Fwy 
there be players, tas I have ſeen pla And La 
others praiſe, and that highly engt to ſpeak it pro- | 
if fanely, that, neither having the ac a v 
\ nor the gait of chriſtiln, pagan,” 5 8 man, have ſo 
x ſtrutted, and bellow'd,” that I” have thought ſome of . 
nature's journeymen had made men and not made 
them well, they imitated humafity ſo abominably. 
I Play. I hope, we have reform'd that andiffereatly 


S with us. 
4 form it altogether. Aud let thoſe, that 


Ham. Ont 

| play yo owns, ſpeak no more than is ſet down for 
them: For there be of them, that will themſelves 
laugh, to ſet dn ſome quantity of barren ſpectators to 
laugh too; though, in the mean time, ſome neceſſary 

queſtion of the play be then to be conſidered ;_ that's 

villainous 4 and ſhews a moſt pitifal ambition 'in the 

fool that uſes i it. Ts, make you Is; : | 

* 7 - »[Exeunt Players. 

Enter Poloniue, R e ee, ; and Guil denſtern. 
How 2 wy Ip will the king hear roy piece of 


Pol. And hk t ueen too, and chat pioſenty- 
ep | # Pol 


Ham, Bid the players make oy — L | 

Will you two help to haſten þ W 4 

Both. Ay, my lord. 2 Ref. 2 oe? 

Ham. "What, ho; Horst; +. * ; 
FI Enter Horatio. 


Hor. Here, ſweet lord, at Your ſervice. 

Hem. Horatio, tha Art eas juſt a man 
As e er my converſafion cop\@wathal. 

Hor, O my dear 1570 8 

Ham. hat do not think 1 Ber: 


ll ä For what a = 36 oh from thee, 
6 ; 2 # o 
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, ” That ik 3172 5 t thy good Fr pit Rs 
' * T6. feed} hd =, Why ſhould the poor be 
+, ory, 3 7 


= 


bet the 88 rongue 92 abſurd pomp 18 * 
n 


nant es of the knee, 

n crogk the may eee Doſt thou hear? 
Since 5 my dear ſoul was Ls. e er choige, - 3 
Aru men diſtinguiſh, her election 3 

. Jath ſea ee for herſelf; for thou 1 ; 


* one in ſuffer! all, that ſuffers nothing 
that fortune”s buffets and rewards 

Hat it te en with equal gllanks: and bleſt art thoſe, 
© Whole blood and jadgment are ſo well co-mingled ; , 
That they are nota p 2 fortune's finger © 
To ſound hat ſtop ease; Give me that man 
That is not aſſion 5 fave, and I will wear him 
In my hearts core, ay, in my heart of hearth "7 
As I do thee. nn too much of this "x 
There is a play to-night before the Ring; * 5 
One ſcene of it comes near the circutnſtance, ” _ 
Which L have told thee; of my father's death. 
I pr 'ythee, when thou ſee'ſt that act a-foot, 
Even with the very comment of thy bull! 
Obſerve my uncle : if his occulted . 

Do not itſelf unkennel in one ſpeech, * 
It is a damned ghoſt that have ſeen 17 | 
And my N re as foul + 
As 1 ah s ſtithy : Give him heedful note: 

For I mine eYesWill rivet to his face; 

| An. after We will both our judgements Join 

Ii re of his ſeeming. * 1 
Ha,. Well, my lord? 

If he ſteal aught, the whilſt this play is playiog, 

And capdctediog, I will pay the the 
Ham, They are coming tc the play ; ; I muſt be idle. 


Get Space. 5 i 
* Dani ” » 77 fouriſh. as {| 


Enter King, 28 Pint, Ophelia, e „ 


s > * 
: ” 


 Guildenfterny and others. | | 
King: How faxes nbd couſin Ham nee: | | 
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Ham. Excellent, i“ faith; q the Lasberg diſh: 
* 85 * XS promiſe cent bannt feed on 


r 
I There nothing with this anſwers, Hale? | 


Wm not mine. Ws 8 . 

No, nor. mine 38 lord, * lay'd 
once i l you * 2.4 * » [7s P onus. 
Pol. That I did, my lor was ougged a 
5 

good ator Bn 


* 
* And What did you enaRt ? 
I did enact Julius. Cæſar: 
cp Brutus killd me. 
Ham. It was a bru 
calf there---Be the glayers ready? uw 
.. Rof. Ay, my lord; they ſta upon your patience: 
Auen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, fit by me. 
Hom No, ther, here's metal , Ke. 


= Pol. Oho! do ow mark that 
[4 ing down 2 ; Ophelia 5 feet 


1 Ae i? Nad. 


Han. Fady; hall T lie in your lap? 


4 


27 Oh. No, miy lor rd. 9 
. Ham, 1 mean, my head upon, your 157 5 
Op. Ay, my * 
Ham. Do —4 t 5A 1 meant country natters ? 
Ooh. - bars nothing, my 88 * 5 3 
Ham, That's fair thought to lie betweęn maids” legs. 
Opb. Wia is, my! ng 3 i : 
Ham. Nothing. — > Y 
Oph. iS 882 erty, my 144. * 1 PI... 
Ham. * 
e yo 1 10 K. 
« Ham. Ks 2 2 jig- maker. What es 
man do, but be merry: ? for, look you, how, cheerfu uy 


my mother pe, and my father died withingtheſc t 


hours. 
Oph. Nay tis twice haonths, my tor A 
ah P=s let the devil 140 6 black, 


Ham. So long? Nay 
ſables Purer av ens! die tho 


for I'll have a ſuit 
months ago, and not forgotten yet Then there's hope, 


a great man's memory may * his life half a year: 


A. 5 . 
* 1 
* — 


w 


te part of kiln, to kill focapirl "Wu. 


> 
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But, by'r-lady, he muſt build churches then: or elſe 
ſhall he ſuffer not thinking on, with the hobby horſe ; 
Whoſe epitaph is, For, O, for, O, the hobby horſe is 
forgot. | 
Trumpets found, The dumb ſhew follows, + 
Enter a King and Queen, wery lovingly 5 the Queen 
embracing him, and he ber. She kneels, and makes ſeuo 
75 proteftations unto him. He takes her up, and declines 
is head upon her neck : lays him down upon a bank of 
flowers ; ſhe ſeeing him aſleep, leaves him. Anon, comes 
in a fellow, takes off his crown, kiſſes it, and pours 
poiſon in the King's ears, and exit. The Queen returns ; 
finds the King dead, and makes paſſionate action. The | 
priſoner, with ſome two or three mutes, comes in again, 
ſeeming to lament with her. The dead body is carried 
away. The poiſoner woes the Queen with gifts: ſhe | 
ſeems loath and unwilling a while, but, in the end, {| 


accepts his lowe. [Exeunt. | 
Oph. What means this, my lord? I . 
Ham. Marry, this is miching malicho; it means | 
miſchief, | Lt 
ph. Belike, this ſhow imports the argument of the | | 
play : he 


* Enter Prologue. 


Ham, We ſhall know by this fellow: the players } 
cannot keep counſel; they'll tell all. ! 
Oph. Will he tell us what this ſhew meant? | 
Ham, Ay, or any ſhew that you'll ſhew him: [| 
Be not you aſham'd to ſhew, he'll not ſhame to tell | 
you What it means. | 
_ Oph. You are naught, you are naught ; Pll mark | 
the play. | 
Pro.“ For us, and for our tragedy, [ 
«« Here ſtooping to your clemency, | 
We beg your hearing patiently. q 
Ham. Is this a prologue or the poſy of a ring? 4 
Oph. Tis brief, my lord. | 
Ham. As woraan's love. 
Vol. VIII. 
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Enter a King, and Queen. 

P. King. "_ thirty times hath Phœbus' cart =_ 

roun 
Neptune s falt waſh, — Tellus? orbed ground; 
And thirty dozen moons, with b N 
About the world have times twelve thirties been; 
Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands, 
Unite commutual in moſt ſacred bands. 

P. Queen. So many journeys may the ſun and moon 
Makes us again count o'er, ere love bg done 
But, woe is me, you are ſo ſick of late, * 
So far from cheer, and from your former ſtate, 
That I diſtruſt you. Vet, though I diſtruſt, 
Diſcomfort you, my lord, it nothing muſt: 
For women fear too much, even as they love. 
And women's fear and love hold quantity ; 
In neither ought, or in extremity. 
Now, what my love is, proof hath made you know; 
And as my love is ſiz d, my fear is ſo. 
Where love is great, the littleſt doubts are fear; 
Where little fears grow great, great love grows there. 

P. King. Faith, I muſt leave thee, love — 

5055 2 
My operant powers their functions leave to 
And thou ſhalt live in this fair world behind, 
Honour'd, belov'd; and, haply, one as kind 
F 3 huſband ſhalt chou 
P. Queen. O, confound the reſt! — 

Such love muſt needs be treaſon in my breaſt : * 
In ſecond huſband let me be accurſt! 
None wed the ſecond, but who kill'd the firſt. 

Ham. That's wormwood. * 
P. Queen. The inſtances, that ſecond marriage move, 
Are baſe reſpects of thrift, but none of love: 

A ſecond time I kill my huſband dead, 
When ſecond huſband kiſſes me in bed. 

P. King. I do believe, you think, what now you ſpeak: 
But what we do determine, oft we break, 

Purpoſe is but the ſlave to memory; 
Of violent birth, but poor validity! 


3 6 
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Which now, like fruit unripe, ſticks on the tree; 
But fall, unſhaken, when they mellow be. 
Moſt neceſlary tis, that we forget 
To pay ourſelves what to ph >, 146 is debt: 
What to ourſelves in paſſion we propoſe, 

The paſſion ending, doth the purpoſe loſe. 
The violence of either grief or joy, 
Their own enactures with themſelves deſtroy : 
Where joy moſt revels, grief doth moſt lament ; 
Grief joys, joy grieves, on flender accident. 
This world is not for ay; nor *tis not ſtrange, 


That even our loves ſhould with our fortunes change; 


For 'tis a queſtion left us yet to prove, 
Whether love lead fortune, or elſe fortune love. 


The great man down, you mark, his favouritę flies; 


The poor advanc'd makes friends of enemies. 
And hitherto doth love on fortune tend ; 

For who not needs, ſhall never lack a friend; 
And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 
Directly ſeaſons him his enemy. W. 
But, orderly to end where I begun, — 

Our wills, and fates, do ſo contrary run, 

That our devices ſtill are overthrown ; 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own; 
So think thou wilt no ſecond huſband wed ; 

But die thy thoughts, when thy firſt lord is dead, 


P. Queen. Nor earth to give me food, nor heaven 


light! 

* and repoſe, lock from me, day, and night! 

o deſperation turn my truſt and hope 
An anchor's cheer in priſon be my Rees 
Each oppoſite, that blanks the face of joy, 
Meet what I would have well, and it deftroy ! 
Both here and hence, purſue me laſting ſtrife, 
If, once a widow, ever be wife "PE, > 

Ham. If ſhe ſhould break it now.— [To Oph. 


P. King. Tis deeply ſworn. Sweet, leave me here 


a While; " | 
My ſpirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with fleep. [ Sleeps. 


* 


, 
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P. Queen, Sleep rock thy brain ; | 


And never come miſchance betwixt us twain! [ Exit. 
Ham. Madam, how like you this play ? 
Oueen. The lady doth proteſt too much, methinks. 
Ham, O, but ſhe'll keep her word. 
King. Have you heard the argument? Is there no 
offence in't ? | 1 
Ham. No, no, they do but jeſt, poiſon in jeſt; no 
offence i'“ the world. „ 
Ling. What do you call the play ? | 
Ham. The mouſe-trap. Marry, how? Tropically. 
This play is the image of a murder done in Vienna: 
Gonzago is the duke's name; his wife Baptiſta : you 
ſhall ſee anon; *tis a knaviſh piece of work: But 
what of that? your majeſty, and we that have free 
ſouls, it touches us not: Let the gall'd jade wince, 
our withers are unwrung. — 
2 Enter Luci | 
This is ong Lucianus, nephew to the duke. 
Opb. are as good as a chorus, my lord. 
Ham. I could interpret between you and your love, 
if I could fee the puppets dallying. 5 
Qph. You are keen, my lord, you are keen. 
Ham. It would colt you a groaning to take off my 
edge. D 
993. Still better, and worſe. | 
Ham. So, you miſtake your huſbands, 
Begin, murd2rer. — Leave thy damnable faces, and 
begin, - n 
Come—The croalidg raven doth bellow far revenge. 
Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drags fit, and 
time agreeing; | * 
Confederate ſeaſon, elſe no creature ſeeing; 
Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected, 
With Hecat's ban thrice platted, thrice infected, 
Thy natural magic, and dire property, 
On wholeſome life uſurp immediately. 
Vee. [ours the poiſon into his ears. 
Ham. He poiſons him i“ the garden for his eſtate, 
His name's Gonzago: the ſtory is extant, and written 


* 
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in very choice Italian : You mall. ſee anon, how the 
murderer gets the love of Gonzaggigwite 
Opb. The king riſes. 
Ham. What! frighted with falſe fire 
Queen. How fares my lord = 
Pol. Give o'er the play. 
King. Give me ſome U ht 1 
All. Lights, lights, Hghts! by. 
Excunt all but Hamlet and Horatio. 
Hams. Why, let the ſtrucken deer go weep, 
The hart ungalled play 
For ſome muſt watch, while ſome muſt ſleep; 
Thus runs the world away.— 
Would not this, fir, and a foreſt of feathers, (if the 
reſt of my fortunes turn Turk with me) with two 
Provincial roſes on my rayed ſhoes, get me a fellow- 
ſhip in a cry of players, fir? 
Hor, Half a ſhare, 
Ham. A whole one, I. 
For thou doſt know, O Damon Au, 
This realm diſmantled was 
Of Jove himſelf ; and now reigns here 
A very, very— —_ 
Hor. You might have rhym'd, 
Ham. O, good — I'll take the ghoſt's Word 
for a thouſand pound. Didſt perceive? 
Hor. Very well, my lord. 
Ham. Upon the talk of the poiſoning.— 
Hor. I did very well note him. 
Ham. Ah, ha! Come, ſome muſic; come, the re- 
corders.— 
For if the king like not the comedy, 
Why then, belike, he likes it not, perdy. 
Enter Roſencrantz, and Guildenſtern. 
Come, ſome muſic. 
Guil. Good my lord, vouchſafe me a word with you: 
Ham. Sir, a whole hiſtory. | 
Guil, The king, fir, 
Ham. Ay, fir, what of him? | 
Gail, Is, in his W N Linn | 
2 
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| ; *. 

Ham. With drink, fir ? 

Guil, No, mydrd,; with choler. 44 

Ham. Your idem ſhould ſhew itſelf more richer; 
to ſignify this to the doctor; for me to put him 
to his purgation, would, perhaps, plunge him into 
more choler, _ 

Guil. Good my. lord, put your diſcourſe into ſome 
frame, and ſtart not ſo wildly from my affair. 

Ham. I am tame, fir: pronounce. + 

Guil. The queen, your mother, in moſt great afflic- 
tion of ſpirit, hath ſent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

Guil. Nay, 2 my lord, this courtefy is not of 
the right breed. If it ſhall pleaſe you to make me a 
wholeſome anſwer, I will doyour mother's command- 
ment: if not, our pardon, aud my return, ſhall be the 
end of my buſineſs. » — 

Ham. Sir, I cannot. 

Guil. What, my lord? | | 

Ham. Make you a wholeſome anſwer ; my wit's 
diſeas'd: But, fir, ſuch anſwer as I can make, you 
ſhall command; or, rather, as you ſay, my mother: 
therefore no more, but to the matter : My mother, 

O ſay — 4 
; Roſ. Then thus ſhe ſays: Your behaviour hath ſtruck 
her into amazement and admiration. 

Hau. O wonderful fon, that can ſo aſtoniſh a mother l 
But 1s there no ſequel at the heels of this mother's 
admiration ? impart. * 

Ro/. She deſires to ſpeak with you in her cloſet ere 
you go to bed. x 
Han. We ſhall obey, were ſhe ten times our mo- 

ther. Have you any further trade with us? 

Roß. My lord, you once did love me. | 

Ham. And do ftill, by theſe pickers and ſtealers 

Roß Good lord, what is your cauſe of aiitemper ? 

on do, ſurely, bar the door upon your on liberty, 
if you deny your griefs. to your friend, <« 

Ham. Sir, I lack a&vancement, 


1 
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Ro. How can that be, when you have the voice of 
the king himſelf for your ſueceſſion in Denmark? 

Ham. Ay, fir, but While the graſs grows, —the pro- 
verb is ſomething muſty. © _ ”. ... 

Enter the Players, with Recorders. ___ - 

O, the recorders: let me ſee one, To withdraw 
with you: Why do you go about to recover the wind 
of me, as if you wonld drive me into a toi 

Guil. O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my love 
is too unmannerly. -» * g * 

Ham. I do not well underſtand thats Will you play 
upon this pipe? „„ 

2 My lord, cannot. | 

Ham. I pray you. 3 

Guil, Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham. I do beſeech you. 

Guil, I kw no touch of it, my lord, 

Ham. Tis as eaſy as ly ing: govern theſe ventages 
with your fingers and thumb, give it breath with 

our mouth, and it will diſcourſe moſt eloquent muſic. 

Look you, theſe are the tops. 

Guil. But theſe cannot I &@mmand to any utterance 
of harmony; I have not the ſkill. N 4 

Ham. Why, look you now, how ugworthy a thing 
you make of me! You would play upon me; you 
would ſeem to know my ſtops ; you would pluck out 
the heart of my myſtery ; you would found me from 
my loweſt note to the top of my compaſs: and there 
is much muſic, excellent voice, in this little organ; 
yet cannot you make it ſpeak, Why, do you think, 
that I am eaſier to be play'd on than a pipe; Call me 
what inftrument you will, though you can fret me, 
you cannot play upon me. | Enter Polonius. God 
bleſs you, fir! 


Fel. My lord, the queen would ſpeak with you, and 
preſently. 

Ham. Do you ſee yonder cloud, that's almoſt in. 
ſhape of a camel? 3 

Poel. By the maſs, and 'tis like a camel, indeed. 

Ham. Methinks it is like a weazel. 
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Pol. It is back'd like a weazel. 
Ham. Or, like a whale? 
Pol. Very alike whale. | 
Ham. Then will I come to my mother by and by, — 
They fool me to the top of my bent.—I will come by 
and by. n ä 
Pol. Iwill ſay ſo. | 
Ham, By and by is eaſily ſaid. Leave me, friends. 
. Exeunt Rof. Guil. Hor. &c. 
»Tis now the very witching time of night; 
When church-yagds yawn, and hell itſelf breathes out 
Contagion to this world: Now could I drink hot blood, 
And do ſuch buſineſs as the bitter day 
Would quake to look on. Soft; now to my mother. — 
O, heart, loſe not thy nature ; let notever 
The ſoul of Nero enter-this firm boſom : 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural : * 
I will ſpeak daggers to her, but uſe none; 
My tongue and ſoul in this be hypocrites : 
How in my words ſoevyer ſhe be ſhent, 
To give them ſeals never, my ſoul, conſent ! 


SC BW E III. 
4 A Room in the Palace. 


Enter the King, Roſencrantz, and Guildenſtern. 

King. I like him not; nor ſtands it ſafe with us, 
To let this madneſs range. Therefore prepare you; 
your commiſſion will forthwith difpatch, G 
And he to England ſhall along with you: 
The terms of our eſtate may not endure |, 
Hazard ſo near us, as doth hourly grow. 
Out of his lunes. | 

Guil. We will ourſelves provide: 
Moſt holy and religious fear it is 
To keep thoſe * bodies ſafe, 
That live and feed, upon your majeſty. 

Roj. The ſingle and pecaliar life is bound, 
Wita all the ſtrength and armour of the mind, 
To keep itſelf from noyance; but much more, 
That ſpirit, upon whoſe weal depend and reſt, 


Ks 
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The lives of many. The ceaſe of 
Dies not alone; but, like a gulf, d N. 
What's near it, with i it, It is a maſſy wheel, 
Fix'd on the ſummit of the higheſt mount, 
To whoſe huge 3 tet thouſand leſſer thin 
Are mortis'd and adjoin'd ; which, when it f 
Each ſmall annexment, petty conſequence, 
Attends the boiſterous ruin. Never alone 
Did the king ſigh, but with a general — 
King. Arm you, I pray you, to this ſpeedy voyage; 
For we will fetters put upon this fear, 
Which now goes too free- footed. 
Both. We will haſte us. [Exeunt Ref and Guil. 
Enter Polonins, 
Pel. My lord, he's going to his mother's cloſet; 
Behind the arras I'll convey my (elf, 
'To hear the proceſs ; Pu ks ons ſhe'll tax him home: 
And, as you ſaid, and wiſely was it ſaid, 
Tis meet, that fome mere audience than a mother, 
Since nature makes them partial, ſhould o'er-hear 
'The ſpeech of vantage. Fare You well my liege; 
11 call upon you ere you go to 
And tell you what know. [Extt. 
King. Thanks, dear my lord. 
0 my offence is rank, it ſmells to heaven; ; 
It hath the primal eldeft curſe upon't 
A brother's murder !—Pray can I not, © 
Though inclination be as ſharp as will; 
My ſtronger guilt defeats my ſtrong intent; 
And, like a'man to double bufinefs. bound, 
I ſtand in pauſe where I ſhall firſt begin, 
And both neglect. What if this curied hand 
Were thicker than itſelf with brother's blood? 
Is there not rain enough e ſweet heavens, 
To waſh it white as ſn hereto ſerves mercy, 
But to confront the viſage of offence? 
And what's in prayer, but this two-fold force, — 
To be fore-ſtalied; ere we come to fall, 
Or pardon'd, being down ?. Then I'Il look up; 
My fault 1s paſt, But O, what form of prayer 


us 


- 
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n? Forgive me my foul murder — 


Can ſerve my ty 

That cannot beJ*fince I am ſtill poſſeſs'd 

Of thoſe effects for which I did the murder, 

My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 

May one be pardon'd, and op the offence ? 

In the corrupted currents of this world, 

Offence's gilded hand may ſhove by juſtice; 

And oft 'tis ſeen, the wicked prize itſelf 

Bays out the law: But 'tis-not ſo above: 

There is no ſhuffling, there the action lies 

In his true nature; and we ourſelves compell'd, 

Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults, 

To give in evidence. What then? what reſts ? 

Try what repentance can; What can it not? 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent? 

O wretched ſtate! O boſom, black as death! 

O limed ſoul: that, ſtruggling to be free, 

Art more engag*d! Help, angels, make aſſay ! 

Bow, ſtubborn a and, heart, with ſtrings of ſteel, 

Be ſoft as ſinews of the new-born babe: | 

All may be well! | [The king kneels. 
| Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now might I do it, pat, now he is praying; 
And now I'll do't; — And fo he goes to heaven: 
And ſo am I reveng'd ? That would be ſcann'd: 

A villain kills my father; and, for that, 

I, his ſole ſon, do this ſame villain ſend 

To heaven. N | 

Why, this is hire and ſalary, not revenge. 

He took my father groſſly, full of he. | 
With all his crime#broad-blown; as fluſh as May 
And, how his audit ſtands, who knows, ſave heaven? 
But, in our circumſtance and courſe of thought, 
"Tis heavy with him: And am I then reveng'd, 
To take him in the purging of his ſoul, 
ru he 15 fit and ſeaſon'd for his paſlage ? 

o. 

Up, ſword ; and know thou a more horrid bent: 
When he is drunk, aſleep, or in his rage; 
Or in the inceſtuous pleaſures of his bed; 
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At gaming, ſwearing ; or about ſome act 

That has no reliſh of ſalvation in 't: 

Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven 

And that his ſoul may be as damm'd, and black, 

As hell, whereto it goes. My mother ftays : 

This phyſie-but prolongs thy ſickly days. Exit. 

he king riſes. | | 

King. My words fly up, my thoughts remain below : 

Words, without thoughts, never to heaven go. [ Exit. 


S C EN IV. 
The Queen's Chiſet. 


Enter Queen, and Polonius. 
Pol. He will come ſtraight. Look, you lay home 
to him: 
Tell him, his pranks have been too broad to bear with; 
And that your grace hath ſcreen'd and ſtood between 
Much heat and him. III filence me e'en here. 
Pray you, be round with him. 
Ham. [within]. Mother, mother, mother 
Queen. I'll warrant you; fear me not. 
Withdraw, I hear him coming. [ Polonius hides himſelf. 
Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. Now, mother; what's the matter? 
Queen. Hamlet, thou haſt thy father much offended. 
Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended. 
Queen. Come, come, you anſwer with an idle tongue. 
Ham. Go, go, you queſtion v ith a wicked tongue. 
Queen, Why, how now, Hamlet? 
Ham. What's the matter now? 
Queen. Have you forgot me? 
Ham. No, by the rood, not ſo: , 
You are the queen, your huſband's brother's wife; 
And—'would it were not ſo you are my mother. 
Quien. Nay, then !'ll ſer thoſe to you that can ſpeak. 
Ham. Come, come, and fit you down; you hall 
| not budge; | 
You po not, till 1 ſet you up aglaſs 
Where you may ſee the inmoſt part of you. 
Queen. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murder me! 


Help, help, ho? 
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Pol. [ Bebind.] What, ho [ help! 
Ham. How now ! a rat? 
Dead, for a ducat, dead. 


Hamlet ftri . chro the arras. 
I [ Behind. ] * 
oy O me, wy Cn wm & 


Ham. Nay, I know not: © 
Is it the king? 
Queen. O, what a raſh, and Mood ody deed is this ! 
Ham. A bloody deed; —almoſt as bad, good mother, 
As killa king, and marry with his brother. 
Queen. As kill a king ? 0 
Ham. Ay, lady, 'twas my word — 
Thou wretched, ray intruding fool, farewell ! 
[* Polonius. 
I took ches "WF <a better z take thy fortune : 
Thou find'ſt, to:be buſy, is ſome danger 
Leave wringing of your hands: Peace, ft you down, 
And let me wring your heart; for ſo 1 ſhall, 
If it be made of penetrable tu 3 
If damned cuſtom have not braz'd it ſo, 
That 3 it be proof and hulwark againft ſenſe. 
Queen. What have I done, that-thou dar'ft wag thy 
- tongue ' 
In noiſe ſo rude agaiſt me? 
Ham.” Such an act, . 
That blurs the grace and bluſh of modeſiy: 
Calls virtue, hypocrite ; takes off the roſe 
From the fair forehead of au innocent love, 
And ſets a bliſter there; makes marriage vows 
As falſe as dicers' oaths : O! ſuch a deed, 
As from the body of contraction plucks 
The very ſoul, and ſweet religion makes 1 
A rhapſody of words: Heaven's face doth 2 ; 
Yea this ſolidity and compound maſs, 1 
With triſtful viſage, as — the doom, | 
Is 2 1 ſick at the act. » | 
me, what act, 7 
71 70 roars 'Z loud, and thunders i in the index? 
Ham. Look here, upon this picture, and on this; 
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The counterfeit preſentment of two brothers. 
See, what a grace was ſeated on this brow : 
Hyperion's curls ; the front af Jove himſelf; + 
An eye like Mars, to threaten and command; 
A ſtation like the herald Mercury, 
New-lighted on a heaven-kiſling hill; 
A combination, and a form, indeed, 
Where every god did ſeem to ſet his ſeal, 
To give the world aſſurance of a man: | 
This was your huſband: Look you now, what follows: 
Here is your huſband ; like a mildew'd ear, 
Blaſting his wholeſome brother. Have you eyes ? 
Could ycu on this fair mountain leave to feed, 
And batten on this moor? Ha ! have you eyes? 
You cannot call it love : for, -at your aye, 
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble, 
And waits upon the judgment; And what judgment 
Would ſtep from this to this? Senſe, ſure, rande. 
Elſe, could you not have motion: But ſure, that ſenſe 
Is apoplex'd ; for madneſs would not err; 
Nor ſenſe to ecſtacy was ne er ſo thrall'd, 
But it reſerved ſome quantity of choice a 
To ſerve in ſuch a difference. What devil was't, 
That thus hath cozen'd you # hoodman- blind? 
Eyes without feeling, feeling without ſight, 
Ears without hands or eyes, ſmelling ſans all, 
Or but a ſickly part of one true ſenſe ; 
Could not ſo mope. | | 
O ſhame! where is thy bluſh ? Rebellious hell, 
If thou canſt mutiny in a matrun's bones, 
To flaming youth let virtue be as wax, 
And melt in her own fire: proclaim no ſhame, 
When the compulſive ardour gives the charge; 
Since froſt itſelf as actively doth burn, 
And reaſon panders will. * 
Queen. O Hamlet, ſpeak no more: 
Thou turn'ſt mine eyes into my very Þul ; 
And there I ſee ſuch black and grained fpots, 
As will not leave their tin. . : 
Ham. Nay, but to live 
Vol. VUL. . 
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In the rank ſweat of an inceſtuous bed; 
Stew'd in corruption; honeying, and making love 
Over the naſty ſtye ;— | 

Queen. O, ſpeak to me no more; 
Theſe words like daggers enter in mine ears ; 
No more, ſweet Hanf 8 7 

Ham. A murderer, and a villain: 
A ſlave, that is not twentieth part the tythe 
Of your precedent lord: a vic? of kings: 
A cutpurſe of the empire and the rule; 
That from a ſhelf the precious diadem ſtole, 
And put it in his pocket! 

Queen. No more: 

Enter Gho/7. 

Ham. A king of ſhreds and patches :— 
Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings, 
You heavenly guards!— What would your gracious 
| figure ? 

Queen. Alas, he's mad. 

Ham. Do you not come your tardy ſon to chide, 
That, laps'd in time and paſſion, lets go by 
The important acting of your dread command? 
O, ſay | „ 

0000. Do not forget: This viſitation 
Is but to whet thy almoſt blunted purpoſe. 
But, look! amazement on thy mother fits : 
O, ſtep between her and her fighting ſoul ; 
Conceit in weakeſt bodies ſtrongeſt Works; 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 

Ham. How 1s it with you, lady ? 

Queen. Alas, how 1s't with you? =» 
That you do bend your eyes on vacancy, 
And with the incorporeal air do hold diſcourſe? , 
Forth at your eyes your ſpirits wildly peep; 
And, as the fleeping ſoldiers in the alarm, 
Your bedded hair, Hike life in excrements, 
Starts up, and ſtands on end. O gentle ſon! 
Upon the heat and flame of thy diſtemper 
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look ? 

Ham. On him] on him Look you, how pale 
he glares 
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His form and cauſe conjoin'd, preaching to ſtones, 

Would make them capable. Do not look upon me; 

Left, with this piteous action, You convert 

My ftern effects: then, what Thave to do 

Will want true colour; tears, perchance for blood. 
Hueen. To whom do you ſpealꝭ this? 


Ham. Do you ſee nothing there ? et 


Queen. Nothing at all; yet all that is, I ſee. 
Ham. Nor did you nothing hear ? ,,. 
een. No, nothing, but ourſelves. 
Ham. Why, look you there! look, how it ſteals 
away! | | [ 
My father, in his habit as he liv'd! 
Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal ! 
| [ Exit GG. 
Pueen This is the very coiuage of your brain: 
This bodileſs creation, ecſtaſy 
Is very cunning in. 
Ham. Ecſtaſy l | 
My pulſe, as yours, doth temperately keep time, 
And makes as healrhful muſic : It is not madneſ;, 
That I have utter'd ; bring me to the teſt, 
And I the matter will re-word ;* which madneſs 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace, 
Lay not that flageering unction to your ſoul, 
That not your treſpaſs, but my madneſs, ſpeaks : 
Tt will but Kin and film the ulcerous place; | 
Whiles rank corruption mining all within, 
Infects unſeen.  Confeſs yourſelf to heaven; 
Repent what's paſt ; avoid what is to come; 
And do not ſpread the compoſt on the weeds, 
To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue: 
For, in the fatneſs of theſe purſy times, 
Virtue itſelf of vice muſt pardon beg ; 
Yea, curb, and woo, for leave to do him good. 
Queen. O, Hamlet! thou haſt cleft my heart in 
twain, _ | 
Ilam. O, throw away the worſer part of it, 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good night: but go not to mine uncle's bed; 
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Aſſume a virtue, if you have it not. | 
That monſter, cuſtom, who all ſenſe doth cat, 
Of habits devil, is yet in this; 
fair and good 
He likewiſe gives a frock or livery, » 
That aptly is put on: Refrain to-night ;.” 
And that ſhall lend a kind of eaſineſs 
To the next abſtinence : the next, more eaſy: 
For uſe can almoſt change the ſtamp of nature, 
And either maſtery the devil, or throw him out 
With wondrous potency. Once more good night! 
And when you are deſirous to be bleſt, 
Il bleſſing beg of you, For this ſame lord, 
l [ Pointing to Polynius. 
| do repent ; But heaven hath pleas'd it ſo,.— 
To puniſh him with me, and me with this,— 
That 1 muſt be their ſcourge and miniſter, 
| will beſtow him, and will anſwer well 
The death I gave him. So, again good night !— + 
1 maſt be cruel, only to be kind: 
Thus bad begins, and worſe remains behind. 
One word more, good lady. 3 
Queen. What ſhall T do? | 
Ham. Not this, by no means, that I bid you do: 
Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed; 
Pinch wanton on your cheek; call yo his me uſe ; 
And let him, for a pair of reechy kiſſes, 
Or paddling in your neck with his damn'd fingers, 
Maze you to ravel all this matter out, 
That I eflentially am not in madneſs, "A 
But mad in craft. *Twere good, yet ſet him know, 
For who, that's but a queen, fair, ſober, wile, 
Would from a paddock, from a bat, a gib, 
Such dear concerning hide? who would do ſo? 


No in deſpight of ſenſe, and ſecrecy, 


Unpeg the biſket on the houſe's top, 
Let the birds fly ; and, like the famous ape, 
To try concluſions, in the baſket creep, 
And break your neck down. 
QAucen. Be thou aflur'd, if words be made of breath, 
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And breath of life, I have no life to breathe - 
What thou haſt ſaid to me. | 
Ham. 1 muſt to England; Au know that? 
Queen. Alack, I had forgot; *tis ſo concluded on. 
Ham. There's letters ſeal'd: and my two ſchool- 
fellows, 
Whom I will truſt, as I will adders fang*d, — 
They bear the mandate; they mult ſweep my way, 
And marſhal me to knavery : Let it work; 
For tis the ſport; to have the engineer 
Hoiſt with his own petar: and it ſhall go hard, 
But I will delve one yard below their mines, 
And blow them at the moon: O, 'tis moſt ſweet, . 
When in one line two crafts directly meet 
This man ſhall ſet me packing. 
P11 lug the guts into the neighbour room :— 
Mother, good night: Indeed this counſellor. 
Is now moſt ſtill, moſt ſecret, and moſt grave, 
Who was in life a fooliſh prating knave. 
Come, fir, to draw toward an end with you: 
Good night, mother. 
[Exit the Queen, and Hamlet dragging in Polonius. 
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A Reyal Apartment. 
Enter King, Queen, Reſencrantz, and Guildenftern. 


King. FDRERE's matter in theſe ſighs, theſe pro- 
found heaves; 
You muſt tranſlate tis fit we underſtand them: 
Where is your ſon ? 
Queen. Beſtow this place on us a little while. 
. [75 Re and Guil. who go out, 
Ah, my good lord, what have I ſeen to-night ? 
King. What, Gertrude? How does Hamlet ? 
Lucen. Maas the ſea, and wind, when both contend 
£2 
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Which is the mightier : In his lawleſs fit, 
Behind the arras hearing ſomething ftir, 
He whips his rapier qui and cries, A rat! a rat! 
And, in his brainiſh appſehenſion, kills 
The unſeen good old man. 
King. O heavy deed! 0 * 
It had been ſo with us, had we been there: 
His liberty is full of threats-*to all; 55 
To you yourſelf, to us, to every one, 
Alas! how ſhall this bloody deed be anſwer'd ? 
It will be laid to us; whoſe providence  — +. 
Should have kept ſhort, reſtrain'd, and out of haunt, 
This mad young man: but ſo much was our love, 
We would not underſtand what was moſt fit ; 
But, like the owner of a foul dif 
To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone? 

Queen. To draw apart the body he had kill'd : 

O'er whom his madneſs, like ſome ore, 
Among a mineral of metals baſe, 
Shews itſelf pure; he weeps for what is done. 

King. O, Gertrude, come away! Gl 
The ſun no ſooner ſhall the mountains touch, * 
gut we will ſhip him hence: and this vile dee 
We muſt, with all our majeſty and ſkill, 1 
Both countenance and excuſe.— Ho! Guildenſtern! 

Enter Roſencrantz and Guildenſtern. 
Friends both, go join you with ſome further aid: 
Hamlet in madneſs hath Polonius lain, 
And from his mother's cloſet hath he grag'd him: 
Go ſeek him out; ſpeak fair, and briug the body 


1 late the chapel. I pray you, haſte in Me * 
_ " [Exeunt Gail, 
Come, Gertrude we'll call up on iſeſt 82 


And let them know, both w ean to do, 
And what's untimely done: for haply, flander, 
Whoſe whiſper o'er the world's diameter, 
As level as the cannonito his blank, 
1 Tranſports his poifon'd ſhot, may miſs our name, 
161 And hit thę woundleſs air —O, come 
4 My foul is full of diſcord, and diſmay. © [ Exeurt. 


i 4 
„ 0 S 
114 1 
7 
1 
„ 
1 ' : 


At IV. > HAMLET. 
3 
* * . . 
Se E NE II. 
Another Room. Enter, Hamlet. 


Ham. —— Safely ſtow!d. But ſoft, - 
Ref. Ec. within Hamlet! Lord Hamlet! 
Ham. What noiſe? Who calls on Hamlet? O, here 
they come. 1 „ 3 
Enter Roſencrantæ and Guildenſtern. 
Re / may have you done, my lord with the dead 
1 B 
Ham. Compounded it with duſt, whereto tis kin. 
Rey. Tell us where tis that we may take it thence, 
And bear it to the chap el AN. 
Ham. Do not belieye it. 
Rof. Believe what ? Jr 7 
Ham. That I can keep your counſel, and not mine 
own. Beſides to be demanded of a ſpunge - what 
replication ſhould be made by the ſon of a king? 
Reo/. Take you me for a ſpunge, my lord > 1 
Ham, Ay, fir; that ſoaks up the king's counte- 
nance, his rewards, his authorities. But fuch officers | 
do the king beft ſervice in the end: He keeps them, | 
like an ape, in the corner of his jaw ; firſt mouth'd, v5 
to be laſt ſwallow'd. When he needs what you have 
glean'd, it is but ſqueezing you, and, ſpunge, you 
ſhall be dry again. „ 7 
* Rof. I underſtand you not, my lord. 
Ham. lam glad of it: A knavith ſpeech ſleeps in 
a fooliſh ear. * ; 
Ro. My lord, you muſt tell vs where che By is, 
and go with zes (8 the king. dy. -% 
e king : * 84 


* 


Ilam. The body is with the king, but 
not with . The king is a thi 
Guil. ing, my lord? * 
Ham. Of nothin bring me to him. | "+ 
and all after. _—_-* © ˙ (En 
SCE N E III. 
Another Room. Enter the King. 


King. J have ſent to ſeek him, and tg find the 
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How dangerous is it, that this matt goes looſe ? 

Yet mult not we put the ſtrong law on him: 

He's lov'd of the diſtracted multitade, 

Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes; 
And, where tis ſo, the offender's ſcourge is weigh'd, | 
But never the offence. To bear all ſmoòth and even, 
This ſudden ſending him away muſt ſeem 

Deliberate pauſe: Diſeaſes, deſperate grown, 

By deſperate appliance arerelieved, 
Or not at all, =How now? what hath befallen ? 
Enter  Roſencrants. 
Ref. Where thedead body aoued, my lord, 
We cannot get from him. 


King. But where is nge? 1 

Reſ. Without, my lord; guarded, to know your. 
leaſure. 

King. Bring him before us. 

*Rof. * Guildenſtern! bring in my lord. 
Enter Hamlet and Guildenſtern. 


King. Now, Hamlet, where's Polonius ? 

Ham. At ſupper. 

King. At ſupper? Where? 

Ham. Not where he cats, but where he is eaten: 
a certain convocation of politic worms are e' en at 
him. Your worm is your only emperor for diet: 
we fat all creatures elſe, to fat us; Md we fat ourſelves 
for maggots: Your fat king, and your lean beggar, 
1s but variable e ; two diſhes, but to one table; 
that's the end. » 
King. Alas, 51 #7 ia 
Ham. A man may fiſh with the worm un ard eat 
0 s ind eat of the fiſh that hath fed of that worm. 
* vi * . * f * oy 'thou mean by this? * * 
re bat to ſhew you how a ing thay: 
Wk WE 3% oagh the guts of a beggar. 
N ' _ N 22 


3 Where is Polonius ? 

4 ” Ham. In heaven; ſend thither to ſee: if your 
| meſſenger find him not there, ſeek him i' the other 
place yourſelf. © But, indeed, if you find him not 
within this month, you ſhall noſe him as you go up 
the airs into the lobby. 
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King Go ſeek him there. | 
Ham. Hewillſtay*till you come. [ Exeunt Attendants. 
King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine eſpecial ſafety, — 
| Which we do tender, as we dearly crieyze 

For that which thou haſt done, muſt ſend thee hence 
With fiery quickneſs: e ra thyſelf; 
The bark is ready, and the wind at hel 
The aſſociates tend, and every thing 8 
For England. 4 

Ham. For 22 Wh 

King. Ay, Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. * 

King. So is it, if thou knew'ſt our „ 

Ham. I ſee a cherub, that ſees them. But, come; 
for England! — Farewell, dear mode 

King. Thy loving father, Hamlet. 


Ham. My mother: Father and — is man and 
wife; man and wife is one fleſh ; 1 ſo, my mother, 


Come, for England. . Sale 
King. Follow him at foot rempe b bim with N 
" aboard; 8 f 


Delay it not, III. 
Away for every, 
That elſe leans © 


And, England if my love thou hold'ſt at aught, 
(s my great power thereof may give thee 
Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red * 
Aﬀer the Daniſh ſword, and thy free we 
Pays h age to us) thou W not coldly ſet 
Our ſoverezgn proceſs ; which imports at full, 

By letyggs conjuring to that — 
The preſent death of Hamlet, 

For like the hectic in my blood Wo ra} 
And thou muſt cure me: Till 1 know a 
_ Howe'er my haps, my Joys were ne'er _ 


Ss CRONE IVE 
The Frontiers of Boat i 


Enter Fertinbras, with an A 
For, Go, captain, from me greet the 


* 


the affair: Pray you, ſnake hafte. 


[ Exeunt Rof. and Guil, | 
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Tell him, that, by his licence, Fortinbras 
Craves the conveyance of a promis d march 
Over his kingdom. You know the rendezyous. 
If that his majeſty would aught with us, 
We ſhall expreſs our duty in his eye, 
And let him know ſo. . 
Capt. I will do't, my lord. 
For, Go ſoftly on. | [Exit Fortinbras, Oc. 
| FEuter Hamlet, Rofenerantz, Guildenſtern, Se. 
Ham. Good fir, whoſe powers are theſe? 
Capt. They are of Norway, ſir. 
Ham. How purpos d, fir, I pray you? 
Capt. * ome part of Poland. 
Ham. Who commands them, fir? 
Capt. The nephew of old Norway, Fortinbras. 
Ham. Goes it againſt the main of Poland, ſir, 
Or for ſome frontier ! 
Capt. Truly to ſpeak, and with no addition, 
We goto gaina little patch of ground, 
That hath in it no profit but the name. 
To pay five ducats, five, I would not farm it; 
Nor will it yield to Norway, or the Pole, 
A ranker rate, ſhould it be fold in 
Ham. Why, then the Polack 8 defend it. 
Capt. Ves, tis already garriſon'd. > 
Ham. Two thouſand ſouls, and 
ducats ' 
Will not debate the queſtion of this flraw : 
"Fhis is the impoſthume of much wealth and peace 
That inward breaks, and ſhews no cauſe without 
Why the man dies.—LI humbly thank you, fir? 
Capt. God be wi' ye, fir. | [ Exit Captain. 
Ref. Wilt pleaſe you go, my lord? M 
Ham. 1 wile with you firaight. Goa little be- 
m fore. [ent Rol. and the reft. 
Ho all occaſions do inform againſt me, 
And ſpur my dull revenge! What is a man, 
If his chief good, and market of his time, 
Be but to ſleep, and feed? a bealt,” no more. 
Sure, he, that made us with ſuch large diſcourſe, 
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Looking before, and after, gave us not 
That ca ability and god-like reaſon EP 
To fuſt in us unus'd. Now, whether it be 4 
Beftial oblivion, or ſome craven ſeruple 
Of thinking too preciſely on the event. | 
A Ty which, quarter'd, hath but one part wiſ- 
om, N 
And, ever, three parts coward, -I do not know 
Why yet I live to ſay, This thing*s to'ds ; | 
Sith I have cauſe, and will, and ſtrength, and means 
To do't. Examples, groſs as earth, exhort me? 
Witneſs, this army, offuch-maſs,” and charge, 
Led by a delicate and tender prince; g 
Whoſe ſpirit, with divine ambition puft, 
Makes mouths at the inviſible event; 
Expoſing what i; mortal. and unſure, 
To all that fortune, death, and danger, dare, * FN 
Even for an egg-ſhell. Rightly, to be great . 
Is not to ſtir without great argumene; 
But greatly to find quarrel in a ftraw, Vs 
When honour's at the * 7 Haw ſtand I then, 
That have a father kill'd, a mother ſtain'd, 
Excitementg/of my reaſon, and my blood, 
And let all fleep ? while to my ſhame, I ſte” 
The imminent death of twenty thouſand men, 
That, for a fantaſy, and trick of fame, 0 
Go to their graves like beds; fight for a E 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the cauſe, 
Which is not tomb enough, and continent, | 
To hide the ſlain? - O, from this time forth, : 
My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth! 4 


» * [Exit. f 
N In 
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Elfineur. A Room in the Palace. 4 
Enter the Queen, and Horatio. * 


Queen, —I Will not ſpeak with her. 

Hor. She is mporcanate : indeed, diſtracted ; 
Her mood will needs be pity d. 

Queen. What would ſhe have? 8 


* 8 


: * 


2 12 3 HAMLET, | 4 IV. 


"Her. She ſpeaks much of her father ; ſays The hears, 
There“ s tricks i the world ; and hems, and beats her 
„beat; 
8 -oriftarioolly at . 6 ſpeaks things in doubt, 
That carry but half ſenſe: her ſpeech is * 
Vet the unſhaped uſe of it doth move 
The hearers to collection; they aim at it, 
And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts; 
Which, as her winks, and nods, and geſtures iel d them, 
Indeed would make one think, there wh be thought, 
Thongh nothing ys: et much unhap 
Queen. 2 wh oo „ the Were * 4 with; for 


Dangerous eee in ill | breediog minds: 
Let her come in. [ Exit Horatio. 
To my ſick foul, as ſin's true nature j 
Fach toy ſeems prologue to ſome grea amiſs 
80 fulß of artleſs jealouſy is guilt, 
It ſpills itſelf, in fearing to be ſpile. | 
-- Re-enter Horatio, with Ophelia. 
Oph. Where is the hęauteous majeſty of Denmark! 
Queen. How now, Ophelia 
ph. How fhoulT I your true love 3 + 
another one? | 
By his cockle hat, and flaff, 4 
And by his ſandal fhoon. _ [Singing. 
Queen. Ales, ſweet lady, what 1 imports this ſong ? 
Oh. Say you, nay ? pray you, mark, 
He is dead and gone, lady, 
He is dead and gone 


At his head a grafs- green turf, 
At his heels a fone. = 
O, ho! * «© | 
Queen. Nay, but, Ophelia, — uw 3s 


Oph. Pray you, mark. 
. hite his ſhrowd as the mountain : 
Enter King, 
Oueen. Alas, look hEre, my lord. 
Oph. Larded all with fweet flowers ;_. * 
Which bewept to the grave did g 85. 


S With true-love ſootbers, 


- 
* 
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King, How do you, pretty lady ? 
Oph. Well, God 'ield you! They ſay, the owl 
was a baker's daughter. Lord, we know what we are, 
but know not what we may be. God beat your table! 
King. Conceit upon her father. 
Oph. Pray, let us have no words of this ; but when 
hey aſk you, what it means, ſay you this: 
To-morrew is Saint Valentine's day, 
All in the morning betime, 
And JI a maid at your window, * 
To be your Valentine : 
Then up he roſe, and don d his chaths, 
And dupt the chamher door ; 
Let in the maid, that out a maid 
Never departed more. 
King. Pretty Ophelia ! | 
Oph. Indeed, without an oath, I'll make an end on't. 
By Gis, and by Saint Charity, 
Alack, and fie for ſhame /! 
Young men will do't, if they come to't; 
By cack, they are to blame. 
DPuoth ſhe, before you tumbled me, 
You promis d me to wed : He anſwers, 
So would 1 ha" done, by yonder ſun, 
An thou haſt not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath ſhe been thus? 

Oph. I hope all will be well. We mult he patient: 
but I cannot chooſe but weep, to think, they ſhould 
lay him i' the cold ground: My brother ſhall know 
of it, and ſo I thank you for your good counſel. Come, 
my coach! Good night, ladies; good night ſweet 


ladies Wood night, good night. Exit. 
Kine — 


you. [Exit Horatio. 
O! this is the poiſon of deep grief; it ſprings bk 
All from her father's death: And now, behold, O 
Gertrude, Gertrude, 
When ſorrows come, they come not fingle ſpies, 
But in battalions ! Firſt, her father ſlain ; 


Next, v« ur ſon gone; and he moſt violent author 
Vol. VIII. R 


ollow her cloſe ; give her good watch I pray 


* 


* 
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Of his own juſt remove: The people muddy'd, 
Thick and unwholeſome in their thoughts and whiſpers, 
For good Polonius*death;and we have done but greenly, 
In hug r-mugger to inter him : Poor Ophelia, 
Divided from herſelf, and her fair judgment; 
Without the which we are pictures, or mere beaſts, 
Laſt, and as much containing as all theſe, 
Her brother is in ſecret come from France : 
Feeds on his wonder, keeps himſelf in clouds, 
And wants not buzzers to infect his ear 
With peſtilent ſpeeches of his father's death; 
Wherein neceſſity of matter beggar'd, 
Will nothing ſtick our perſon to arraign, 
In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this, 
Like to a murdering piece, in many places 
Gives me ſuperfluous death! [ 4 noiſe within, 

Queen. Alack ! what noiſe is this ? 

n Enter a Gentleman. 
King. Attend. Whereare my Switzers? Let them 
guard the door :;— | 

What 1s the matter ? 

Gen. Save yourſelf, my lord; 
The ocean, over-peering of his liſt, 
Eats not the flats with more impętuous haſte, 
Than young Laertes, in à riotous head,, a 
O'er- bears your officers ! The rabble call him, lord; 
And, as the world were now but to begin, 
Antiquity forgot, cuſtom not known; 
The ratifiers and props of every ward, 
They cry, Choofe we, Laertes ſhall be King! 
Caps, hands; and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, 
Laertes ſhall be king, Laertes king | * 

Qucen. How cheerfully on the falſe trail they cry! 
O, this js counter, you falſe Daniſh dogs. 

King. The doors are broke. [ Noiſe within, 

Emer Laertes, with others. 

Laer. Where is this king? Sirs, ſtand you all without. 

All, No, let's come in. | | 

Laer. I pray you, give me leave. 

All. We will, we will, [ Exeunt, 
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Laer. I thank you: Keep the door. O thou vile 


. | 
Give me my father, 
Queen. Calmly, good Laertes. ' 
Laer. That drop of blood, that's calm, proelaims 
me baſtard; S 
Cries, cuckold, to my father; brands the harlot 
Even here, between the chaſte unſmirched brow 
Of my true mother. | 
King. What is the cauſe, Laertes, 
That thy rebellion looks fo giant-like ?— _ 
Let him go Gertrude; do not fear our perſon ; 
There's ſuch rie doth hedge a king, 
That treaſon can ba pdp to- what it. would, 
Acts little of his will.—-T'ell me, Laertes, 
Why thouart thus incens%dg—Let him go, Gertrude; 
Speak, man. 
Laer. Where is my father 2, 
King. Dead. 
Lusen. But not by him. A 
King. Let him demand his fill. | 
Laer. How came he dead? I'll not beJuggled with : 
To hell, allegiance! vows, to the blackeſt devil! 
Conſcience, and grace, to the profoùndeſt pit 
I dare damnation: To this point 1 ſtand.— 
That both the worlds give to negligence, 
Let come what comes; only I'll be reveng'd 
Moſt thoroughly for my father. 
King. Who ſhall ſtay you? 
Laer. My u ill, not all the worlds: 
And, for my means, I'll hnſband them ſo well, 
They ſhall go far with little. 
King. Good Laertcs, 
If you deſire to know the certainty a 
Of your dear father's death, is't writ in your revenge, 
That, ſweepſtake, you will draw both friend and foe, 
Winner and loſtt : | 
Laer. None but his enemies. 
King. Will you know them then? 
Laer. To his good friends thus wide I'll ope my 
FI arms; 


a. 1 — . 


And, like the kind life-rend'ring pelican, 
wb them with my blood, 

ing. Why, now you ſpeak 
Like a good child, and a true gentleman. 
That I am guiltleſs of your father's death, 
And am moſt ſenſible in grief for it, 
It ſhall as level to your judgment pear, 
As day does to your eye. N 
Crowd cuitbin. Let her come in. 

Laer. How now ! what noiſe is that? 
Enter Ophelia, fantaſtically dreſs'd raws and flowers. 
O heat, dry up my brains ! tears, ſeven times ſalt, 
Burn out the ſenſe and virtue of mine eye 
By heaven, thy madneſs ſhall be pay'd with weight 
Till our own ſcale turn the beam. O roſe of May 
Dear maid, kind ſiſter, ſweet Ophelia 
O heaven ! is 't poſſible, a young maid's wits 
Should be as mortal as an old man's life? 

Nature is ſine in love: and where tis ſine, 
t ſends ſome precious inſtance of itſelf 
After the thing it loves. . 8 
Qph. They Bere him bare-fac'd on the bier: 
| Hey no nonny, nonny hey nonny * — — » 
And on his grave rain'd many a tear 
Fare you well, my dove ! AEST 

Laer. Hadſt thou thy wits,and didſt perſuade revenge, 
It could not move thus. OF a 

Oph. You mult fing, Down a-down, an you call him 

a-down-a. © 
O, how the wheel becomes it! It is the falſe ſteward, 
That ſtole his maſter's daughter. 
Laer. This nothing's more than matter. | 
Oob. There's roſemary, that's for remembrance ; 
pray you, love, remember and there is panſies, that's 
for thoughts. 
Laer. A document in madneſs ; thgughts and re- 
membrance fitted. f 

Oph. There's fennel for you, and columbines. 
There's rue for you ;—and here's ſome for me: we 
may call it, herb of grace o'Sundays :—you may wear 
your rue with a difference—There's a daiſy :—1 would 


» - 
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give you ſome violets; but they wither'd all, when 
my father died: — The ey ſay, he made a good end,— 
For bonny fweet Rebin is all my joy, — 
Laer. Theghe and atfliction, paſſion, hell itſelf, 
She turns to favour, and to prettineſs. 


Oph. And will he not come again? 
And avill he not come again? 
o, no, he is dead, 
| Go to thy death-bed, 
' He never <will come again. 


His beard was as white as ſuow, - 6 
All flaxen wwas his poll. 

He is gone, he is gone, 

And we caſt away moan : 


God a mercy on his ſoul! 


And of all chriſtian fouls! I pray God. God be wi 

you [Exit Oph: - 
Laer. Do you ſee this, 0 God ? 

King. Laertes, I muſt common with your grief, 

Or ou deny me right- Go but apart, 

Make chgige of whom your wiſeſt friends you will, 

And they Mall hear and judge *twixt you and me: 

If by direct or by collateral land 

They find us touch'd, we will our kingdom give, 

Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours, 

To you in. ſatis faction; but, if not, ä 

Be you content to lend your patience to us, 

And we ſhall jointly labour with your ſoul-- 

To give it due content. 

Laer. Let this beſo: 

His means of death, his A funeral, — 

No trophy, ſword, nor hatchment o'er his bones, 

No noble rite, nor formal oſtentation,— 

Cry to be heard, as 'twere from heaven to earth, 

That I muſt call't in queſtion. 

King. So you ſhall ; 
And, where the offence is et the great axe fall. 
I pray you, 80 ich me. L* xcunt. 


2 
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Ss EN E VI. 
Another Room. | 


Enter Horatio, with a Servant. | 

Hor. What are they, that would ſpeak with me? 

Serv. Sailors, fir; | 
They ſay, they have letters for you. 

Hor. Let them come in.: : 

I do not know from what part of the world 
I ſhould be greeted, if not from lord Hamlet. 
. Euter Sailors. 

Sail. God bleſs you, fir. 

Hor. Let him bleſs thee too. 

Sail. He ſhall, fir, an 't pleaſe him. There's a 
letter for you, fir : it comes fe. the embaſſador that 
was bound for England ; if your name be Horatio, as 
1 am let to know it is. 


Horatio reads the letter. 

HOR 47T1O, when thou Halt have oveotook'd this, 
give theſe fellows ſome means to the king 5 they have let- 
ters for him. Tre ve were two days old at fag; A pirate 
of very warlike appointment gave us chace * ding our- 
felves too flow of ſail, wwe put on a compelled walour ; 
and in the grapple I boarded them: on the inflant, they 
ge clear of our ſhip 5 ſo alone became their priſoner. 
[hey have dealt with me, like thieves of mercy 5 but 
they knew what they did ; 1 am to do a good turn for 
them. Let the king have the letters ] have ſent ; and 
repair thou to me with as much hafte as thou <wouldſt fly 
" death, 1 have words te ſpeak in thine ear, will make 
thee dumb ; yet are they much too light for the bore of the 
matter. Theſe good fellows will bring thee where 1 am. 
Roſencrantz and Guildenſftern hold their courſe for Eng- 
land ; of them I have much to tell thee. Farewell. 

| He that thou knoweſt thine, HAMLET. 
Come, I will make you way for theſe your letters; 
And do 't the ſpeedier, that you may direct me : 
Co him from whom you brought them. [ Exexzt. 
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Arciber Room. 
Enter King, with Laertes. 
King. 1 = muſt your conſctence my acquittance 
eal, | 

And you muſt put me in your heart for friend ; 
Such you have heard, and witha knowing ear, 
'That he, which hath Your noble father ſlain, 
Purſu'd my life. E ' 

Laer. It well appears :—But tell me, 
Why you proceeded not againſt theſe feats, 
So crimeful and ſo capital in nature, 


As by your ſafety, greatneſs, wiſdom, all things elſe, | 


on mainly were ſtirr'd up ? "6 
Ling. O, for two ſpecial reaſons ; - 
Which may to you, perhaps, ſeem much unſinew'd 
And yet to me they are ſtrong. The queen, his 
mother, | 
Lives almoſt by his looks; and for myſelf, 
(My virtue, and my plague, be it either which) 
dhe is ſo conjunctive to my liſe and ſoul, 
That, as the ſtar moves not but in his ſphere, 
] could not but by her. The other motive, 
Why to a public connt I * not go, 
Is, the great love the gener e ; 
Who, 4 ping all his faults in their affection, 
Work, like-the ſpring that turneth wood to ſtone, 
Convert his gyves to graces; ſo that my arrows, 
Too ſlightly timber'd for ſo lend a wind, 
Would have reverted to my bow again, 
And not where I had aim'd them. 
Laer. And ſo have I a noble father loſt: 
A ſiſter driven into deſperate terms: 
Whoſe worth, if praiſes may go back again, 
Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfections:— But my revenge will come. 
King. Break not your ſleeps for that: you muſt not 


That we are made of ſtuff fo flat and dull, 5 


— 
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That we can let dur beard be ſhook with danger, 
And think it paſtime. You ſhortly ſhall hear more: 
I loy'd your father, and we love ourſelf; 
And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine, — 
How now? what news? 
Enter a Meſſenger. 

Meß. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet: 
This to your majeſty ; this to the queen. 

King. From Hamlet! Who brought them? 

Meſ. Sailors, my lord, they 1 I ſaw them not: 


They were given me by Claudio, receiv'd them 
Of him that brought them. | 

King. Laertes, you mall hear them 
Leave us. a [Sit Meg. 


HH and mighiy, you palt On Jam ſet naked on 
your kingdom, To-morrow ſhall 1 beg leave ts ſee your 
kingly eyes: when 1 hall, firſt, ating. your pardon there- 
unto, recount the occaſion of my ſudden and moſt ftrange 


return. Hamlet. 


What ſhould this mean? Are all the reſt come back? 
Or is it ſome abuſe, and no ſuch thing ? 
Laer. Know you the hand? 
King. Tis Hamlet's charafter. Naked, — 
And, ina eue here, he ſays, alone: 
Can you adviſe me? 

Laer. I am loſt in it, my lord. But let him come; 
It warms the very ſickneſs in my heart, 
That I ſhall live and tell him to his teeth, 
Thus diddeft thou. x 

King. If it be ſo, Laertes,— © 
As how ſhould it be ſo ?—how otherwiſe ?— 
Will you be rul'd by me? 

Laer. Ay, my lord; 

So you will not o 'er-rule me to a 
Ling. To thine own peace. If he be now return'd,— 

As — at his voyage, and that he means | 

No more to undertake it.— will work him 

To an exploit, now ripe in my advice, 


Under the which he ſhall not chooſe but fall : 
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And for his death no wind of blame ſhall breathe; 
Bat even his mother ſhall uncharge the practice, 
And call it, accident. 

Laer. My lord, I will be rul'd; 
The rather, if you could deviſe it ſo, 
That I might be the organ. 

King. It falls right. | | 
You have been talk'd of fince your travel much, 
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a _ 
Wherein, they ſay, you ſhine: your ſum of parts 
Did not together pluck ſuch envy from him, 
As did that one: and that in my regard, 
Of the unworthieſt fiege. | 

Laer. What part is that, my lord? 

King. A very ribband in the cap of youth, 
Yet needful too: for youth no leſs becomes 
The light and careleſs livery that it wears, 
Than ſettled age his fables and his weeds, 
Importing health and graveneſs.— Two months fince, 
Here was a gentleman of Normandy,.— 
I have ſeen myſelf, and ferv'd againſt, the French, 
And they can well on horſeback : but this gallant 
Had witchcraft in't; he grew unto his ſeat; 
And to ſuch wondrous doing brought his horſe, 
As he had been incorps'd and demy-natur'd 
With the brave beaſt: fo far he topp'd my thought, 
That I, in forgery of ſhapes and tricks, 
Come ſhort of what he did. 

Laer. A Norman, was't? 

King. A Norman. 

Laer. Upon my life, Lamond. 

King. The very ſame. x 

Laer. I know him well: he is the brooch, indeed, 
And gem of all the nation. 

King. He made confeſſion of you ; 
And gave you ſuch a maſterly report, 
For art and exerciſe in your defence, 
And for your rapier moſt eſpecial, 
That he cried out, Twould be a fight indeed, 
If one could match you: The ſcrimers of their nation, 
He ſwore had neither motion, guard, nor eye, 


_ 


If you oppos'd tiem: Sir, this report of his 
Did Hamlet ſo envenom with his envy, 
That he could nothing do, but with and beg 
Your ſudden coming o'erto play with him. 
Now out of this, 
Laer. What out of this, my lord? 
King. Laertes, was your father dear to you ? 
Or, are you like the painting of a ſorrow, 
A face without a heart 2 5 
Laer. Why aſk you this? Pate? ys 
King. Not that I think you did not love your father 
But that I know, love is begun by time; * 
And that I ſee, in paſſages of proof, 
Time qualifies the ſpark and fire of it. 
There lives within the very flame of love 
A kind of wick or ſnuff, that will abate it: 
And nothing is at a like goodneſs ſtill; 
For goodneſs, growing to a pleuriſy, 
Dies in his own too much : That we would dn, 
We ſhould do when we would; for this would changes, 
And hath abatements and delays as many, 
As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents ;. 
And then this ould is like a ſpendthrift figh 
That hurts by eaſing. But; to the quick o' the ulcer :. 
Hamlet comes back; What would you undertake, 
Toſhew yourſelf your father's ſon in deed 
| More than in words? 
Laer. To cut his throat Y the church. 
| King. No place, indeed, ſhould murder ſanctua- 
rize ; 
Revenge ſhould have no bounds. But good Laertes, 
Will you do this, keep cloſe within your chamber: 
Hamlet, return'd;” ſhall know you are come.home : 
| We'll put on thoſe ſhall praife your excellence, 
And ſeta double varniſh on thefame * 
The Frenchman gave you; bring you, in fine, to- 
gether, 
And wager o'er your heads: he, being remiſs, 
Moſt generous, and free from all contriving, 


Will not peruſe the foils ; ſo that, with eaſe, 


* 
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Or with a little ſhufling, you may chooſe 
A ſword unbated, and, in a paſs of practice, 
Requite him for your father. | 
Laer. I will do 't: | 
And, for the purpoſe, I'll anoint my ſword, 
I bought an unction of a moutitebank, 
So mortal, that but dip a knife in it, 
Where it draws blood, no cataplaſm ſo rare, 
Collected from all ſimples that have virtue 
Under the moon, can ſave the thing from death, 
That is but ſcratch'd withal : I'll touch my point 
With this contagion ; that if I gall. him ſlightly, 
It may be death. | 
King. Let's further think of this; 
Weigh, what convenience, both of time and means, 
May fit us to our ſhape : If this ſhould fail, 
And that,gur drift look through our bad performance, 
Twere better not aſſa d; therefore, this projet 
Should have a back, or ſecond, that might hold, 
If this ſhould blaſt in proof. Soft; -let me ſee— 
We'll make a ſolemn wager on your cunnings,— 
1 ha t: 122 25 | 
When in your motion you are hot or dry, 
(As make your bouts more violent to that end) 
And that he calls for drink, I'll have prepar'd him 
A chalice for the nonce ; whereon but ſipping, 
If he by chance eſcape your venom'd ke x S 
Our purpoie may hold there, But ſtay, what noiſe ? 
Enter Queen. 
How now, ſweet queen? 
veen. One woe doth tread upon another's heel, 
So faſt they follow: Your ſiſter's drown'd, Laertes. 
Laer. Drown'd ! O, where | 
Lueen, There is a willow grows aſcaunt the brook, 
That ſhews his hoar leaves in the glaſſy ſtream ; 
Therewith fantaſtic garlands did ſhe make, 
Ofcrow-flowers, nettles, daiſies, and long purples, 
That liberal ſhepherds give a groſſer name, 
But onr cold maids do dead men's fingers call them: 
There on the pendant boughs her coronet weeds. 
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Clambering to hang, an envious ſliver broke; 
When down her weedy trophies, and herſelf, 
Fell in the weeping brook. Her cloaths ſpread wide ; 
And, mermaid-like a while they bore her up: 
Which time, ſhe chaunted ſnatches of old tunes ; 
As one incapable of her own diſtreſs, 
Or like a creature native and indu'd 
Unto that element : but long it could, not be, 
Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, 
Pull'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 
Laer. Alas, then, is ſhe drowntdlt, 
Queen, Drown'd, drown'd. | 
Laer. Too much of water haſt thou, poor Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my tears : But yet 
It is our trick; nature her cuſtom holds, 
Let ſhame ſay what it will : when theſe ar  arggone, 
The woman will be out.—Adieu, my 
I have a ſpeech of fire ; that fain k Ayr blage, 
But that this folly drowns it. [Exit, 
King. Let's follow, Gertrude : 
How much I had to do to calm his rage N 
Now fear I, this will give it ſtart again; 


T herefore, let's follow,  [Exeunt. 
1 | , 


ere  SCRMEA. 


A church-yard. Enter two clowns, with ſpades, Sc. 


1 Clown. IS ſhe to be bury'd in Chriſtian burial, 
that wilfully ſeeks her own ſalvation ? 

2 Clown. I tell thee, ſhe is; therefore, make her 
grave ſtraight; the crowner hath ſat on her, and finds 
1t Chriftian burial. 

1Clown. How can that be, unleſs ſhe drow'd herſelf 
in her own defence ? 


2 Clown, Why, tis found ſo. 
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 1Clown. It mult be e offzndendo3)it cannot be elſe. 
For here lies the point: IFFdrownmyſelfwittingly, it 
argues an and an act hath three branches; it is, 
to act, to do, and to perform: Argal, ſhe drown'd her- 
ſelf wittingly. © - | 

2 Clown. Nay, but hear, yon, good man delver, 

1Clown Give me leave. Here lies the water; good: 
here ſtands the man; good: If the man go to this wa- 
ter, and drow himſelf, it is, will he, nill he, he 
goes; mark von that: but if the water come to him, 
and drown ham, he Þ pry not himſelf: Argal, he 
that is not guilty. of his own death, ſhortens nor 
his own life. >» 

2 Clown. But is this lags? | 

1 Clown. Ay, marry 1s't ;. crowner's-queſt law, + 

2 Clown. Will you ha' the truth on't? If this had 
not been à gentlewoman, ſhe ſhould have been bury'd 
out of chriſtian burial. 

1 Clown, Why, there thou ſay'ſt; and the more 
pity ; that great folk ſhould have countenance in this 
world to drown or hang themſelves, more than their 
even chriſtian. Come; my ſpade. There is no an- 
cient gentlemen but gardeners, ditchers, and grave- 
makers; they hold up Adam's profeſſion. 

2 Cloun. Was he a gentleman ? 
I Clown, He was the firſt that ever bore arms. 

2 Clown. Why, he had none. 

1 Clhwn. What, art a heathen ? How doſt thou un- 
derſtand the ſcripture ?—The fcripture ſiys, Adam 
digged ; Could he dig without arms ? I'll put another 
queſtion to thee : if thou anſwer*ft me not to the pur- 


jpoſe, confeſs to thyſelf— 


2 Ulown. Go to. | 
1 Clozon. What is hoes builds ſtronger than either 
the maſon, the ſnipwri r the carpenter ? 
2 Clown. The gallowe maker; for that frame out- 
lives a thouſand tenants. . 
1 Clown. I like thy wit well, ia good faith; the 
galloss does well: But how does it weil? it does well 
10 thoſe that do ill: now thou doſt ill, to ſay, the 
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gallows 15 built ſtronger than the church: argal, The 
gallows may do well to thee. To't again; come. 

2 Clown. Who builds ſtronger than a maſon, a 
8 or a carpenter? 8 * 

1 Clown. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke. 

2 Clown, Marry, now I can tell. 

1 Clown, Tot. 5 

2 Clown. Maſs,» I cannot tell. p 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio, at à Hiſtance. 

1 Clown. Cudgel thy brains no mare about it; for 
your dull aſs will not mend his pace with beating; 
and, when you are aſk'd this queſtion next, ſay a 

rave-maker; the houſes that he makes, laſt till 
— Go get thee t Voughan, and fetch me a 
; [Exit 2 Clown, 


Noqp of liquor. 
2 


He digs, and ſi . | 
In youth when 1 did love, — * 1 0 
Methought, it auas very faveet, | 0 

To contract, O, the time, for, ah, my bebove t 

O! methought there was nothing meet. | 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his buſineſs ? 1 
he ſings at grave making. I = r 
Her.Cuſtom hath made 1t in him a Jroperty of eaſineſs. c 
0 


Ham. Tis e'en ſo: the hand of little employment 


hath the daintier ſenſe. + 4 
p Clown ſings, ai 
But age, with his Healing. ſteps, a 
Hath claww'd me in his clutch, , la 
And hath ſhipped me into the laud, hu 


As if bad never been ſuch. 

Ham. That ſcull had a tongue in it, and could 
{ng once: How the knave jowlsit to the ground, as 
if it were Cain's jaw bone, that did the firſt murder! 
This might be the pate of a politician, which this aſs aſ 
now o'er- reaches; one "that would circumvent God, gr 
might it not? 9 

or. It might, my lord. 

Ham. Or of a couptier ; Which could ſay, Good- 
morrow, {wget lord! How doſt thou, good lord? 
This might be my Jord ſuch-a-one, that prais'd m 
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lord ſuch- a- one's horſe, when he meant to beg it; might 
it not? - met 
Hor. Ay, my lord. „ ä 
Ham. Why e'en ſo: and now my lady worms; 
chapleſs, and knock'd about the mazzard with a ſex- 
ton's ſpade. Here's fine revolution; an we had the 
trick to ſee't. Did theſe bones colt no more the- 
breeding, but to play at loggats with them? mine 
ache to think on t. | | 
1 Clown ſings. 


A pick-axe, and a ſpade, a ſpade, 
For—and à fbrowiding jheet : 
O, a pit clay for to be made 
For ſuch"@ gueſt is meet, 

Ham. There's another: Why may not that be the 
ſcull of a Lawyer? Where be his quiddits now, his 
22 his caſes, his tenures, and his tricks? why 

oes he ſuffer this rude knave now to knock him about 
the ſconce with a dirty ſhovel, and · will not tell him of 
his action of battery? Hum! This fellow might be 


* 


in's time a great buyer of land, with his ſtatutes, his 


recognizances, his fines,. his double vouchers, his re- 
coveries: Is this the fine of his fines, and the recovery 


of his recoveries, to have his fine pate full of fine dirt? 


will his vouchers vouch him no more of his purchaſes, 
and double ones too, than the length and breadth of 
a pair of indentures? The very conveyances of his 


lands will hardly lie in this box; and muſt the in- 


heritor himſelf have no more? ha © 
Hor. Not a jot more, my lord. 

Ham. Iz not parchment made of ſheep-ſkins ? 

Hor. Ay, my lord, and of calves-ſkins too. 

Ham, They are ſheep, and calves, which ſeek out 
aſſurance in that. I will ſpeak to this fellow ; Whoſe 
grave's this, firrah ? _ 

Clown, Mine, fir. —— 


O, a pit of clay for to be made— 
For ſuch a gueſt is meet. 


Ham. 1 think it be thine indeed ; for thou ly'ſt in't. 
© 
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> 
' Clown. You lie ig bn't, fir, and therefore it is not 
yours: for my part, Ido not lie in't, yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou Aft ite in 't, to be in 't, and ſay it is 
_ E ſor the dead, not for the quick, therefore 
thou 7 8 

Clown, *Tis- a quick lye, fir ; twill away again 
from me to you. | * 

Ham. What man doſt thog dig it for? 

Clown. For no man, fir. 3 

Ham. What woman, then? 

Cloaun. For ngne neither. 

Ham. Who is to he buried in t? 

Clown, One that was a woman, fir; bat, reſt her 
ſcul, ſhe's dead. " . 

Lam. How abſolute the knave is | we muſt ſpeak 
by the card, or equiyocation will undo us. By the 
lord, Horatio, thele three years I have taken note of 
it; the age is grown ſo picked, that the toe of the 
peaſant comes ſo near the heel of the courtier, he 
galls his kibe,—How long baſt thou been a grave- 
maker? 23 


Clown,/ Of all the days L the year, I came to't the | 


day that our laſt king let overcame Fortinbras. 

Ham. How long 1s that fince ? , 

Clo-vn. Cannot you tell that? Every fool can tell 
that: It was that very day that young Hamlet was 
born; he that is mad, and ſent into England. 
| Hem. Ay, marry, why was he ſent into England? 

Clewwn. Why, becauſe he was mad: he ſhall recover 
his wits there; or, if he do not, tis no great matter 
there, : 

Ham. Why ? 

Clin. Iwill not be ſeen in him there; there the 
men are as mad as he. | 

Ham, How came he mad ? 

Cl:wun. Very ſtrangely, they ſay. 1 

Ham, How ſtrangely ! N 

Clown. Faith, eben with loſing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground? 

Clown. Why, herein Denmark: I have been ſext 
here, man, and boy, thirty years. | 


8 
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Ham. How long will a man lie i the earth ere he 
rot? 
Clown. Faith, if he be not rotten before he die, Wi 
(as we bave many y corles now-a-days, that will Wh 
carce hold the laying in) he will laſt you ſome eight 1 
year, or nine year: a tanner will laſt you nine year. lf 
Ham. Why he more than another? - 
Clown. Why, fir, his hide is ſo tann'd with his Ni 
trade, that he will keep out water a great while; and 00 
our water is a ſore decayer of your whoreſon dead ll . 
y. Here's a ſcull now has — the earth ill 
three and twenty years. Wat 
Ham. Whoſe was it? | ll 
Clown. A whoreſon mad fellow's it was; Whoſe : ö 
do you think it Was? : ll | 
Ham. Nays; Þknow not. | 1 
Cloaun. A peſftilence on him for a mad rogue! he "| 
pour'd a flaggon. of Rheniſh on my head once. This 
ſame ſcull, ir, wes-Yorick's ſcull, the king's jeſter. 
Ham. This | 8 2 
Claus. 3 that. ae 4 
Ha las, poor Yorick II knew him; Horatio; 
a fellow of infinite jeſt, of moſt excellent fancy: he 
hath borne me on his back a thouſand times, and now, 
how abhorr'd in my imagination it is! my gorgeriſes | 
at it. Here hung, thoſe lips, that I have kiſs'd Fon: 5 
not how oft. Where be your gibes now? your gam- 5 St 
bolg&our ſongs? your flaſhes of merriment, that N 
* Font to ſet the table on a roar ? Not one now, 1 
| nk your own grinning? quite chap-fallen ? Now N 
get you to my lady's chamber, and tell her, let her 4 
paint an inch thick, to this favour ſhe maſt come; 
malte her laugh at that.—Pr'ythee, Horatio, tell me 
one thing. | | af 
For. What's that, my lord ? 3 
Ham. Doſt thou think, Alexander Jook'd o“ this 1 
ion i' the earth? | - Sa 
bp $ Hor. E'en ſo. + 1 1 
Ham. And ſmelt ſo? pah! f | | 
Her. Een ſo, my lord. 1 


5 | | | 
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Ham. To What baſe uſes we may return, Horatio ! 
Why may not imagination trace the noble duſt of 
Alexander, till he find it ſtopping a bunghole ? 
Hor. It were ti conũder too curiouſly to conſider ſo. 
Ham. No, faith, not a jot; but to follos him 
thither with modeſty enough, and likelihood to lead 
| it; As thus; Alexander died,  Mexander gras buried, 
Alexander returneth to duſt; the duſt is earth; of 
| earth we make loam ; And w why of that lam, whereto 
he was converted, might they not ſtop a beer-barrel ? 


Imperial Cæſar, dead, and turn'd to clay, 

Might flop a hole to keep the wind away: 

O, chat that earth, which kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a wall to expel the winter's flaw ! 


But ſoft! but ſoft, aſide; —Here c the king? 
Enter King, Queen, Laertes, the <0 pbelia, A 
| * Lords and Priefts attending. 4 | 
The queen, the courtiers: do is e they follow ? | 
And with ſuch maimed rites !* This 
The corſe, they follow, did with = N 
Foredo its oun life. Twas of — —_ 2 
Couch we a While, and mark. = 
Leer. What ceremony elſe? _ | 
Ham. That is Laertes. , 
A very noble youth : Mark. 5 | 
Leer. What ceremony elſe? o 
Prie/t. Her obicquies have been as far ena 
As we have warranty: Her death was doubtful 
And, but that great command o'erſways the on * 
She ſhould in ground unſanctify'd have lodg d 
„Lill che ha trumpet; for charitable prayers, 
Shards, fints, dk pebbles, ſhould be on her: 
Let here the is allow'd her virgin crants, 
Het maiden firewments, and the bringing 1 home 
Of bell and burial. 
| Leer Muſt there no more be done ? 
Prieft. No more be done 
We ſhould profane the ſervice of the dead, 
To ſing a reg, and ſuch reſt to her 
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4 As to peace · parted 


ſous. 
Laer. Lay her i“ the earth y Ms. 


And from her fair and unpolluted fleſh, +, 


May violets ſpring! I tell then: 'churliſh . 

A miniſtring angel ſhall my ſiſter be, + 

When thou lieſt howling. ' x; 
Ham. What, the fair N 


Queen. 9 to the ſweet: e $4 
5 


898988 


cattering flowers. 


I hop'd, thou thouldt have been my Hamlet's wife; 
I thought thy bride-bed to have deck d, ſweet maid, 
And not have ftrew'd thy grave. 

Laer. O, treble woe 


Fall ten times treble on that curſed head, 


Wygſe wicked deed thy moſt ingenious ſenſe 
iv'd thee of \— Hold off the earth a while, 


Till I have caught her once more in mine arms: 

[ Laertes leaps inis the grave. 
Now pile your daft upon the quick and dead; 
"Till, of this flat a mountain you have made, 


To ober- top old Peliom or the ſkyiſh _ | 


Of blue Olympus. 

Ham. 3 J] What is he, whoſe grief 
Bears ſuch an emphaſis ?* whoſe phraſe of ſorrow ' 
Congures the wand” ring ſtars, and makes them = 
Like wonder-wounded hearers? this is I, 


- x Hamlet le 5 into the rave. 
Hamlet the Dane. L * 2 


La, The devil take thy ſoul! * 
[ Grappling with him. 


Ham. Thou pray'ſt not well. 
I pr'ythee take thy fingers from my throat; 
For though I am not ſplenetive and raſh, 


Vet have | in me ſomething dangerous, 


Which let thy wiſdom fear: Hold off thy hand. 
King. Pluck them aſunder. 

% Quern. Hamlet, Hamlet! 

© All. Gentlemen,— 


N Hor. Good my lord, Bo hiee 


TO attendants part them, 
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Ham: Why, I will fight with him upon this theme, 
Until my eye-lids Will no longer wag. 

Queen. O my fon! what theme 

Ham. I loyd Ophelia; forty thouſand brothers 
Could not with all their quantity of love 
Make up my ſum.—. What wilt thou do for her? 

King. O, he is mad, Laertes. 

Queen. For love of God, forbear him, 

Ham. Shew me what thow'lt do: 


Woo't weep ? woo't fight? woo't faſt ? woo?t tear 


- thyſelf? 
Woo't drink n "Efil? eat a crocodile;? 

I'll dot. Hoſt thou come here to Whine? 
To out face me with leaping in her graveg. ö 
Be buried quick with her, and ſo will I: 

And, if thou prate of mountains, let them throw. 
Millions of acres on us; till our ground, 
Singeing his pate againſt the burning zone, 
Make Offatike a wart! Nay, an thou'lt mouth, 
I'll rant as well as thou. 5 
Queen. This is mere madneſs: 
And thus a while the fit will work on him 
Anon, as patient as the female dove, 
When that her golden couplets are diſclos'd, 
His filence will fit drooping. 
Ham. Hear you, fir ;. 


What is the reaſon that you uſe me thus? 
I lov'd you ever: But it is no matter; 


Let Hercules himſelf do what he may, 


The cat will mew, and dog will have his day. [Exite 


King. | pray thee, good Horatio, wait upon him.— 


+ [Exit Hor. 


Strengthen your patience in our laſt night's ſpeech; 


[Lo 0 Laertes. « 


We'll put the matter to the preſent puſh. — 
Good Gertrude, ſet ſome watch over your ſon.— 
This grave ſhall have a living monument; 

An hour of quiet ſhortly ſhall we ſee; 

*Tull then in patience our proceeding be. | Exeunt. 
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S C E N . 
Hall in the Palace. 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 
Han. So much for this, fir: now ſhall}you ſee the 


| 

| 

[ 

| ' 
| other ;— | {nl 
You do remember all the circumſtatice ? 4 
| 

| 

| 


Her, Remember it, my loxgd ! 

Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting, 
That would not let me ſleep; methought, I lay 
Worſe than the mutines in the bilboes. Raſhly, | 
And prais'd be raſhneſs for it—Let us know, 
Our indiſcretion ſometime ſerves us well, 0 
When our deep plots do fail: and that ſhould teach us, 
There's a divinity that ſhapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will. 1 

Hor. That is moſt certain. 

Ham. Up from my cabin, * | 
My ſea-gown ſcarf'd about me, in the dark 
Grop'd f to ſind out them: had my deſire; 
Finger'd their packet; and, in fine, withdrew 
To mine own room again : making ſo bold, 
My fears forgetting manners, to unſeal 
Their grand commiſſion ; where I found, Horatio, 
A — knavery ; an exact command. | 
Larded with many ſeveral ſort of reaſons, .. 
Importing Denmark's health, and England's too, ous 
With, ho! ſuch bugs and goblins in my Hfe— 6 1 
That, on the ſupervize, no leiſure bated,” 11 
No, not to ſtay the grinding of the axe, 1 
My head ſhould be ſtruck off. 5 i 

Her. Is't poſſible? * 

Ham. Here's the commiſſion ; read it at more leiſure 4 
But wilt thou hear now how I did-proceed ? 

Hor. Ay, beſeech you. 9 

Ham. Being thus benetted round with villainies, | 
Ere I could make a prologue to my brains, 
They had begun the play I fat me down; . | 
Devis'd a new commiſſion; wrote it fair: 4 2 ' | 


I once did hold it, as our ſtatiſts do, 
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A baſeneſs to write fair, and labour'd much 
How to forget that learning; but, ſir; now 
It did me yeoman's ſervice: Wilt thou know 
The effect of what I wrote ? 

Hor. Ay, good my lord. 

Ham. An earneſt conjuration from the king, — , 
As England was his faithful tributary ; . | 
As love between them like the palm might flouriſh, | 
As e ſhould ſtill her wheaten garland wear, | 
And Rand a comma *tween their amities ; i J 
And many ſuch like as's of great charge— 1 
That on the view and knowing of hate contents, 

Without debatement further, more or leſs, 
He ſhould the bearers put to ſudden death, y 
Not ſhriving time allow'd. | 

Hor. How was this ſeal'd ? a 

Ham. Why, even in that was heaven ordinant; 
Thad my father's ſignet in my purſe, | 
Which was the model of that Daniſh ſeal : 


Folded the writ up in form of the other; 


Subſcrib'd it; gave 't the impreſſion ; plac” it ſafely ; b 
The changeling never known: Now, the next day k 
Was our ſea- fight; and what to this was ſequent i 
Thou know'ſt already. 


Hor. So Guildenſtern and Roſencrantz go to it. lt 
Ham. Why, man, they did make love to thiz em- 
ployment ; Fr 
They are not near my conſcience ; their defeat h 
Doth by their own infinuation grow : 
Tis dangerous, when the baſer nature comes 
Between the paſs and fell incenſed points 


Of mighty oppolites. * * 
Hor. Why, what a king is this ! 
Ham. Does it not, think thee, ſtand me now upon? or 
He that hath kilPd'my king, =_ whor'd iny mother ; 
Popt.in between the election and my hopes; as 
Throw dat his angle for my proper lite, je 
And with Tuch cozenage ; is 't not perfect conſcience, 5 


To quit him with this arm; and is 't not to be damn'd, 
To let this canker of our nature come | 
In further evil ? 
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Hor. It = be ſhortly known to him from Eng- 


What is the iſſue of the buſineſs there. 
Ham. It will be ſhort : the interim is mine; 
And a man's life 's no more than to ſay, one. 

But I am very ſorry, good Horatio, 
That to Laertes I forgot myſelf; 
For, by the image of my cauſe, I ſee ' 
The portraiture of his: I'll count his favours : 
But, ſure, the bravery of his grief did put me 
Into a towering paſſion. | 

Hor. Peace who comes here? 

Enter Ofrick. * 
Or. Your e is right welcome back to Den- 
mark. 
Ham. 1 humbly thank you, fir, ——Doſt know this 


water- 

Hor. No, my good lord. 

Ham. Thy ſtatè is the more gracious : for 'tis a vice 
to know him : He hath much land, ang fertile : let a 
beaſt be lord of beaſts, and his crib ſhall ſtand at the 
king's meſs : *Tis a chough ; but, as I ſay, ſpacious 
in the poſition of dirt. 

Or. Sweet lord, if your lordſhip were at leiſure, I 
ſhould impart a thing to you from his majeſty. 

Ham, I will receive it, fir, with all diligence of 
ſpirit : Put your bonnet to his right uſe; tis for the 
head. e 

O. I thank your lordſhip, tis very hot. 

Ham. No, believe me, *tis very cold; the wind 5s 
, northerly. me : 4 

O/. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed. 

Ham. But vet, methinks, it is very ſultry and hot; 
or my complexion 

O/-. Exceedung) 
as *twere,-I cannot tell how. My lord, his ma- 
jeſty bade me ſignify to you, that he has laid a great 
wager on your head : Sir, this is the matter, 

Ham. I beſeech you, remember 


. 


[ Hamlet modes him to put en his hat. 


y, my lord; it is very ſultry.— 


ſhewing: Indeed, to 


/r. Your lordſhip ſpeaks moſt 7 


* 
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. Nay, good my lord; for my eaſe, in good 
faita.—Sir, . here is newly come to court, Laertes : 
believe me, an abſolute gentleman, full of moſt ex- 
cellent differences, very ſoft ſociety, and great 

ak feelingly of him, E. is 
the card or calender of gentry ; you ſhall find 
> him the continent of what part a gentleman would 
ce, . . att: 

Ham. Sir, his defnement ſuffers no perdition in 
you ;—though, I know, to divide him inventorially, 


would dizzy the arithmetic of memory ; and yet but 


raw neither, in reſpect of his quick ſail. But, in the 
verity of extolment, I take him to be a ſoul of great 
article; and his infuſion of ſuch dearth and rareneſs, 
as, to make true dition of him, his ſemblable is his 
mirror; and, who elſe would him, his umbrage, 


nothing more. 
fallibly of him. 
Ham. The concernancy, fir ? y do we wrap the 
gentleman in our more rawer breath ? 
Or. Sir. * | 
Hor. Is 't not poſſible to underſtand in anothe 
tongue? You will do 't, fir, really. 
Ham. What imports the nomination of this gen- 
tleman ? 5 ; 
Of. Of Laertes ? 
Hor. His purſe 15 empty already: all 's golden words 
are ſpent. 
Ham. Of him, fir. | 
f. I know you are not ignorant 
Ham. I would, you did, fir; yet, in faith, if you 
did, it would not much approbe me: —Well, fir. 
fer. You are not ignorant of What excellence Laer- 
tes is. Fe 4s 1 
Ham. I dare not confeſs that, l 


* 


ſnould com pare 


| with Nie in excellence; but, to Won a man well, 


were to know himſelf. a | 
. I mean, fir, for his weapon; but in the im- 


. putation laid on him by them, in his meed he's un- 
fellow 'd . * 


* 
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Ham. What's his weapon ? I 

Or. Rapier and dagger. " 1 

Ham. That's two of his weapons: but, well. "ll 

O/. The king, fir, hath wager'd with him fix Bar- il; 
bary horſes: againſt the which he has impon'd, as 1 
take it, fix French rapiers and poniards, with their 
aſſigns, as girdles, hangers, and ſo: Three of the 
carriages, in faith, are very dear to fancy, very reſ- 
ponſive to the hilts, moſt delicate carriages, and of 
very liberal conceit. 3 | 

Ham. What call you the carriages ? j | 

Hor. Iknew, you mult be edified by the margent, . 
ere you had done. R 

r. The carriages fir, are the hangers. 

Ham. The phraſe would be more 'germane to the 
matter, if we could carry a cannon by our ſides: I 
would, it might be hangers till then. But, on: Six 
Barbary horſes againſt ſix French ſwords, their aſſigns, i 
and three liberal-conceited carriages; that's the French | 
bett againſt the Daniſh : Why is this ampon'd, as you 
call it ? 

Or/. The king, fir, hath lay'd, that in a dozen 
paſſes between yourſelf and him, he ſhall not exceed 

ou three hits: he hath lay'd on twelve for nine; and 
it would come to immediate trial, if your lordſhip 
would vouchſafe the anſwer. £ 

Ham. How if I anſwer, no? . 

Of. I mean, my lord, the oppoſition of your per- 
ſon in trial. 

Ham. Sir, Iwill walk here in the hall : If it pleaſe 
his majeſty, it is the breathing time of day with me; 
let theFoils be brought: the gentleman willing, and 
the king hold his purpoſe, I will win for him if 
I can; if not, I will gain nothing but my ſhame, and 


by — — 
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— — —— __ 
Par 


. the odd hits. 4 . date > 
| O/-. Shall 1 deliver you ſo? | 1 
, Ham. To this effect, fir ; after wit dafs our 


nature will. 


Or. I commend my duty to your lordſhip. [EExit. 
17 Vol. VIII. | | h 
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Ham. Yours, yours. He does well, to commend 
it himſelf; there are no tongues elſe for's turn. 
Hor. This lapwing runs away with the ſhell on his 


head. | 


Ham. He did compliment with his dug, before he 


ſuck'd it. Thus has he (and many more of the ſame 


breed, that, I know, the. droſſy age dotes on) only 
got the tune of the time, and outward habit of en- 
counter; a kind of yeſty collection, which carries 
them through and through the moſt fond and win- 
nowed opinions; and do bot blow them to their trial, 
the bubbles are out. | 
Enter a Lbrd. - 

Lord. My Lord, his majeſty commended him to 

you by young Ofrick, who brings back to him, that 


you attend him in the hall: he ſends to know, if your 


pleaſure hold to play with Laertes, or that you will 
take longer time. 

Ham. I am conſtant to my purpoſes, they follow 
the king's pleaſure: if his fitneſs ſpeaks, mine is 
ready; now, or whenſoever, provided I be ſo able as 
now. . | | 

Lord. The king, and queen, and all, are coming 
down, 1 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. The queen defires you to nſe ſome gentle 
entertainment to Laertes, before you fall to play. 

Ham. She well inſtructs me. [Exit Lord, 

Hor. You will loſe this wager, my lord. 

Ham. 1 do not think ſo, fince he went into France, 
I have been in continual practice; I ſhall win at the 
odds. But thou would'ſt not think, how ill all's 
here about my heart: but it is no matter. 

Her. Nay, my good lord, — 

Ham. It is but vey 3 but it 1s wg a kind of 
#2in-giving, asWould, perhaps, trouble a woman. 
4 e 1 nr Mind 1 thing, obey it: 
ue foreſtall their repair hither, and ſay you are not 

t. 
Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury; there is 2 
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ſpecial providence in the fall of a ſparrow. If it be 
now, 'tis not to come; if it be not to come, it will 
be now; if it be not now, yet it will come: the 


readineſs is all: Since no man knows aught of what , 


he leaves, what 1s't to leave betimes ? Let be. 
Enter the King, Queen, Laertes, Lords, Ofrick, and 
Attendants with foils, bc. 22 
King, Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand 
from me. 4 
[ The Xi. puis the hand of Laertes into that of 
amlet. ö 
Ham. Give me your pardon, ſtr: I have done you 
wrong ; 
But pardon it, as you are a gentleman: 
This preſence knows, and you muſt needs have heard, 
How I am puniſh'd with a ſore diſtraction. 
What I have done; 
That might your nature, honour, and exception, 
Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madneſs. 
Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? Never Hamlet; 
If Hamlet from himſelf be ta'en away, 
And, when he's not himſelf, does wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it. 
Who does it then? His madneſs: If't be ſo, 
Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong'd ; 
His madneſs is poor Hamlet's enemy. 
Sir, in this audience, 
Let my diſclaiming from a purpos'd evil' 
Free me ſo far in your moſt generous thoughts, 
That I have ſhot my arrow o'er the houſe, 
And hurt my brother. 
Laer. I ain ſatisfy'd in nature, | 
Whoſe motive, in this caſe, ſhould ſtir me moſt 
To my revenge: but in my terms of honour 
I ftand aloof, and will no reconcilement, 
Till by ſome elder maſters, of known honour, 
I have a voice and precedent of peace, 
To keep my name ungor'd : but, 'till that time, 
I do receive your offer'd love like love, 
And will not wrong it. 
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Ham. I embrace it freely; 
And will this brother's wager frankly play.— 
Give us the foils ; come on. 
Laer. Come, one for me. 
Ilam. I'll be your foil, Laertes ; in mine ignorance 
Your {ki!l ſhall, like a ſtar i' the darkeſt night, 
Stick ſiery off indeed. | 
Laer. You mock me, fir. 
Ham. No, by this hand. | | 
King. Give them the foils, young Oſrick. —Couſin 
Hamlet, 
You know the wager ? 
Ham. Very well, my lord; 
Your grace hath laid the odds o' the weaker ſide. 
King. I do not fear it; 1 have ſeen you both :— 
But fince he's better'd, we have therefore odds. 
Laer. That is too heavy, let me ſee another. 
. Ham. . his likes me well: theſe foils have all a 
ength ? T hey prepare to play. 
. Ay, Jo good lord, | A 
King. Set me the ſtoops of wine npon that table :— 
If Hamlet gives the firſt, or ſecond hit, 
Or quit in anſwer of the third exchange, 
Let all the battlements their ord'nance fire; 
The king ſhall drink to Hamlet's better breath; 
And in the cup an union ſhall he throw, 
Richer than that which four ſucceſſive kings 
In Denmark's crown have worn: Give me the cups: 
And let the kettle to the trumpet ſpeak, 
'The trumpet to the cannoneer without, 
'The cannons to the heavens, the heavens to earth, 
Now the King drinks to Hamlet. Come, begin; 
And you, the judges, bear a wary eye. 
Han. Comeon, fir. 
Laer. Come, my lord. [They Play. 
Ham. Oae. N 
Laer. No. 
Ham. judgment. 
O. A hit, a very palpable hit. 
Laer, Well, again, 
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King. Stay, give me drink : Hamlet, this pearl is 
thine ; 
Here's to thy health. Give him the cup. 
[Trumpet ſounds; ſhot goes off. 
Ham, I'll play this bout firſt, ſet it by a —— ly 
LT play. 
Come, another hit; What ſay you ? 
Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confeſs. 
King. Our fon ſhall win. 
Queen. He's fat, and ſcant of breath. 


Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows : : 


The queen carouſes to thy fortune, Hamlet. 


Ham. Good madam, * 
King. Gertrude, do not drink. 
Queen, I will; my lord ;—1 pray you pardon me. 


King. It is the potfon'd cup; it is too late. ¶ 4/ide.. 


Ham. | dare not drink yet, madam ; by and by. 

Queen. .Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer. My lord, I'Il hit him now. 

King. Ido not think 't. 

Laer. And yet it is almoſt againſt my conſcience. . 
A 


; 5 * > Aftde.. 
Ham; Come; for the third, Laertes : You do but 


dally ; 
I pray you, paſs with your belt violence; 
Jam afraid, you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Say you ſo ? come on. [ Play.” 
O/. Nothing neither way. oY 
Laer. Have at yon now. © 83 

[Laertes wounds Hamlet ; then, in Sufis g, 0 
they change rapiers, and Hamlet wounds. 
; L aertes. 
King. Part them, they are incens'd. 
Ham. Nay, come again. 
Or. Look to the queen there, ho! N 
[The Queen fall.. 
Hor. 3 bleed on both fides ;——-How is it my 
lord ! i 1 
Or. How is 't, Laertes? 
* 


&< \ 
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Laer. Why, as a woodcock to my own ſpringe, 
Oſrick ; | 
I am juſtly kill'd with mine own treachery. 
Ham. How does the queen ? . 
King. She ſwoons to ſee them bleed. | 
Qucen, No, no, the drink, the drink,—O my dear 
Hamlet | 
The drink, the drink ;—I am 


iſon'd.— 
| [The Queen dies. 
Ham. O villainny !—Ho ! let the door be lock'd : 
Treachery ! ſeck it out. 
Laer. It is here, Hamlet: Hamlet, thou art ſlain; 
No medicine in the world can do thee good, 
In thee there is not half an hour's life; 
The treacherous inſtrument is in thy hand, 
Unbated, and envenom'd : the ul practice 
Hath turn'd itſelf on me; lo, here | he, 
Never to riſe again: thy mother's poiſon'd ; 
] can no more—the king, the king's to blame. 
Ham. Ihe point envenom'd tool - 
Then, venom, to thy work. "FEtabs the king. 
All. Treaſon ; treaſon! 8 
King. O, yet defend me friends; I am but hurt, 
Ham. Here, thou inceſtuous, murd*rous, damned 


Dane, a , 
Drink off this potion :—ls the union here ? 
Follow my mother. King dies. 


Laer. He is juſtly ſery'd? * 
It is a poiſon temper'd by himſelf. — 
Exchange forgiveneſs with me, noble Hamlet : 
Mine aud my father's death come not upon thee; 
Nor thine on me [Dies. 
Ham. Heaven make thee free of it! I follow thee. 
J am dead, Horatio: Wretched queen, adieu! 
» You that look pale and tremble at this chance, 
That are but mutes or audience to this act, 
Had i bat time, (as this fell ſerjeant, death, 
Is ſtrict in his arreſt) O, I could tell you. — 
But let it be: Horatio, I am dead; 
Thou liv'ſt; report me and my cauſe aright 
To the unſatisfied. 


4 * 
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Hor. Never believe it ; 
I am more an antique Roman than a Dane, 
Here's yet ſome liquor left. 
Ham. As thou'rt a man, - 
Give me the cup; let go; by bead, 11 have it 
O God Horatio, hat a wounded name, 
Things ſtanding thus unknown, ſhall live behind me ? 
If thou didft ever hold me in thy heart, 
Abſent thee from felicity a While, 
And in this harſh world draw thy breath i in - 


To tell my ſtory. 
March afar off, and ſont within, 
What warlike noiſe is this? 


Oſr. Young F ortinbras, with conqueſt come from 
* Poland, We? 

To the ambaſſadors of England gives 
This warlike volley. a 

Ham. O, I die, Horatio; * 
The potent poiſon quite o'er-grows my ſpirit ; ; 
I cannot live to hear the news from England : 
But 1 do propheſy, the election lights 
On Fortinbras ; he has my dying voice; 
So tell him, with occurents more or leſs, 

Which have ſolicited The reſt is ſilence. [ Dies. 

© Her. Now cracks a noble heart: Good night ſweet 


prince; 
And flights of angels ſing thee to thy reſt !— 
Why does the drum come hither ? 
Enter Fortinbras, the Engliſh 3 and others. 
Fort. Where is this ſight ? 
Her. What is it, you would ſee ? 
If aught of v oe, or wonder, ceaſe your ſearch. 
Fort. This quarry cries, on havoc - O proud death 
What feaſt is toward in thine infernal cell, 
That thou ſo many princes, at a ſhot, 
So bloodily haſt ſtruck ? 
Amb. The fight is diſmal; 
And our affairs from England come too late : 
The ears are ſenſeleſs, that ſhould give us hearing, 
To tell him, his commandment 1 is fulfill'd, 
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That Roſencrantz and Guildenſtern are dead: : 
Where ſhould we have our thanks? | 
Hor. Not from his mouth, L 
Had it the ability of life to thank- you: 
He never gave commandment for their death, 
But ſince, ſo jump upon this bloody queſtion, 
You:;fromtie Polack wars, and you from England 
Are here arriv'd ; give order, that theſe bodies 
High on a ſtage be placed to the view ; | - 
And let me ſpeak, to the yet unknowing world, 
How theſe things came about: S0 ſhall you hear; 
Of cruel, blo y, and unnatural acts; 42 
Of accidental judgments, caſual ilaughters; 
Of deaths put on by cunning, and forc'd cauſe; 
And, in this upſhot, purpoles miſtook _ _ - 
Fall'n on the inventors? heads: all this can 1 
Truly deliver. 1 
Fort. Let us haſte to hear it. 
And call the nobleſt to the audience. 
For me, with ſorrow. I embrace my fortune: 
I have ſome rights of memory in this kingdom, 
Which now to claim my vantage doth invite me, 
Hor. Of that I ſhall have alſo cauſe to ſpeak, 
And from his mouth whoſe voice will draw no. more; 
But let the ſame be preſently perform'd, | | 
Even while men's minds are wild; leſt more miſchance- 
On plots. and errors, happen. 
Fort. Let four captains | 
Bear Hamlet, like a ſoldier, to the ſtage : 
For he was likely, had he been put on, | 
To have prov'd moſt royally: and, for his paſſage, 
The ſoldiers* muſic, and the rites of war, 
Speak loudly for him. — 
Take up the bodies : Such a fight as this 
Becomes the field, but here ſhews much amiſs. 
Go, bid the ſoldiers ſhoot. | 
[ Exeunt : after which, a peal of ordinance t, 


for . 
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If the dramas of Shakeſpeare were to be characteriſed, each by 
the particular excellence which diſtinguiſhes it from the reſt, we 
muſt aliow to the tragedy of Hamlet the praiſe of variety. The in- 
cidents ar: ſo numerous, that the argument of the play would make 
a long tale. The ſcer es ate — 2 — diverſified with meri- 
ment and lem ity; with merriment, that includes judicious and 
inſtrutive obſervations; and ſolemnity, not ſtrained by poetical yio- 
lence above the natural ſentiments of man. New characters ap- 
pear from time to time in continual ſuccMion, exhibiting various 
torms of life and particular modes of converſation. The pretended 
madneſs of Hamlet cauſes much mirth, the mournful diſtraction of 
Ophelia fills the heart with tenderneſs, and every perſonage produces 
the effect intended, ſrom the apparition that in the firſt act chills 


the blood with horror, to the fop in the laſt, that expoſes affectation 


to juſt contempt. 
The conduct is perhaps not wholly ſecure againſt objections. The 


action is indeed for the moſt pat in continual pregrefſion, but there 


are ſome ſcenes which neither forward nor retard it. Of the feign- 
ed madneſs of Hzeralet there appears no adequate cauſe, for he does 
nothing which he might not have done with thereputation of ſanity. 
He plays the madman moſt, when he treats Ophelia with ſo much 
rudeneſs, which ſeems to be uſeleſs and wanton cruelty. 

Hamlet is, through the whole piece, rather an inſtrument than 
an agent. Aſter he has, by the ſtratagem of the play, convicted the 
king, he makes no attempt to puniſh him ; and his death is at laſt 
effected by an incident which Hamlet had no 2 in producing. 

The cataſtrophe is not very happily produced; the exchange of 
weapons is rather an expedient of neceſſity, than a ſtroke of art. 
A ſcheme might eaſily have been formed to kill Hamlet with the 
dagger, and Laertes with the bow]. 

The poet is accuſed of having ſhewn little regard to poetical juſ- 
tice, and may be charged with equal neglect of poetical probability. 
The apparition left the regions of the dead to little purpoſe : the 
revenge which he demands is not obtained, but by the death of him 
that was required to take it; and the gratification, which would 
ariſe from the deſſruction of an uſurper and a murderer, is abated by 


the untimely death of Ophelia, the young, the beautiful, the harm- | 


leſs, and the pious, 


- Johnſon + 


THE END, 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 
CLE — ꝗ ——ů— 
Duke of Venice. 

Brabantio, a Senator. 

Two other Senators. 

Gratiano, Brother to Brabantio. | 

Lodovico, Kinſman to Brabantio and Gratiano. 

Othello, the Moor. 

Caſſio, his Lieutenant. 

Jago, his Ancient. 8. 

Roderigo, a Venetian Gentleman. * 

Montano, the Moor's Predeceſſor in the government 
of Cyprus. ; 

Clown, Servant to the Moor. 

Herald. 


Deſalemona, Daughter to Brabantio, and Wife to Othello. 
milia, Wife to Iago. 
Bianca, Miſtreſs to Caſſio. . 


Officers, Gentlemen, Meſſen rs, Muſicians, Sailors, 
and Attendants. 


Scene, for the firſt Act, in Venice; during the reſt of 
the Play, in Cyprus, 
« 
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er. SCENE I, 


* | 
Venice. A Street. © 
* 


Enter Roderi go, and lago. 


Rod. N EVER tell me: I take it much unkindly, 
That thou, Tago,—who haſt had my purſe, 
As if the ſtrings were thiue, —ſhouldſt know of this, 
lago. But you'l! not hear me: | 
If ever ] did dream of ſuch a matter, abhor me. 
Rod. Thou toldſt me, thou didſt hold him in thy 
hate. 
lag. Deſpiſe me if I do not. Three great ones of 
the city, 
In perſonal ſuit to make me his heutenant, 
Oft capp'd to him; and, by the faith of man, 
I know my price, n worth no u orie a place; 
But he, as loving his own pride and purpoſes, 
Evades them, with a bo.ubaſt circumitance, 
Horribly ituf'd v ith epithets of war; 
And, in concluſion, 
Non-ſuits my mediators; fer certes, ſays he, 
1 have already chojen my officer. 
And what was he? 
Forſooth, a great arithmetician, 
One Michael Caſſio, a Florentine, 
Af-llow almaſt damn'd in a fair wife; 
That never ſet a ſquadron in the field, 
Nor the diviſion of a battle knows 
More than a ſpinſter; unleſs t boek iſh theoric, 
Wherein the toged conſuls can propoſe 
As mallerly as he; mere prattle, without practice, 
Is all his ſoldierhip. But he, fir, had the election: 
And [,—of whom his eyes had ſeen the proof, 
At Rhodes, at cyprus: and on other grounds 
Vol. VIII U 
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Chriſtian and heathen, muſt be be- lee'd and calm'd 
By debtor and creditor, this counter-caſter ; 
He, in good time, muſt his lieutenant be, 
And I, fir, (bleſs the mark) his Moor-ſhip's ancient. 
Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been his hang- 
man. 
Jago But there's no remedy; 'tis the curſe of ſervice; 
Preferment goes by letter, and affection, 
Not by the old gradation, where each ſecond 
Stood heir to the firſt. Now, fir, be judge yourſelf, 
Whether | in any juſt term am affin'd 
To love the Moor. 
Rod. I would not follow him then. 
lago. O, fir, content you; 
I follow him to ſerve my turn upon him: 
We cannot all be maſters, nor all maſters 
Cannot be truly follow'd. You ſhall mark 
Many a dateous and knee-crooking knave, 
That, doting on his own obſequious bondage, 
Wears out his time, much like his maſter's aſs, 
For nought but provender, andwhen he's old, caſhier'd. 
Whip me ſuch honeſt knaves : others theWare, 
Who trimm'd in forms and viſages of duty, 
Keep yet their hearts attending on themſelves ; 
And, throwing but ſhews of ſervice on their lords, 
Do well thrive with them, and, when they have lin'd 
their coats, 
Do themſelves homage: theſe fellows have ſome ſoul; 
And ſuch a one 1 do profeſs myſelf. 
For, ſir, 
It is as ſure as you are Roderigo, 
Were I the Moor, I would not be lago: 
1a following him, I follow but myſelf; 
Heaven is my judge, not | for love and duty, 
But ſeeming ſo, for my peculiarend : 
For when my outward action doth demonſtrate 
The native act anc figure of my heart 
In compliment extern, tis not long after 
But | will wear my heart upon my ſleeve 
For daws to peck at: I am not what 1 am. 
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Rod. What a full fortune does the thick lips owe, 
If he can carry 't thus! 
lage. Call up her father, 
Route him: make after him, poiſon his delight, 
Proclaim him in the ſtreets; incenſe her 2 
And, though he in a fertile climate dwell, 
Plague him with flies : though that his joy be joy, 
Yet throw ſuch changes of vexation on't, 
As it may loſe ſome colour. 
Red. Here is her father's houſe; I'll call aloud, 
Iago. Do; with light timorous accent, and dire yell, 
As when, by night and negligence, the fire 
Is ſpy'd in populous cities. 
Rod. What ho! Brabantio! fignior Brabantio, ho! 
Jago. Awake! what, ho! Brabantio! thieves! 
thieves! 
Look to your houſe, your daughter, and your bags ! 
Thieves! thieves! | 
Brabantio, above, at a window. 
Bra. What is the reaſon of this terrible ſummons ? 
What is the matter there? 
Red. Signior, is all your family within? 
Jago. Are your doors lock'd? 
Bra. Why? wherefore aſk you this? 
Jago. Sir, you are robb'd ; for ſhame, put on your 
own; | 
Your her is burſt, you have loſt half your ſoul ; 
Even now, very now, an old black ram 
Is tupping your white ewe. Ariſe, ariſe; 
3 the ſnorting citizens with the bell, 
Or elſe the devil will make a grandſire of you: 
Ariſe, 1 ſay. 
Bra. What, have you loſt your wits? 
Rod. Moſt reverend fignior, do you know my voice ? 
Bra. Not I; What are you? 
Rod. My name is— Roderigo. 
Bra. The worſe v elcome : 
I have charg'd thee, not to haunt about my doors: 
In honeſt plainneſs thou haſt heard me ſay, 
My daughter is not for thee: and now, in madneſs, 
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Being full of ſupper, afd diſtempering draughts, 
Upon malicious bravery, doſt thou come 
To ſtart my quiet. 

Red. Sir, fir, ſir.— 

Bra. But thou muſt needs be ſure, 8 
My ſpirit, and my place, have in them power 
To make this bitter to thee, 

Rod. Patience, good fir. 

Bra. What tell'ſt thou me of robbing ? this is Venice; 
My houſe is not a grange. 

Red. Moſh grave Brabantio, 

In ſimple and pure ſoul | come to you. 

Jago. Sir, you are one of thoſe, that will not ſerve 
God, if the devil bid you. Becauſe we come to do 
you ſervice, you think we are ruffians. You'll have 
your daughter cover'd with a Barbary horſe ; you'll 
have your nephews neigh to you: you'll have courſer 
tor couſins, and gennets for germans. | 

Bra. What profane wretch art thou ? 

lago. I am one, fir, that comes to tell you, your 
daughter and the Moor are now making the beaſt with 
two backs, | 

Bra. Thou art a villain, 

Jago. You are—a ſenator. _ | 

Fra. This thou ſhalt anſwer ; J know thee Roderigo. 

Red. Sir, I will anſwer any thing. But 1 beſeech 

. ou, 
If 't be your pleaſure, and moſt wiſe-conſent, 
(As partly, I find, it is) that your fair daughter, 
At this odd even and dull watch o' the night, 
'Traſported—with no worſe nor better guard, 
But with a knave of common hire, a gondalier, — 
To the groſs claſps of a laicivious Moor ;— 
If this be knov n to you, and your allowance, 
We then have done you bold and ſaucy wrongs ; 
But, if you know not this, my manners tell me, 
We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe, 
That, from the ſenſ2 of all civility, 
] thus would play and trifle with your reverence : 
Your daughter,—if you have got given her leave,— 
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s 
I ſay again, hath made a groſs revolt ; 
Tying her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes, 
To an extravagant and wheeling ſtranger, 
Of here and every where: Straight ſatisfy yourſelf; 
If ſhe be in her chamber, or your houfe, 
Let looſe on me the juſtice of the ſtate 
For thus deluding you, 
Bra. Strike on the tinder, ho! 
Give me a taper ;—call up all my people: 
This accident is not unlike my dream, 
Belief of it oppreſſes me already :— 
Light, I ſay! light! 
Iago. Farewell; for I muſt leave you: 
It ſeems not meet, nor wholeſome to my place, 
To be produc'd (as, if I ſtay, I ſhall) 
Againſt the Moor: For I do know, the ſtate, — 
However this may gall him with ſome check, — 
Cannot with ſafety caſt him; for he's embark'd 
With ſuch loud reaſon to the Cyprus? war, 
(Which even now ſtands in act) that, for their ſouls 
Another of his fathom they have not, 
To lead their buſineſs : in which regard, 
Though I do hate him as I do hell pains, 
Yet for neceſſity of preſent life, 
J muſt ſhew out a flag and ſign of love, 
Which is — but ſign. That you ſhall ſurely find 
Im, 
Lead to the Saggitary the rais'd ſearch; 
And there will I be with him. So, farewell. [ Exit... 
Enter, below, Brabantio, and Serwants. 
Bra. It is too true an evil: gone ſhe is 5 
And what's to come of my deſpiſed time, 
Is nought but bitterneſs. — Now, Roderigo, 
Where didſt thou ſee her? O unhappy girl. 
With the Moor, ſay'ſt thou Who would be a father? 
How did'ſt thou know twas ſhe ? O, thou deceivꝰſt me 
Paſt thought! What ſaid ſhe to you? - Get more tapers; 
Raiſe all my kindred.— Are they marry' d, think you? 
Red. Truly, I think ry — 
9 
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Bra. O heaven !—how got ſhe out? — O treaſon of 
the blood! 
Fathers, from hence truſt not your daughters' minds 
By what you ſee them act.—-Are there not charms, 
By which the property of youth and maidhood 
May be abus'd? Have you not read, Roderigo, 
Of ſome ſuch thing ? | 
Rod. Yes, ſir; J have, indeed, - 4. 
Bra. 70 up my brother.---O, would you had had 
er 1 | 
Some one way, ſome another.---Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor ? 
Red. I think, I can diſcover him; if you pleaſe 
To get good guard, and go along with me. 
Bra. Pray you lead on. At every houſe I'll call; 
I may command at moſt :---Get weapons, ho! 
And raiſe ſome ſpecial officers of might.— 
On, good Roderigo; I'll deſerve your pains. 
[ Exeunt. 
Sen NS... MU. * 


| Another Street. 
Enter Othello, Iago, and Attendants. 


Jago. Though in the trade of war I have ſlain men, 
Yet do I hold it very ſtuff o“ the conſcience 
To do no contriv'd murder; I lack iniquity 
Sometimes, to do me ſeryice: Nine or ten times 
1 had thought to have jerk'd him here under the ribs, 
», Oth. Tis better as it is, 
Jago. Nay, but he prated, 
And ſpoke ſuch ſcurvy and provoking terms 
Agent your honour, LE. 
That, with the little godlineſs I have, 
I did full hard forbear him. But, I pray you, ſir, 
Are you faſt marry'd ?, for,” be ſure of this, — 
That the magnifico is much belov'd ; 
"And hath; in his effect, a voice potential 
As dwble as the duke's: he will divorce you; 
Or put upon you what reſtraint and grievance 
The law (with all his might to enforce it on) 
Will give hyn cable, 
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Oth. Let him do his ſpite: 
My ſervices, Which I have done the ſigniory, 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. *Tis yet to know, 
8 when I know that boaſting is an honqur, 
ſhall promulgate) I fetch my life and being 
From men of royal ſiege; and my demerits 
May ſpeak, anbonnetted, to as proud a fortune 
As this that I have reach'd: For know, Iago, 
But that 1 love the gentle Deſdemona, 
I would not my unhouſed free condition 
Put into circumſcription and confine 
For the ſea's worth. But, look! what lights come 
yonder ? 
Enter Caſſio, with others. | 
Iago. Theſe are the raiſed father, and his friends, 
You were beſt go in. 
0th. Not 1: | muſt be found; 
My parts, my title, and my perfect ſoul, 
Shall manifeſt me rightly. Is it they? 
lago. By Janus, I think no. 
Oth. The ſervants of the duke, and my lieutenant. 
The goodneſs of the night upon you, friends ! 
What is the news? | 
Caf. The duke does greet you, general; 
And he requires your haſte, poſt-haſte appearance, 
Even on the inſtant. 
Oth. What is the matter, think you! 
Caſ. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine; 
It is a buſineſs of ſome heat: the gallies 
Have ſent a dozen ſequent meſſengers 
This very night at one another's heels; 
And many of the conſuls, rais'd, and met, 
Are at the duke'salready; You have been hotly call'd for; 
When, being not at your lodging to be found, . 
The ſenate hath ſent about three teveral queſts, 
To ſearch you out. 
Oth. *T1s. well I am found by you. 
I will bat ſpend a word here in the houſe, 
And go with you. -: "Exits 
Caf. Ancient, what makes he here ? | 
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Tago.”Faith,he to-night hath boarded a land · carrack; 
If it prove lawful prize, he's made for ever. 

Cafe I do not underſtand. 

Jaga. He's married. 


Caf. To wha? 
PE 5 Re-enter Othells. 
o. Marry, to—Come, captain, will ? 
O:h. Have with you. 4 | $7: 
Caſ. Here comes another troop to ieek for you. 
Enter Brabantia, Roderigo, with Officers. 
Jago. It is Brabantio:—general, be advis'd ; 
He comes to bad intent. 
O:h. Hola! ſtand there! 
Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. | 
Bra. Dov n with him, thief! [They draw on both fides. 
lago. You, Roderigo ! come, fir, I am for you. 
Oth. Keep up your bright ſwords, for the dew will 
ruſt them.— 
Good ſignior, you ſhall more command with years, 
Than with our weapons. 
Bra. O thou foul thief! where haſt thou ſtow'd my 
dauguter? 
Damn'd as thou art, thou haſt enchanted her: 
For I'll refer me to all things of ſenſe, 
If ſhe in chains of magic were not bound, 
Whether a maid—ſo tender, fair, and happy, 
So oppoſite to marriage, that ſhe ſhunn'd 
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation, — 
Would ever have, to incur a general mock, - 
Run from her guardage to the ſoety boſom 
Of ſuch a thing as thou; to fear, not to delight. 
Judge me the world, if*tis not groſs in ſenſe, 
That thou haſt practis'd on her with foul charms; 
Abus'd her delicate youth with drugs, or minerals, 
_ 'Taat weaken motion :---i'11 have it diſputed on ; _ 
Tis probable, and palpable to thinking. 
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee, . 
For an abuſer of the world, a practiſer 
Of arts inhibited and out of warrant ;--- - 


Lay hold upon him; if he do rev, , 
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Subdue him at his peril. 

Otbh. Hold your hands, 
Both you of my inclining, and the reſt : a 
Were it my cue to fight. | ſhould have known i 
Without a prompter.--- Where will you that I go 
To anſwer this your charge ? | 

Bra. To priſon ; till fit time 
Of law, and courſe of direct ſeſſion, 
Call thee to anſwer. 

Orch. What if 1 do obey ? 
How may the duke be therewith ſatisfied ; 
Whoſe meſſengers are here about my tide, 
Upon ſome preſent buſineſs of the ſtate, 
To bring me to him? | 

Oi. Lis true, moſt worthy ſignior, 
The duke's in council; and your noble ſelf, 
I am ſure, 1s ſent for. 

Bra. How. ! the duke in council! 
In this time of the niglit ! Bring him away; 
Mine's not an idle cauie : the duke himſelf, 
Orany of mv brothers of the ſtate, 
Canvot but feel this wrong, as *twere their own: 
For if ſuch actions may have paſſage free, 
Bond ſlaves, and Pagans, ſhall ourſtateſmen be. Exeuxt. 


8.0 8 0-6 III. 
Council chamber. 


Duke and Senators, ſitting. 

Duke. There is no compoſition in theſe news, 
That gives them credit. 

1 Sex. Indeed, they are diſproportion'd ; 
My letters ſay, a hundred and ſeven gallies. 

Duke. And inine, a hundred and forty. 

2 Sen. And mine, two hundred: 
But though they jump not on a juſt account, 
(As in theſe caſes where they aim reports 
»Tis oft with difference) yet do they all confirm 
A Turkiſh fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 

Duke. Nay, it is poſſible enough to judgment; 
I do not ſo ſecure me in the error, 


218 -  OTHELLO. AQ 1. 


But the main article I do approve 
In fearful ſenſe. 
Sailor within.) What ho! whatho ! what ho! 
Euter an officer, with a Sailor. 

Ofi. A meſſenger from the gallies. 

Duke. Now ? the buſinels ? 

Sail. The Turkiſh preparation makes for Rhodes ; 
So was I bid report here to the ſtate. 

By ſignior Angelo. 
Duke. How ſay you by this change? 
1 Len. [his cannot be, 
By no afſ:y of reaſon; tis a pageant, 
To keep us in falſe gaze : When we conſider 
The importancy of ( yprus to the Turk; 
And let ourſelves again but underſtand, 
That, as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile queſtion bear it, 
For that it ſtands not in ſuch warlike brace, 
But altop ether lacks the abilities 
That Rhodes is dreſſed in: if we make thought of this, 
We muſt not think the Turk is ſo unſkil ful, 
To leave that lateſt, which concerns him firſt; 
Neglecting an attempt of eaſe, and gain, 
To wake, and wage, a danger profitleſs. 
Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he's not for Rhodes. 
Off. Here is more news. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 

Meſ. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious, 
Steering with due courſe toward the iſle of Rhodes, 
Have there enjointed them with an after-fleet. 

1 Sen. Ay, ſo I thought: = How many, as vou gueſs! 

Me. Of thirty ſail: and now they do re- ſtem 
Their backward courſe, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purpoſes toward Cyprus. Signior Montano, 
Your truſty and moſt valiant ſervitor, 

With his free duty, recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. 

Dake. *Tis certain then for Cyprus. — 
Marcus Luccheſe, is not he in town ? 

1 Sen. He's now in Florence. 
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Dake. Write from us; wiſh him, poſt, poſt- haſte: 

diſpatch. 

Sen. Here comes Br. b ntio, and the valiant Moor. 
Enter Brab.utio,” Othello, lago, Raderigo, and Officers. 

Duke. Valiant Otnello, ve muſt ftraig it employ you 
Againſt the general enemy Ottoman, — 

I did not (ee you; wel-ome, ge :tle fignior; [ Tb Bras. 
We lack'd your counſel and our help to-night. 

Bra. So did 1 yours: Good your grace, pardon me; 
Neither my place, nor aught i heard of b :fineſs, 
Hath rais'd me from my bed; nordoth the generalcare 
Take hold oa me; for my particular grief 
Is of ſo flood gate and ol er-bearing nature, 

That it engluts and ſwallows other ſorrows, 
And yet is ſtill itielf. 

Duke. Why, what's the matter? 

Bra. My daughter! O, my daughter! 

Sen. Dead? 

Bra. Ay, to me; 

She is abus'd, ftol'n from me, and corrupted 

By ſpells and medicines bought of mountebanks: 

For nature ſo prepoſterouſly to err, 

Being not deficient, blind, or lame of ſenſe, 

Sans witchcraft could not RY 

Dake. Whoe'er he be, that, in this foul proceeding, 
Hath thus beguil'd your dau wr herſelf, 

And you of her, the bloody book of law 

You ſhall yourſelf read in the bitter letter, 

After your own ſenſe; yea, though our proper ſon 
Stood in your action. | 

Bra. Humbly I thank your grace. 

Here is the man, this Moor; whom now, it ſeems, 
Your ſpecial mandate, for the ſtate affairs, 
Hath hither brought. 
All. We are very ſorry for it. ' 
Duke. What, in your own part, can you ſay to this? 
— 


| [7's Oihelto, 
Bra. Nothing, but this is ſo. 
. Oth. Moſt potent, grave, and reverend ſigniors, 
My very noble and approv'd good maſters, — 


/ 
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That Ihaye ta'en away this old man's daughter 

It is moſt true; true, I have married her; * 
The very head and front of my offending ; 
Hath this extent, no more. Rude lin my; 
And little bleſt with the ſet phraſe of peace; 

For fince theſe arms ine had ſeven years pith, 
*Till now, ſome nine moons waſted, they have us'd 
Their deareſt action in tae tented field ; : 


And little of this great world can I ſpeak, 


More than pertains to feats of br il and battle; 
And therefore lictle ſhall | grace my cauſe, 
In ſpeaking for myſelf: Yer, by your graciouspatience, 
I will a round unvarniſh'd tale deliver 
Of my wholecourſe of love; what drugs, what charms, 
What conjuration, and what mighty magic, 
(F or ſuch proceeding I am charg'd withal) 
1 won his daughter wath. 
Bra. A maiden never bold: & 


Of ſpirit ſo {till and quiet, that her moti Mn 
Bluſh'd at herſelf; And the,—in ſpite of nature, 


Of years, of country, credit, every ching. 
To fall in love with what the fear'd to Took on? 
It is a judgment maim'd, and moſt imperfeR, - 
That will confeſs—perfeQion ſo could err 
Againſt all rules gf, nature; and muſt be driven 
To find out practices of cunning hell, 
Why this ſhould be. I therefore vouch again, 
That with ſome mixtures powerful o'er the blood, 
Or with ſome dram conjur'd to this effect, 
He wrought upon her. | 

Duke Lo vouch this, is no proof; 
Without more certain and more over teſt, 
Than theſe thin habits, and poor likelihoods 
Of modern ſeeming, do prefer againſt him. 

1 Sex. But. Othello; 1peak ;— = 


Did you by iadirect and forced courſes, "SES 


Subdue and poiſon this young maid's affections? 
Or came it by requeſt, and ſuch fair queſtion | 
As ſoul to ſoul afﬀordeth ? -, | 

Oth. 1 do beſeech you, 
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Send for the lady to the Sagittary, 
And let her ſpeik of me before her father: 
Af you do find me foul in her report. 
The truſt, the office, I do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your ſentenee 
. fall upon my life. 
ute. Fetch Deſd fdemona hither, 
4% | [Exeunt Teo or Three. 
Oth. Ancient, conduct them; you beſt know the 
place. : [Exit laga. 
And, till ſhe come, as truly as to heaven 
Ido confeſs the vices of my blood, 
So juſtly" to«your grave ears L'Il preſent” 
How I did thrive in this fair lady's love, 
And ſhe in mine. 
Dake. Say it, Othello. | 
0th. Her father lov'd me; oft invited me; 
Still queſtionꝰd me the ſtory of my life, 
From year to year, the battles, ſieges, fortunes, 
That 1 have paſs'd + G 
I ran it through, even-from my boyiſh days, 
To the very moment that he bade me tell it. 
Wherein I ſpake of moit diſaſtrous chances, 
Of moving accidents, by flood and field; 
Of hair-breadth ſcapes i the imminent deadly breach; 
Of being taken by the inſolent foe, 
And fold to ſlavery ; of my redemption thence, 
And portance in my travel's hiſtory : 
Wherein of antres vaſt, and deſarts idle, 
Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whoſe heads touch 
heaven, | | 
It was my hint to ſpeak, ſuch was the proceſs ; 
And of the cannibals that each other eat, 
The Anthropophagi, and men whoſe heads 
Do grow beneath their ſhoulders. Theſe things to hear, 
Would Deſdemona ſeriouſly inchae : 
But ſtill the houſe affairs would draw her thence 5 
Which ever as ſhe could with haſte diſpatch, 
She'd come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my diſcourſe : Which I obſerving, 
Vol. VIII. W 
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Took once a pllant hour; and found — means 
To draw from her a prayer of earneſt heart, 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, © _ 
Whereof by parcels ſne had ſomething heard, 
But not intentively: I did conſent ; 45 

And often did beguile her of her tears, s 
When I did ſpeak of ſome diſtreſsfol lite We 
That my youth ſuffer' d. My ſtory being done, 
She gave me for my pains a world of fighs : 
She ſwore, —In faith, twas ſtrange, *twas paſling 
| ſtrange ; 

Twas pitiful, twas wondrous pitiful : 

She wilh'd, ſhe had not heard it; yet ſhe wiſh'd 
That heaven had made her ſucha man: ſhe thank'd me; 
And bade me, if 1 had a friend that lov'd her, 

I ſhould but teach him how to tell my ſtory, 

And that would woo her. Upon this hint, I ſpake: 
She lov'd me for the dangers I had paſt ; 

And I lov'd her, that ſhe did pity them. 

This only is the witchcraft I have ys'd ; 

Here comes the lady, let her witneſs it. 

Enter Deſdemona, Tago, and Attendants. 


Duke. I think, this tale would win my daughter 


too. —— 4 
Good Brabantio, 1 
Take up this mangled matter at the beſt : 
Men do their broken weapons rather uſe, 
Than their bare hands. 
Bra. I pray you, hear her ſpeak: 
If ſhe confeſs, that ſhe was half the wooer, 
Deſtruftion on my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man - Come hither, gentle miſtreſs; 
Do you perceive in all this noble company, 
Where moſt you owe obedience ? 
Def. My noble father, 
I do perceive here a divided duty: 
To you I am bound tor life, and education; 
My life and education, both do learn me 
How to reſpe& you; you are the lord of dutr, 
I am hitherto your daughter: But here's my huſband; 
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And ſo much duty as my mother ſnew'd 
To you, preferring you before her father, 
So much I challenge that-I may- profeſs 4 
Due to the Moor, my lord. | p 

Bra, God be with you !—I have done. 
Pleaſe it your grace, on to the ſtate affairs; 
T had rather to adopt a child, than get it. 
Come hither, Moor: | | *. 
1 here dh give thee that with all my heart, 
Which, but thou haſt already, with all my heart 
J. would keep from thee.— For your ſake, jewel, 
I am glad at ſoul I have no other child; 
For thy eſcape would teach me tyranny, 
To hang clogs on them.— I have done, my lord. 


Duke. Let me ſpeak like yourſelf ; and lay a ſentence, 


Which, as a griſe, or ſtep, may help theſe lovers 
Into your favour, * 
When remedies are paſt, the griefs are ended, 
By ſeeing the worſt, Which late on hopes depended. 
To mourn a miſchief chat is paſt and gone, 
Is the next way to- draw new miſchief on. 
What cannot be preſerv'd when fortune takes, 
Patience her injury a mockery makes. | 
The robb'd, that ſmiles, ſteals ſomething from the thief; 
He robs himſelf, that ſpends a bootleſs grief. 
Bra. So let the Turk, of Cyprus, us beguile 
We loſe it not, ſo long as we can ſmile. 
He bears the ſentence well, that nothing bears 
But the free comfort which from thence he hears : 
But he bears both the ſentence and the ſorrow, 
That, to pay grief, muſt of poor patience borrow, 
Thele ſentences, to ſugar, or to pall, 
Being ftrong on both ſides, are equivocal 
But words are words: I never yet did hear, 
That the bruis'd heart was pierced through the ear. 


1 humbly beſeech you, proceed to the affairs of ſtate. 


Duke. The Turk with a moſt mighty preparation 
makes for Cyprus :—Othello, the fortitude of the 
place is beſt known to you: And though we have 
there a ſubſtitute of moſt allow'd ſufficiency, yet opi- 
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nion, a ſovereign miſtreſs of effects, throws a more 
ſafe voice on you: you muſt therefore be content to 
ſlubber the gloſs oß your new fortunes, with this more 


ſtubborn and boiſterous expedition. 
O:h. The tyrant cuſtom, moſt grave ſenators, 
Hath made the flinty and fteel couch of war 
My thrice-driyen bed of down: I do agnize 
A natural and prompt alacrity, "i 
1 find in hardneſs; and do undertake, Fe. 
This prefent war againſt the Ottomites. . 
Moſt humbly therctore bending to your ſtate, 
! crave fit diſpoſition for my Wife; 
Due reverence of place, and exhibition; 
With ſuc1 accommodation, and beſort, 
As levels with her breeding. 
Duke. If you pleaſe, 
e' t at her father's. 
Bra. ] will not have it ſo. 
O15. Nor 1. * 
Def.. Nor I; I would not thegg reſide, 
Fo put my father in impatient thoughts, 
By being in bis eye. Moſt gracious duke; 
To my unfolding lend a gracious ear; 
And let me find a charter in your voice, 
Jo aſſiſt my ſimpleneſs. 
Duke, What would you, Deſdemona? | 
Deſ. That I did love the Moor to live with him, 
My down-right violence and ſtorm of fortunes 
May trumpet to the world ;- my heart's ſubdu'd. 
Even to the very quality of my lord: 
I faw Othello's viſage in his mind; 
And to his honours, and his valiant parts, 
Did I my ſoul and fortunes conſecrate. 
80 that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 
A moth of peace, and he go to the war, 
The rites, for which I love him, are bereft me, 
And I a heavy interim ſhall ſupport 
By his dear abſence : Let me go with him. 
Oth. Your voices, lords: I do beſeech you, let 
Her will have a free way. 
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Vouch with me, heayen, I therefore beg it not, 
To pleaſe the palate of my appetite; 
Nor to comply with heat, (the young effects, 
In me defunct) and proper ſatisfaction; 
But to be free and bounteous to her mind: 
And heaven defend your good ſouls, that you think 
I will your ſerious and great buſineſs ſcant, 
For the is with me; No, when light-wing'd toys 
Of feather'd Cupid, feel with wanton dulneſs 
My ſpeculative and active inſtruments, 
That my diſports corrupt and taint my buſineſs, 
Let houſewives make a ſkillet of my helm, 
And all indign and baſe adverſities 
Make head againſt my eſtimation ! 

Duke. Be it as you ſhall privately determine, 
Either for her ſtay, or going: the affair cries—haſte, 


And ſpeed muſt anſwer it; you muſt hence to- night. 


De/. To-night, my lord 
Duke. This might. | 
Orth. With all my heart. 


Duke. At nine Y the morning here we'll meet again. 


Othello, leave ſome officer behind, 
And he ſhall our commiſſion bring to you; 
And ſuch things elſe of quality and reſpect, 
As doth import you. 

Orth. Pleaſe your grace, my ancient, 
A man he is of honeſty, and truſt: 
To his conveyance I allign my wife, 


With what elſe needful your ggo4 grace ſhall think: 


To be ſent after me. 


Duke. Let it be ſ0.— | 
Good night to every oae.—And, noble ſignior, 


[7 Brab. 


If virtue no delighted beauty lack; 
Your ſon-in-law is far more fair than black. 
Sen. Adieu, brave Moor! uſe Deſdemona well. 


Bra. Look to her Moor: have a quick eye to ſee; 


She has deceiv'd her father, and may thee. 
[ Exeunt Duke and Senators. 
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O:h. My life upon her faith. —Honeſ Iago, 
My Deſdemona muſt I leave to thee : 
I pr'ythee, let thy wife attend on her; 
And bring them after in the beſt advantage.— 
Come, Dciiemona ; 1 have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matter and direction, 
To ſpend with thee: we muſt obey the time. 
{ Exeunt Othello, and Deſdemona. 


Rod. Iago, 
Jago. What ſay'ſt thou, noble heart? 

Ned. What will 1 do, think'ſt thou? 

lago. Why, go to bed, and fleep. 

Ned. I will incontinently drown myſelf. 

Jago. Well, if thou doſt, 1 ſhall never love thee 
after jt. Why, thou filly gentleman ! 

Pod. It is ſillineſs to live, when to live is a torment : 
and then have we à preſcription to die, when death is 
our phyſician. | 

Iago. O villainous? I have look'd upon the world 
for four times ſeven years: and ſince I could diſtinguiſh 
betwixt a benefit and an injury, I never found man 
that knew how to love himſelf. Ere I would ſay, I 
would drown myſelf for the love of a Guinea hen, 1 
would change my humanity with a baboon. 

Rod. Waat ſhould I do? I confeſs, it is my ſhame 
to he ſo fond ; but it is not in my virtue to amend it, 

lago. Virtue? a fig! 'tis in ourſelves, that we are 
thus, or thus. Our bodies are our gardens; to the 
which, our w ills are gardeners : ſo that if we will plant 
nettles, or ſow lettuce Mer hy ſſop, and weed up thyme; 
ſupply it with one gender of herbs, or diſtract it with 
many; either have it ſteril with idleneſs, or manur'd 
with induſtry ; why, the power and corrigible autho- 
rity of this lies in our wills. If the balance of our 
lives had not one ſcale of reaſon to poiſe another of 
ſenſuality, the blood and baſeneſs of our natures would 
conduct us to moſt prepoſterous concluſions: But we 
have reaſon, to cool our raging motions, our carnal 
ſtings, our unbitted luſts ; whereof I take this, that 
you call—love, to bz a ſect or ſeyon. 


| 
| 
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Rad. It cannet be. | 
Iago. It is merely a luſt of the blood, and a iſ- 
ſion of the will. Come, be a man: Drown thyſelf? 
+ drown cats, and blind puppies. I have profeſs'd me 
thy friend, and I confeſs me knit to thy deſerving 
with cables of perdurable toughneſs? I could never bet- 
ter ſtead thee than now. Put money in thy purſe : fol- 
low thou thele wars ; defeat thy favour with anuſurped 
beard: I ſay, put money in thy purſe, It cannot be, that 
Deſdemona ſhould long continue her love to the Moor, 
put money in thy purſe :—nor he his to her; it was 
a violent commencement in her, and thou ſhalt ſee an 
anſwerable ſequeſtration ?—put but money in thy purſe. 
— Theſe Moors are changeable in their wills; —fill 


+ "0 — — 
4 


thy purſe with money: the food that to him now is as ; 
laſcious as locuſts, ſhall be to him ſhortly as bitter as 
coloquintida. She muſt change for youth: when ſhe ' 


is ſated with his body, ſhe will find the error of her 
choice.— She muſt have change, ſhe muſt: therefore 
put money in thy-purſe.—If thou wilt needs damn thy- ; 
ſelf, do it a more delicate way than drowning. Make 
all the money thou canſt: If ſanctimony and a frail | 
vow, betwixt an erring Barbarian and a ſuper-ſubtle ü 
Venetian, be not too hard for my wits, and all the i 
tribe of hell, thou ſhalt enjoy her; therefore make j 
money. A pox of drowning thyſelf! it is clean out 
of the way: ſeek thou rather to be hang'd in compaſ- 
ſing thy joy, than to be drown*'d and go without her. 

Rod. Wilt thou be faſt to my hopes, if I depend on 
the iſſue ? 

lago. Thou art ſure of me; Go, make money :—I 
have told thee often, and I re-tell thee again and again, | 
I hate the Moor: My cauſe is hearted ; thine hath no i 
leſs reaſon : Let us be conjunRtive in our revenge againſt | 
him: if thou canſt cuckold him, thou doſt thyſelf a 
pleaſure, and me a ſport, Fhere are many events in 
the womb of time, which will be delivered. Traverſe; 
go ; provide thy money. We will have more of this? 
to-morrow. Adieu. 

Rod, Where ſhall we meet i' the morning? 
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Jago. At my lodging. p | 
Red. I'll be with thee betimes. 
Jago. Go to; farewell. Do you hear, Rodtripo 2 
1 What ſay you: * 
Jago. No more of drowning, do you hear, 
Rod. 1 ap chang: I'll go ſell all my land. 
lago. Go to; farewell; put money enough in your 
urſe. [ Exit Roderigo. 
Thus do I ever make my fool my purſe : 
For I mine on gain'd knowledge ſhould profane, 
| If I ſhould: time expend with ſuch a ſnipe, 
| But for my ſport and profit. I hate the Moor; 
| And it is thought abroad, that *twixt my ſheets 
| He has done my office: I know not if it be true; 
| But I, for mere ſuſpicion in that kind, 
* Will do, as if for ſurety. He holds me well; 
| The better ſhall my purpoſe work on him. 
'l Caſſio's a proper man: Let me ſee now; 
4 To get his-place, and to plume up my will, 
| A double kwavery, —How ? how! Let me ſee :;— 
| After ſome time, to abuſe Othello's ear, 
1 That he is too familiar with his Wife: 
He hath a perſon, and a ſmooth diſpoſe, 
| To be ſuſpected; fram'd to make women falſe. 
The Moor is ofa free and open nature, 
| That thinks men honeſt, that but ſeem to be ſo; 
| And will as tenderly be led-by the noſe, 
As aſſes are. 
L have 't ;—it is engender'd :- Hell and night 
' Muſt bring this monſtrous birth to the world's light: 


| _ | Exze: 
c—_— — CEE Per — — 
ACT H SCENE. 1. 4 
T he Capital of Cyprus. A Platform. 1 


Enter Montano, and two Gentlemen. 
| Mont. HAT from the cape can you diſcern 
| 4 W fea! 
| 1 Gent, Nothing at all : it is a high-wrought flood; 
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T cannot; 'twixt the heaven and the main, 
Deſery a ſail. 

Mont. Methinks, the wind Hath ſpoke aloud at land ; 
A fuller blaſt ne'er ſhook our battlements : | 
If it hath ruffianꝰd ſo upon the ſea, 
W hat ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them, 
Can hold the mortice ? What thall we hear of this ? 

2 Cen. A ſegregation of the Turkiſh fleet: 
For do but and upon the foaming ſhore, 
The chiding billow ſeems to pelt the clouds; 
The wild-ſhak'd ſurge, with high and monſtrous main, 
Seems to caſt water on the burning bear, 
And quench the guards of the ever- fixed pole: 
I never did like moleſtation view 
On the enchafed flood. 

Mort. If that the Turkiſt fleet 
Be not inſhelter'd and imbay*'d, they are drown'd; 
It is impoſſible they bear it out. 

Enter à third Gentleman. 

3 Gent. News lords ? our wars are done : 
The deſperate tempeſt hath ſobang'd the Turks, j 
That their deſignment halts: A noble ſhip of Venice 8 
Hath ſeen a grievous wreck and ſufferance | 
On moſt part of their fleet. j 

Mont. How! is this true? 

3 Gent. The ſhip is here put in, 
A Veroneſe : Michael Caſſio, | 
Eieutenant to the warlike Moor, Othello, | 
Is come on ſhore ; The Moor himſelf's at ſea, 
And is in full commiſſion here for Cyprus. 

Mont. I am glad on't; 'tis a worthy governor, 

3 Gent. But this ſame Caffio,—though he ſpeak. of 
| comfort, | 
Touching the "Turkiſh loſs, —yet he looks ſadly, f 
And prays the Moor be ſafe: for they were parted- 
With foul and. violent tempeſt. 

Mont. Pray heaven he be; 
For I have ſerv'd him, and the man commands 
Like a full ſoldier. Let's to the ſea-ſide, ho! 
As well to ſee the veſſel that's come in, 
As to thro out our eyes for brave Othello; 
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Even till we make the main, ant the aerial blue, 
An indiſtinct regard. 
Gent. Come, let's do ſo: 
For every minute is expectancy 
Of more arrivance. | 
Enter Caffe. 

Caf. Thanks to the valiant of this warlike iſle, 
That ſo approve the Moor : O, let the heavens 
Give him defence againſt the elements, 

For I have loſt him on a dangerous ſea ! - 
Mont. Is he well ſhipp'd ? 

Caf. His bark is ſtoutly timber'd, and his pilot 
Of very expert and:approv'd allowance; 7 
Therefore my hopes, not ſurfeited to death, 
Stand in bold cure. 1 | 

Within.] A fail, a fail, a ſail! 

Caſ. What noiſe ? 


Gent. The town is empty ;. on the brow of the ſea. 


Stand ranks of people, and they cry—a fail. 

Ca/. My hopes do ſhape him for the governor. 

Gent. They do diſcharge their ſhot of courteſy ; 
Our'friends, at leaſt. [ Guns heard. 

Caf. I pray you, fir, go forth, 

And give us truth who tis that is arrived. 

Gent. I ſhall. [ Exit. 

Mont. But good lieutenant, is your general wiv'd ? 

Caf. Moſt fortunately : he hath atchiev'd a maid 
That paragons deſcription, and wild fame ; 

One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens, 
And, in the eſſential veſture of creation, 
Does bear all excellency. How now ? who has put in? 

2 Re-enter Gentleman. 

Gent, Tis one Iago, ancient to the general. 

Caf. He has had moſt favourable and happy ſpeed : 
Tempeſts themſelves, high ſeas, and howling winds, 
The gutter'd rocks, and. congregated ſands,—- | 
Traitors enſteep'd to clog the guiltleſs keel, — 

As having ſenſe of beauty, do omit 
Their mortal natures, letting go ſafely by 
'The divine Deſdemona. 
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Mont. What isſhe ? 


Caſ. She that I ſpake of, our great captain's captain, 


Left in the conduct of the bold Jago; 
Whoſe footing here anticipates our thoughts, 
A ſe'nnight's ſpeed. Great Jove, Othello guard, 
And ſwell his ſail with thine own powerful breath; 
That he may bleſs this bay with bis tall ſhip, : 
Make love's quick pants in Deſdemona's arms, 
Give renew'd fire to our extincted ſpirits, 
And bring all Cyprus comfort O, behold, 
Enter Deſdemona, Iago, Roderigo, and Aimilia. 
"The riches of the ſhip is come on ſhore !— 
Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees : 
Hail to thee, lady ! and grace of heaven, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 
Enwheel thee round ! 
Def. I thank you, valiant Caſſio. 
What tidings can you tell me of my lord? 
Caſ. He is not yet arriv'd ; nor know I aught 
But that he's well, and will be ſhortly here. 
De/. O, but 1 fear: How loſt you company? 
Caſ. The great contention of the ſea and ſkies 
Parted our fellowſhip : But, hark! a fail, 
Within.) A fail, a ſail! [ Gun heard, 
Gent. They give this greeting to the citadel ; 
This likewiſe is a friend, 
Caſ. See for the news.— An attendant goes out, 
Good ancient, you are welcome: Welcome, miſ- 
treſs. [To Emilia. 
Let not it gall your patience, good Iago, | 
That I extend my manners: 'tis my breeding 
That gives me this bold ſhew of courteſy. [ K/es her. 
Jago. Sir, would ſhe give you ſo much of her lips, 
As of her tongue ſhe oft beſtows on me, 
You'd have enough. | 
Def. Alas, ſhe has no ſpeech. 
lago. In faith, too much: 
I find it ill, when I have liſt to ſleep: 
Marry, before your ladyſl:ip, I grant, 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 
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Zmil. You have little cauſe to ay ſo. 
Jago. Come on, come on; you are pictures out of 
doors, 
Belles in your parlours, w wild cats in your kitchens, 
Saints in your injuries, devils being offended, 
Players in your houſewifery, and houſewives in your 
8. & 
Def. O, fie upon thee, flanderer ? 275 * 
Iago. Nay, it is true, or elſe Iam Turk: 
You riſe to play and go to bed to work. 
ZEmil. You ſhall not write my praiſe. 
lago. No, let me not. 
Def. What wouldſthowwrite of me, if thou ſhould'ft 
praiſe me ? 
Jago. O gentle lady, do not put me to?t ; 
For I am nothing, if not critical. 
Deſ. Come on, aſſay . sone gone to the 
ö harbour ? 
Jago. Ay, madam. _ 
De I am not merry; but I do beguile 
The thing I am, bv ſeeming otherwiſe, — 
Come, how wouldſt thou praiſe me ? | 
lago. Tam about it; but, indeed, my invention 
Comes from my pate, as bird-lime does from frize, 
It plucks out brains and all: But my muſe RO 
And thus the is deliver'd, 
If ſhe be fair and wiſe;—fairneſs, and wit, 
The one's for uſe, the other uſeth it. 
Deſ. Well prais'd; How if ſhe be black and witty ? 
Iago. If the be black, and thereto have a wit. 
She*ll-find a white that ſhall her blackneſs fit. 
Def. Worſe and worſe. 
Amil. How, if fair and foohſh ? 
Jago. She never yet was fooliſh that was fair; 
For even her foily help'd her to an heir. 
Def. Theſe are old fand paradoxes, to make fools 
laugh i' the alehouſe What miſerable praiſe haſt tnou 
for her-«that's foul and foglith ? 
Lago. There's none ſo foul, and fooliſh thereunto 
_ does foul pranks which fair and wiſe ones 
o. 


| 
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Def. O heavy ignorance! thou praiſeſt the worſt 


beſt. But what prov uldſt thou-beſtow on a deſerv- 
ing woman in cel hne, that, in the authority of 
* did juſtly put on the vouch of very malice 
itſelf ? 5 
Lago. She that was ever fair, and never proud; 
Had tongue at will, and yet was never 3 
Never lack'd gold, and yet went — 
Fled from her wiſh, and jetfaid—now 1 may 5 


Shechat, being anger'd, heWevengebeing nigh, 


Bade her wrong ſtay, and her diſpleaſure fly3 
She that in wiſdom never was ſo frail, 

To change the cod's he r the ſalmon's tail; 
She thatcould think, and is er diſcloſe her mind, 
See ſuitors following, and not look behind; 


She was a Wight, —if ever ſuch wight were, — 


Deſ. Jo do what? 45 

Iago. To ſuckle fools, and chronicle ſmall beer. 

De/. O moſt lame and impotent concluſion Do 
not learn of him, Emilia, though he be thy huſband. 
—How ſay you, Caſſio? is he not a moſt profane and 
liberal counſellor ? 

Caſ. He ſpeaks home, madam you may reliſh him 
more in the ſoldier, than in the ſcholar. of 


— 
Tago. ¶ 4fide.] He takes her by the palm: Ay, well 


ſaid, whiſper : with as little a web as this, will 1 en- 
ſnare as great a fly as Caſſio. Ay, ſmile upon her, 
do; I will gyve thee in thine own courtſhip. You 
ſay true; tis ſo, indeed: if ſuch tricks as theſe ſtrip 
you out of your lieutenantry, it had been better you had 
not kiſs'd your three fingers ſo oft, which now again 
you are molt apt to play the fir in. Very good; well 
kiſs'd! an excellent courgghy * tis fo ihe ed. Vet 
again your fingers to your ips? Would, they were 
clyſter-pipes for your ſake !——[ 7rumper. ] The Moor, — 
I know his trumpet. | 
Caf. *Tis truly ſg, | 
Def. Let's meet him, and eceive him. 
Ca/. Lo, where he comes 
Vol. VIII. 
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 » £nter Othello, and Attendants. 

Orb. O my fair warrior! 

- Def. My dear Othello! 4, 

Orth. It gives me wonder great as my content, 
To ſee you here before me. O my ſoul's joy ! 
If after every tempeſt come ſuch calmneſs, ” 
May the winds blow till they have waken'd death! 

1 | 
Ol 


let the labouring bark climb, jnlls, of ſeas, 
pus high; au duck again as low 
As hell's from heaven ! If it were now to die, 
®Twere now to be moſt happy; for, I fear, 
My ſoul hath her content ſo abſolute, | 
That not another ort like to this 
Succeeds in unknow-Wu ate. 
Def. The heavens forbid, 
But that our loves and eomforts mould encreaſe, 
Even as our days do grow! 
Oth, Amen to that, ſweet powers !— 
J cannot ſpeak enough of this content, 
It ſtops me here; it is too much of joy; 
Aud this, and this, the greateft diſcords be 


| [Kiffing ber. 
That eber our hearts all make! 
lago. O, you are well tun'd now! ä 
But 1'11 let down the pegs that make this muſic, 
As honeft as I am. { Ade. i 
Ot. Come, let us to the caſtle, — 

News, friends; our wars are done, the Turks are 
| drown'd. | | 

| How do our old acquaintance of this ifte !— 
5 Honey, you ſhall be well defir'd in Cyprus, 
| I have found great love amongſt them. O my fweet, 
| T'prattle-wtt of faſhion, uni I dote 
.=- In mine on comforts. —Þpr'ythee, good Iago, 
| Go to the bay, and diſembark my coffers ; 
| Bring thou-the maſter to the citadel ; 
| He is a good one, and his worthineſs 

| Does challenge much reſpect. Come, Deſdemona, 


Once more well met at Cyprus 
N [Exeunt Orhall, Deſdemona, and Attendants. 
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Jago. Do thou meet me preſeatly at the harbour. 


Come hither. If thou be'ſt valiant; as (they ſay) baſe 
men, being in love, have then a nobility in their natures 
more than is native to them,. liſt me. The lieutenant 
to-night watches on the court of guard: Firſt, I muſt 
tell thee this. Deſdemona is directly in love with him. 
Rod. With him! Why, 'tis not poſſible. 5 
Jago. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy foul be in- 
ſtructed. Mark me with what violence ſhe firſt loy'd- 
the Moor, but for bragging, and telling her fantaſ- 
tical lies: And will ſhe love him ſtill for prating ? let 
not thy diſcreet heart think it. Her eye muſt be fed; 
and what delight ſhall ſhe have to look on the devil? 
When the blood is made dull with the act of ſport, 
there ſhould be, —again to inflame it, aud to os 
ſatiety a freſh appetite, —lovelineſs in favour ; ſym- 


athy in yore: manners, and beauties ; all which the 


oor is defective in: Now, for want of all theſe required 


conveniences, her delicate -tenderneſs will find itſelf 


abus d, begin to heave me gorge; diſreliſh and abhor 
the Moor; very nature will inſtruct her in it, and 
compel her to {ome ſegond choice, Now, fir, this 
granted, (as it is a moſ pregnant and unfoft'd-poſi- 
tion) Who ſtands ſo eminently in the degree of this 
ortune, as Caſſio does? a knave very voluble; 

Mrther conſcionable, than in putting on the mere 

of civil and humane ſeeming, for the better compaſſing 
of his ſalt and moſt hidden looſe affection? Why, none; 


why, none: A ſlippery and ſubtle knave; a finder out 


of occaſion; ; that has an eye can ſtamp and counterfeit 
advantages, though true advantage never preſent it- 
ſelf: A deviliſh knave ! Beſides, the knave is handſome, 
young ; and hath all thoſe requiſites in him, that folly 


and green minds look after: A peftilent complete 


knave; and the woman hath found him already. 


Rod. I cannot believe that in her; ſhe is full of moſt. 


bleſs'd condition, 
lago. Bleſs'd figs' end! the wine ſhe drinks is made 


of grapes: if ſhe had been bleſs'd, ſhe would never- 


have loy'd the Moor: Bleſs'd pudding! Didſt thou not 
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ſee her paddle in the palm of his hand? didſt not 
mark that? 5 „ . | 

Rod. Yes, that I did; but that was but courteſy. 
lago. Lechery, by this hand! an index, and ob- 
ſcure prologue to the hiſtory of luſt and foul thoughts. 
They met ſo near with their lips, that their breaths 
embrac'd together. Villainous thoughts, Roderigo! 
When theſe mutualities ſo marſhal the way, hard at 
hand comes the maſter and main exerciſe, the incor- 
porate concluſion: Piſh I- But, fir, be you rul'd by 
me: I haye brought you from Venice. Watch you 
to- night: for the command, I'll lay't upon you: Caſſio 
knows you not: — I' not be far frem you: Do you 
find ſome occaſion to anger Caſſio, either by ſpeaking 
too loud, or tainting his diſcipline; ' or from what 
other courſe. you plesſe, which the time ſhall more 
favourably miniſter. 817 | 
Red. Well. = SE — 
ago. Sir, he is wb; and very ſudden in choler ; 
and, haply, with. his-trunchg$n may ſtrike at you: 
Proygke him, that he may; for, even out of that, 
will I cayſe theſe of 7 wmutiny ; whoſe quali- 
fication.ſhall come intò no trus taſte again, but by tte 
diſplanting of Caſſio. So ſhall you have a ſhorter, 
jagirney to your deſires, by the means I ſhalf then ha 
to prefer them; and the impediment moſt profitabi 
removed, without the which there wert ho expectation 
of our proſperity. | * 
Nod. 1 will do this, if you can bring it to any op- 
portunity. ' | 

Jago. I warrant thee. Meet — and by at the 
citadel ; I myſt fetch his neceſſaries aſhore. Farewell. 

Rod. Adieu. "I [ai 
lago. That Caſſio loves her, I do well believe it; 

That ſhe loves him, *tis apt, and of great credit: 
The Moor —howbeit that I endure him not, — 
Js of a conſtant, loving, noble nature; 
And, I dare think, he'll prove to Deſdemona 

A molt dear huſbend. Now I do love her too; 
Not out of abſolute luſt, (though, peradventure, 


* 


. 
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I ſtand accountant for as great a ſin), 

But partly led to diet my revenge, * 

For that I do ſuſpeR the luſty Moor 

Hath leap'd into my ſeat: The thought whereof 
Doth, like a poiſonous mineral, gnaw my inwards: : 
And nothing can er ſhall content my ſoul, | 
Till I am ev wih bim, wife for wife; 

Or, failing ſo, yet chat! 2 the Moor 

At leaſt into a jealouſy fo ſtrong 

That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do,. 
If this poor traſh of Venice, whom I traſſi 

For his quick mare.) ſtand the putting on, 

I'll have our Michael Caſſio on the hip; 

Abuſe him to the Moor in the rank garb,— 

For 1 fear Caſſio with my night- cap too; 

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me, 
For making him egregiouſly an aſs, 

And practifng upon his peace and quiet 

Even to madneſs. Tis here, but yet confus'd ; 
Knavery's plain face is never ſeen, till us'd. [Exit 


S'CGE.N E II. 
 # Street, Enter Herald, with a Proclamation, 


Her. It is Othello's pleaſure, our noble and yaliant = 
general, that, upon certain tidings now arriv'd, im- 
porting the mere perdition of the Turkiſh fleet, every 
man put himſelf into triumph; ſome to dance, ſome - 
to make bonfires, each man to what ſport and revels 


his addiction leads him? for, beſides theſe beneficial 


news, it is the celebration of his nuptials; So much - 
was his. pleaſure ſhould be proclaimed. All offices are 
open; and there is full liberty of feafting; from this 
reſent hour of five, till the bell hath told eleven. 
Mere bleſs the ifle of Cyprus, and our noble A 


ral Othello. - Ex 
s En mm: * 


EST 8 


The Caſtle. * 


Zuber Othells, Deſdemona, Caſſio, and Attendass ; 
Oc. Good 3 you to the guard to-night; 
> 
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Let's teach ourſelves that honourable top, 
Not to out-ſport diſcretion. | | 

Caf. Iago hath direction what to do: A 
But, notwithſtanding, with my perſonal eye LY 
Will I look to't. 7 YER 

0th. Iago is moſt honeſt, A 
Michael, good night: "To-morrows, with your earlieſt, 
Let me haye ſpeech with you.— my dear love; 


The purchaſe made, the fruits are to enſue; 


; To Deſdemona. 
That profit's yet to come *twixt me and you. 
Good night. [ Exeunt Othello and Deſdemona. 


Enter lago. 

Caf. Welcome, Iago: We muſt to the watch. 

Iago. Not this hour, lieutenant; tis not yet ten 
o'clock : Our general caſt us thus early, for the love 
of his Deſdemona: whom let us not therefore blame: 
he hath not yet made wanton the night with her; and 
ſhe is ſport for Jove. 

Caſ. She's a moſt exquiſite lady. 

Iago. And, I'll warrant her, full of game. 

Caſ. Indeed, the is a moſt freſh and delicate creature. 

Iago. What an eye ſhe has! methinks, it ſounds a 
parley of provocation. p - 


Caf. An inviting eye; and yet, methinks, | right 


modeſt, 

1ago. And, when ſhe ſpeaks, is it not an alarum to 
love? A 
Caf. She is, indeed, perfection. N 
Jago. Well, happineſs to their ſheets! Come, 
lieutenant, I have a ſtoop of wine; and here without 
are a brace of Cyprus gallants, that would fain have 
a meafure to the health of the black Othello. | 

Caf. Not to-night good Iago; I have very poor 

and unhappy brains for drinking: 1 could well wiſh 
cohrteſy would invent ſome other cuſtom of entertain- 
ment. 

Jag. O, they are our friends; but one cup: I'll 
drinks for you. 

,. 1 have drunk but one cup t:-night, and that 

- 
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was craftily qualified too, and behold, What innovation 
it makes here: I am unfortunate in the infirmity, and 
dare not taſk my weakneſs with any more. 
Lago. What, man! *tis a night Frevels the gallants 
deſire it. 
Caſ. Where are they? e E 
Iago. Here at the oor; 1 pray you, .call them in. 
Caf, I'll do 't; but ĩt dilikes We. Exit Caſſtio. 
lago. If I can faſten but one cup upon him, 
With that mhich he hath drunk to-night already, 
He'll be as full of quarrel and offence, © 
As my young miſtreſs“ dog. Now, my ſickfool, Ro- 


deri O, "A 


Whom love hath turn'd almoſt the wrong ſide outward, 


To Deſdemona hath to-night carous'd 
Potations pottle deep; and he's to watch: 
Three lads of Cyprus, — noble ſwelling ſpirits, 
Trat hold their honours in a wary diſtance, 
The very elements of this warlike ile, — 
Have 1 to-night fluſter'd with flowing cups, 
And they watch too. Now, mongſt this flock of 
drunkards, e 
Am l to put our Caſſio in ſome action * 
That may offend the iſle. But here they come: 
If conſequence do but approve my dream, | 
My boat ſails freely, both with wind and ftream, 
Enter Caſjio, Montano, and Gentlemen. 
Caf. *Fore heaven, they have given me a rouſe 
already. 
Mont. Good faith, a hate one; not paſt a pint, 
As I ama ſoldier. « » 
lago. Some wine, ho! [ago fings. 
And let me the canakin clink, clink Fi 
And let me the canakin clink : 
A ſoldier's a man 5 
A life's but aſpan 5 
W. then, let a ſoldier drink. 
Some wine, oys! 
Caſ. Fore heaven, an excellent ſong. 


lage. Llearn'd it in England, where indeed) they 


»> 
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are moſt patent in > pofliba: your Dane, your German, 
and your ſwag-bellie& Hollander,— Drink; ho l-are 
nothing to your Engliſh. 

Caf. Is your Engliſhman ſo exquiſite i in his drinking ? 

lago. gp he drinks you, with facility, your 
Dane dead drunk; he ſweats not to overthrow your 
Almain ; he gives your Hollander a vomit, ere the 
next bottle can be 611'd. - | 

Caſ. To the health of our general. 

Mont, I am for it, lieutenant ; and 10 FR" juſtice. 

ago. O ſweet nd 
_ King Steph ab a worthy pee; & 1.74 
His breeches ceft him but @erown 7 
He held them fix-pence all too dear, 
With that he call'd the taylor —<hown. 
He was a wight of high renown, 
And thou art but of low degree. 
Is pride that pulls £4 country ou 
Then take OS auld cloak about thee. 
Some wine, ho 

Caſ. Why this is a more exquiſite ſong than the 
other. 

lago. Will you hear it again ? ? 

Caf. No; for I hold him to be unworthy of his 
place,that does thoſe things. — Well, —Heaven's above 
all; and there be ſouls that muſt be laved, and there - 
be ſouls muſt not be ſaved. 

ogy. It's true, good lieutenant. 6 

Ca/. For mine own part,—no offence to the general, 
nor any man of quality, I hope to be ſaved. 

Jago. And ſo I do too, lieutenant. 

Caſ. Ay, but, by your leave, not defere me: the 
lieutenant is to be ſaved before the ancient. Let's 

have no more of this: let's to our affairs. Forgive us 
our ſins - Gentlemen, let's look to our buſineſs. Do 
not think, gentlemen, Lam drunk; this is my abbient; | 
---this is my right hand, and this is my left hand :--- 
Jam not drunk now; 1 can and well enough, and 1 
ſpeak well enough. 

4. Excellent well, 3 A. 


al 
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Caſ. Why, very well then: you muſt not think then | 
that | am drunk. 1 „ i 
Mont. To the platform, maſters; come, let's ſet | 
©. mathe watch... * 8 
Jago. You ce this fellow, that is gone before: 
He is aſoldier, fit to a © = ®' * 
And give direction: o but ſee his vice; * 
»Tis — his _— a juſt equinox, * | 
The one as long as the other: tis pity of him, 
I fear the truſt Othello puts in hin, 
On ſome odd time of his inſirmity, 
Will make this iſland, mW „„ 
Mont. But is he often thus? 
lago. Tis evermore the prologue to his ſleep; 
He'll watch the horologe a double ſet, 1 
If drink rock not his cradle. | 
Mont. It were well, | 
The general were put in mind of it. 
Perhaps, he ſees it not; or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that oppo in Caſſio, 
And lcoks not on his evils: ls not this true? 
Enter Roderigo. 
Jago. How, now, Roderigo! 


I pray you, after the lieutenant; go. [ Exit Red. 
Mont. And 'tis great pity, that the noble Moor 4 
Should haZard ſuch a place, as his own ſecond, os 


With one of an ingraft infirmity : 4 
It were an honeſt action, to ſay ſo 3 
Unto the Moor. | | 7 
Iago. Not I, for this fair iſland: 1 
I a Jove Caſſio well; and would do much 4 
To cure him of this evil. But hark! what noiſe? 
[ Cry within, —Help ! help ; 

Re-enter Caſſio, ag in Rederigo. 9 

= You rogue ! you raſcal ! | 
ont, What's the matter, lieutenant ? ? 
Caſ. A knave !—teach me my duty 5 
'N beat the knave into a twiggen bottle. | 
Rod. Eeat me | | 
Caf. Doſt thou prate, rogue: 6 
Mont. Nay, good heutenant ; [ Staying him. : 


2 
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I pray you, fir, hold your hand. 
Caf, Let me go, fir, 

Or I'll knock you o' er the mazzard. 
Mont. Come, come, you're drunk. 


Caf. Drunk ? | ; [They be. 

Ingo. Away, I ſay! go out, and cry—a a 

| _ [ 4ſode to Roderigo. 
* FExit Raderigo. 


Nay, good lieutenant, —alas, gentlemen, ' 
Help, ho! — Lieutenant, — fGr, Montang,-iir ;- 
Help, maſters! Here's a goodly watch, indeed !--- 
Who's that that rings the bell ?---Diable, ho! 
, $4 | Uo rings. 
The town will riſe: Fie, fie, lieutenant! hold; 
You will be ſham'd for ever. 
Enter Othello, and Attendants. 
O:h, What is the matter here? 
Mont. I bleed ſtill, I am hurt to the death; he dies. 
O:h, Hold, for your lives. 
Jago. Hold, hold, lientenant,---fir,---Montano--- 
gentlemen, 
Have you forget all ſenſe of place and duty ? 
Hold, hold! the general ſpeaks to you; hold, for 
ſhame ! _ | 
Oth. Why; how now, ho! from whence ariſeth this ? 
Are we turn'd Turks: and to ourſelves do that, 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites ? 
For Chriſtian ſhame, put by this barbarous brawl : 
He that ſtirs next to carve forth his own rage, 
Holds his ſoul light; he dies upon his motion. 
Silence that dreadful bell, it frights the iſle 
From her propricty.--- What is * matter, maſters? 
Honeſt Iago, that look'ſt dead with grieving, 
Speak, who began this? on thy love, I charge thee. 
lago. I do not know; friends all but now even now,. 
In quarter and in terms like bride and groom 
Diveſting them for bed: and then, but now, 
1 (As if ſome planet had unwitted men) 6 
|| Swords out, and tilting one at other's breaſt, 
4 In oppoſition bloody. I cannot ſpeak 


* 
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Any beginning to this peeviſh odds: 
And would in action glorious 1 had loſt 
Theſe legs, that brought me to a part of it ! 
Orth. How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot? 
Caf. I pray you, pardon me, 1 cannot ſpeax. 
0th. Worthy Montano, you wont be civil; 
The gravity and ſtiſlneſe of your yuh - 
The world hath noted, and your name is great 
In mouths of wiſeſt cenſure: What's the matter, 
That you unlace your reputation thus, 
And ſpend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night-brawler Give me anſwer to it. 
Mont, Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger; 
Your officer, Iago, can inform ou 
While 1 ſpare ſpeech, which ſomething now offends 
me, | 
Of all that I do know: nor know I aught, 
By me that's ſaid or done amiſs this night ; 
Unleſs ſelf- charity be ſometime a vice: 
And to defend qurſelves it be a fin, 
When violence Aﬀails as. 
Orb. Now, by heaven, N 
My blood begins my ſafer guides to rule; 
And paſſion, 5 my beſt judgement collied, 
Aſſays to lead the way; if I once ſtir, 1 
Or do but lift this arm, the beſt of you 
Shall ſink in m ke. Give me to k now 
How this foul rout began, who ſet it on; 
And he that is approv'd in this offence, 
Though he had twinn'd withme, both at a birth, 
Shall lofe me.---What ! in & town of war, 
Yet wild, the people's hearts brim-full of fear, 
To manage private and domeſtic quarrel, 
In night, and on the court and guard of ſafety ! 


: ſtrous.— lago, who began't ? 
"if partially affin'd, or rk in office, - 
Thou doſt deliver more or leſs than truth, 
Thou art no ſoldier. 
lago. Touch me not ſo near: | 1 


T had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth. ; 


- 
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Than it ſhould do offence. to Michael Caſſio; 
Yet, I perſuade myſelf, to ſpeak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is, general, 
Montano and myſelf being in 1 & 7 * 
There comes a fellow, crying gpt for help; : 
And Caſſio following him with Aetermin d ſword, 
To execute upon: Sir, this gentleman 
Steps into Cafſis,” and entreats his pauſe: 
Myſelf the crying fellow did purſue, 
Left, by his clamour (as it ſo fell out) | 
"ay town might fall in fright: he, ſwift of foot, 
ut- ran my purpoſe ; and I retun'd the rather N 
For that I heard the clink and fall of ſwords, | 
And Caſſio high in oath ; which, till to-night, 
I ne'er might {ay before :* When I came back, 
(For this was brief) 1 found them cloſe together, 
At blow and thruſt ; even as again they were, 
When you yourſelf did part them, 
More of this matter can I not report :— 
But men are men ; the beſt ſometimes forget : 
Though Caſſio did ſome little wrongito him,— 
As men in rage ſtrike thoſe that wiſh them beſt, — 
Yet, ſurely, Caſſio, I believe receiv'd, 
From him that fled, ſome ſtrange indignity, 
Which patience could not paſs. 
Oh. I know, Iago, wy - 
Thy honeſty and love doth mince this matter, 
Making it light to Caſſio: — Caſſio, I love thee ; 
But never more be officer of mine. — 
Enter Deſdemona, attended. 
Look, if my gentle love be not rais d up 


& A * 


I'll make thee an example. | | 
De/. What is the matter, dem, =. a 
O:h, All's well now, ſweeting: Come away to bed. 
nm . Sir, for your hurts, myſelf will be your ſurgeon; 
| ” Lead him off. LD Montano, who is bed off. 
| lago, look with care about the town; 
And filence thoſe whom this vile brawl diſtrated-— 
Come, Deſdemona ; *tis the ſoldier's life, | 
To have their balmy flumbers wak'd with ſtrife. 
[ Ex. Manent lag and Caſſto. 
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Jago. What, x yo hurt, lieutenant ? 
Caſ. Ay, paſt a * ery. . 
- — Marry, head Sorbid f 
- Caf. Reputation, repifation, reputation! O, I have 
loſt my reputation! I have loſt the immortal part, fir, 
of myſelf, and What remains is beſtial.— My reputa- 
tion, Jago, my reputation. * 

Iago. As I am an honeſt man, I had thought you 
had receiv'd ſome bodily wound; * is more offence 
in that, than in reputation. Reputa jon is an idle and 
moſt falſe impoſition; oft got without"merit, and loft 
without deſerving : You have loſt no reputation at all, 
unleſs you repute y ourſelf ſuch afoſer. What, man! 
there are ways to recover, the g again: You are 
but now caſt in his mood, a punithment more in policy 
than in malice ; even ſo as one would beat his offence- 
leſs dog, to affright an imperious lien: ſue to him 
again, and he's yours. t 4 

Caf. I will rather ſue to be deſpis'd, than to deceive 
ſo good a commander, with fo ſhght, ſo drunken, and 
ſo indiſcreet an officer. Drunk? and ſpeak parrot ? 
and ſquabble? ſwagger? ſwear? and diſcourſe fuſtian 
with one's own ſhadow ?---O thou inviſible ſpirit of 
Wine, if thou haſt no name to be known by, let us call 
thee---devil ! | 

Iago, What was hethat you follow'd with your {word? 
What had he done to you? 55 

Caſ. | know not. 

Jago Is it poſſible? | 

Caf. I remember” a maſs" of things, but nothing 
diſtiatly; a quarrel}, but nothing Wherefore, ---O, 
that men ſhould put an enemy in their mouths, to ſtea} 
away their brains! that we ſhould; With joy, revel, 
pleaſure, and applauſe, transform ourſelves into beaſts! 

Iago, Why, but you are now well enough: How 
came you thus recover'd ? 

Caf. It hath pleas'd the devil, drunkenneſs, to give 
place to the devil, wrath : one unperfectneſs ſhews me 
another, to make me frankly deſpiſe myſelf. 

lago. Come, you are too ſevere a moraler: As the 
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time, the place, and the, condition of this country 
itands, I could heartily wish zie had not befallen; 
but, ſince it is as it is, Hr your own good. 
caſ. I will aſk him for mj place again; he ſhall tell 
me, I ama drunkard! Had J as months as Hydra, 
ſuch an anſwer would ſtop them 1 To be now a 
ſenſible man, by and by 5 2 fool, and preſently beaſt! 
O ſtrange a0 inordinate ebe unblefs'd, and 


the ingredient is 
lago. Com wine is a good familiar 
ereature, if it b . ; exclaim no more againſt it. 


And, good lientenant, 1 think, you think 1 love you. 
_ Caf. I have well approv'd it, fir. III drunk 
Jago. You, or a man living, may be drunk at 

ſome time, man. Ill you what you ſhall do, Our 

general's wife is now the general ;---I may ſay ſo in 
this reſpect, for that he hath devoted and given up 
himſelf to the contemplation, mark, and denotement 
of her parts and graces :---confeſs yourſelf freely to 
her; importune her; ſhe'll help to put you in your 

Ried again: ſhe is of ſo free, fo, kind, ſo apt, fo 

leſſed a diſpoſition, that ſhe holds it a vice in her 

oodneſs, not to do more than fhe is requeſted : This 
| ray joint, between you and her huſband, intreat 
her to ſplinter; and, my fortunes againſt any lay worth 


naming, this crack of your love all grow ſtronger | 


| 1 it was before. 
* You adviſe me well. 

4 I proteſt, in the ſincerity of love, and honeſt 
kindneſs, - _. 
| Go Inhink x freely; and, betimes i in the mornin 

I will-beſeech the virtuous Deſdemona to underta > 
for me: I am deſperate of y fortunes, if they check 
me here. 

lago. You are in the Agb. Good night, lieute- 
nant : I muſt to the watch. 

Caſ. Good night, honeſt Iago. [ Exit Caſſwo. 

Izgo. And RE 's he then, that ſays—l play the 

villain ? 


When this advice is free I give, and honeſt, 
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Probable to thinking, and (indeed) the courſe 
To win the Moor again? For tis moſt eaſy 
The inclining Deſdemona to ſubdue 
In any honeft ſuit; ſhe's fram'd as fruit ful 
As the free elements: And then for her | | 
To win the Moor, —were't to renounce his baptiſm; 
All ſeals and ſymbols of redeemed fin, — 
His ſoul is ſo enfetter'd to her log, E 
That ſhe may make, unmake, do What ſhe liſt, 
Even as her appetite ſhall the god 
With his aden. Ph — I then a villainz 
To counſel Caſſio to this parallel courſe, 
Directly to his good? Divinity of hell! 
When devils will their blackeſt ſins put on, 
They do ſuggeſt at firſt with heavenly ſhews, 
As I do now: For, While this honeſt fool 
Plies Deſdemona to repair his fortunes, 
And ſhe for him pleads ſtrongly to the Moor, 
I'll pour this peſtilence into his ear, — 
That ſhe repeals him for her body's luſt; 
And by how much ſhe ſtrives to do him good, 
She ſhall undo her credit with the Moor. 
So will I turn her virtue into pitch; 
And out of her own goodneſs make the net 


That ſhall enmeſh them all. How now, Roderigo? 


| *E T Emer Roderigo. 

Nod. 1 do fol ere in the chaceg not like a hound 
that hunts, but one that fills up the cry.—My money 
is almoſt fpent-;- I have been to-night exceedingly 
well cudgell'd; and, I think, the iſſue will be—1 ſhall 
have ſo much experience for my pains; and fo, wit! 
no money at all, and a little more wit, retum to Venice. 

lago. How r are they, that have not patience ! 
What wound did ever heal, but by degrees? 
Thou know'ſt we work by wit, and not by witckcraft ; 
And wit depends on dilatory time. | 
Does 't not go well? Caſſio hath beaten thee, 
And thou, by that ſmall hurt, haſt caſhier'd Caſſio: 
Though other things grow fair againſt the ſun, 
Yet fruits, that bloſſom firſt, will firſt be ripe ; 


| 
| 
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Content thyſelf a while;—By the maſs, *tis morning : 
Pleaſure, and action, make the hours ſeem ſhort, — 
Retire thee : go Where thou art billeted : 

Away, I ſay ; thou ſhalt know more hereafter : 

Nay, get thee gone,—, | [ Exit Roderigo. 
Two things are to be done— 

My wife muſt nove for Caſſio to her miſtreſs ; 

' ſet her on: | 

Myſelf the while, Will draw the Moor apart, 

And bring him jump when he may Caſſio find 


Soliciting his wife: — Ay, that's the way; 


Pull not device by coldneſs and delay. [Extt. 


& 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


Before the Caſtle. 
Enter Caffio, with Muſicians. 


Caf. A FFASTERS, play here, I will content your 
ains, | | | 
Something that's brief; and bid —good-morrow, ge- 
neral. [ Mufic plays, and enter Claaun. 

C/ozun. Why, maſters, have your inſtruments; bgen- 
at Naples, that they ſpeak i the hte thas! 5 
- Muf. How, fir, how! N , 

Clown. Are theſe, I pray you,call'd ind inſtruments? 

Ma. Ay, marry, are they, fir. 

Clown. O, thereby hangs a tail. 

Muf. Whereby hangs a tale, fir? _ 

Clown, Marry, fir, by many a ind inſtrument that 
I know. But, maſters, here's money for you: and 
the general fo likes your muſic, that he deſires you, 
of all loves, to make no more noiſe with it, 

Myf. Well, fir, we will not. a, 

(latun. If you have any muſic that may not be heard, 
to 't again: but, as they ſay, to hear muſic, the ge- 
neral does not greatly care, 

Mi. We have none ſuch, fir. 
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AS 


Clown.) Then put up your pipes in your bag, for 
Fll away: Go; vaniſh into air; away, [ Exe, M/. 

Ca, Doſt thou hear, my honeſt friend? 

-Chwn. No, I 3 * your honeſt friend; I hear you. 

— Pr 2 up "oy quillets. There's a 

ou of gold K the gentle woman that 

4. $ the generaP 8 de ſtirring, tell her, there's 
one Caſſio entreats her a little fayour of (| peech : Wilt 
thou do this? 

Clown. She is ſtirring, fir; if ſhe will ſtir hither, 
If ſhall ſeem to notify unto her. [Exit Clown. 

Enter lago, 
Caf Do, good my friend.— In happy time, lago. 
lago. You have not been a- bed then? 


Caſ. Why, no; the day had broke 
Before we parted; I have made bold, Iago, 
To ſend in for your wife: My ſuit to her 
Is, that ſhe will to virtuous Deſdemona 
Procure me ſome acceſs. 
Iago. I'll ſend her to you preſently :; 
And I'lldeviſe a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, 'that your converſe and buſineſs 
May be more free. * 
Cal I humbly thank you for't: _ I never 
A Florentine more kind and honeſt, - 
Enter X# milia. 
Amil. Good morrow, good lieutenant : I am ſorry 
For your diſpleaſure; but all will ſoon be well. 
The general, and his wife, are talking of it; 
* the ſpeaks for you ſtoutly : The. Moor replies, 
That he, you hurt, is of great fame in Cyprus, 
And great affinity; and that, ia wholelome wiſdom, 
He might * but refuſe you: but, he proteſts, he loves 
* 
And needs * other ſuitor, but his likings, 
To take the ſafeſt occaſion by the front, 
To bring yon in again. 
Caſ. Vet, I beſeech you, — 
If you th nk fit, or that it may be done, — 
* 2 
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Give me advantage of ſome; brief diſcourſe 

With Deſdemona alone. 
Emil. Pray you, come in; 

I will beſtow you where you ſhall have time 

To (oak. your boſom freely. -**® 


Caſ. 1 am much bound to * [ Extunt. 
S c E Nm. 
Atom in the Caftle. 


Enter Othello, Tago, and Gentlemen. * 
0:5. Theſe letters give, lago, to the 7188 * 
And, by him, do my duties to the ſtate: N 
That done, I wilt be walking on the works, 
Repair there to me. 
| lago. Well, my good lord, Ill do't. 
I Oth. This fartification, gentlemen,-- -ſhall we ſee” te 
Gent. We'll wait upon your lordſhip. [ Exeunt, 


S C.& NE III. 
Another Room, in the Caſtle. 


* Enter De/demona, Caſſio, and At milia. 
. Be thou aſſur'd, good Caſſio, I will do 
alge abilities in thy behalf. 
1. Good madam do; I know it grieves my 
huſband, | 
As if the caſe were his. 
De/. O, that's an honeſt — doubt al. 
ſio, | 
But I will have my lord and you again” _ 9" 
As friendly as you were. 4 4 
Ca/. Bounteous madam, * 
| Whatever ſhall become of Michael Caſſi b, 
| He's never any thing but your true ſervant, 
| 


i 


De. O, fir, I thank you: You do laove my lord, 
Vou have known him long; and be you well dafur d, 
He ſhall in ſtrangeneſs ſtand no farther o 
| T han in a pelitie diſtance. , 
Caf. Ry, but lady, 
| That policy may either laſt ſo lon 
| Or "Teng upon ſuch nice and wateriſh diet, 


1 
| 
| 


* 
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Or breed itſelf ſo out * eircumſlance, | 
That, I being abſent, ànd my place ſupply'd;. 
My general will forget my love and ſervice. 
De. Do not doubt that; before Amilia here, 
I give thee warrant of thy place: aſſure thee, 
If I do vow a friendſhip, F. Il perform it 
To the laſt article: my lord ſhall never reſt: 


Ill watch him tame, and talk him out of patience ; 


His bed ſhall ſeem a ſchool, his board a ſhrift ; ; 
PR Antermingle every thing he does N 
With-Gaffio's ſuit : 1 — be ene Caſſio; 
For thy ſolicitar ſhall rather die, 
Than give thy cauſe away. 
Enter Othello, and Jago, at a diftance. 
mil. Madam, here comes my lord; 
Caſ. Madam, Pl take my leave. 
De. Why, ſtay, and hear me ſpeak. 
Caf. Madam, not now; I am very ill at eaſe, 
Unfit for mine own pur oſes. 
Deſ. Well, do your diſcretion. [ Exit Caſſia 
Tago. Ha! 1 like not that. 
01h. What doſt thou ſay ? 
Jago. Nothing, my lord: or if—I know not what, 
Oth. Was not that Caflio parted from my wife? 
lago. Caſſio, my lord? No, ſure, I cannot think it, 
That he would fteal away-ſo guilty- — 
* you coming. N 
. I do believe, twas he. 
Dir How now, my lord ? 
I have been talking with a ſuitor here, 
A man that languithes 1 in your diſpleaſure. 
Oth. Who 1s't, you mean? 
De/. Why, your lieutenant Caſio. Good my lord, 
If I have any grace, or power to move you, 
His preſent reconciliation take : 
For, if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in 1gnorance, and not in cunning, 
I have no judgment in an honeſt face: 
I pr'ythee call him back. 
Orth. Went he hence now? 


| y O75. I ſhall not dine at home. tit 


It ſhall be full of poize and difficulty, 
And fearful to be granted. 


* 
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De. Ay, ſooth 1 ſo humbled, 


That he hath left part of His grief with me, 


To ſuffer with him: Good love, call him back. 


Orb. Not now, Tweet Deſdemona ; ſome other As. | 
8 


Def. But ſhall v be ſhortly? | 
Oth. The ſooner, ſweet, for you: 
Def. Shall't be to- night at ſupper? 
Orth. No, not to- night. * 
Def. To morrow dinner then? 


meet the captains at the citadel. 1 


Def. Why then, to- morrow night zor Tueſday morn; 


Or Tueſday noon, or night; or Wedneſday morn; 

I pray thee, name the time; but let it not 

Exceed three days; in faith, he's penitent; 

And yet his treſpaſs, in our common reaſon, 

(Save that, they ſay, the wars muſt make examples 
Out of their beſt) is not almoſt a fault 

To incur a private check: When ſhall he come? 
Tell me, Othello, I wonder in my ſoul 

What you could aſk me, that. I ſhould deny, 


Or ſtand ſo mammering on. What! Michael Caſſio, 
That eame a-Wooing with you; and ſo many a time, 


When [ have ſpoke of you diſpraifingly, _ 
Hath ta'eri your part; to have ſo much to do 
To bring him in! Truſt me, I could do much, —- 


Oh. Pr? ythee, no more: let him come when he Will 


7 


I will deny thee nothing. | 
Def. Why. this is not a boon; | 

*Tis as I ſhouldentreatyou”wear yon gloves, | 
Or feed. on nouriſhing diſhes, or keep you warm; 
Or ſue to you to do a peculiar profit N 
To your own perſon: Nay, when I have a ſuit, 
Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed, 


Oth. I will deny thee nothing: 

Whereon, I do beſeech thee, grant me this,. 

To leave me but a little to myſelf. P 
Def. Shall I deny you no: Farewell, my lord. 


PI 
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Oth. Farewell, my rn: I will come to thee 
ſtraight. wi | 

De/. Amilia, come:— Be it as your fancies teach you; q 
Whate'er you be, I am obedient. © [Exit avith mil. 

Orth. Excellent wretch ! Perdition catch my foul, | 
But J do love thee! and when I love thee not, 1 
Chaos is come again. * : 

lago. My noble lord | 1 

0th, What doſt chou ſay, Iago? : | 4 

4 dag Did, Michael Caſſio, when you woo'd my lady, 
Know ef your love ? 

Oth. He did, from firſt to laſt? Why doſt thou aſk ? 

lago. But for a ſatisfaction of my thought: 
No further harm. a 

Oth. Why of thy thought, Iago ? 

Iago. Tdid not think, he had been acquainted with it, 

Oth. O yes; and went between us very oft. 

Iago. Indeed? 

Otb. Indeed ! ay, indeed; — Diſcern'ſt thou aught. 

in that? 
Is he nct honeſt ? 

lago. Honeſt, my lord? 

Oth. Honeſt! ay honeſt. _ 

lago. My lord, for aught I know. 

Orth, What doſt thou think? 
lag Think, my lord? 

Orb. Think, my lord; — By heaven, he echoes me, 
As if there were ſome monſter in his thought, . 
Too hideous to be ſne Cn. Thou doſt mean ſomething. 

I heard thee ſay but now, Thou lik'dit not that, 

When Caſſio left my wife; What didſt not like? 

And, when Itold thee—he was of my counſel | | 
In my whole courſe of wooing, thou cry'dit, Indeed? ' 
And didſt contract and purſe thy brow together, ü 
As if thou then hadſt ſnut up in thy brain 

Some horrible conceit. If thou doſt love me,, 

Shew me thy thought. 

Jago. My lord, you know I love you. 

Orth. I think thou do'ſt: | 
And,—for I know thou art full of. love and honefty, 


% + 
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And weigh'ſt thy words befor thou giv ſt them breath 
Therefore theſe ſtops of thine fright me the more: 
For ſuch things, in a- falſe diſſoyal knave, 

Are tricks of cuſtom; but, in a man that's juſf, 

Thep are cloſe delatiohs, working from the heart, 
That paſſion cannot rule. 

Jago. For Michael Caſſio.— Y 2 
I dare be ſworn, I think that he is honeſt. 

O:h. I think ſo td. "+2006 
lago. Men ſhould be what they ſeem ;4 . 4 
Or, thoſe that be not, would they might ſeem none! 

Orth. Certain, men ſhould be whit they ſeem.” 

Jago. Why then, I think Cafio's an honeſt man. 

Oth. Nay, yet there's more in this: 
I pray thee ſpeak to me as to thy thinkings, 
As thou doſt ruminate ; and give thy worſt of thoughts 
The worſt of words. | 

lago. Good my lord, pardon me; 
Though I am bound to every act of duty, 
I am not bound to that all ſlaves are free to. 
Utter my thoughts? Why, ſay, they are vile and falſe, 
As where's that palace, whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not? who has a breaſt ſo pure, 
But ſome uncleanly apprehenſions 


With meditations lawfal. : | 

0th. Thou doſt conſpire againſt thy friend, Iago, 

If thou but think'ſt him wrong'd, mak*ſ his car 

A ſtranger to thy thoughts. — | 
1 do 4! Bars. ay OT 

Though [—perchance, am vicious in my gueſs, 

(As, I confeſs, it is my nature's plague 

To ſpy into abuſes ; and, oft, my jealouſy 

Shapes faults that are not) that your wiſdom yet, 

From one that fo imperfeRly conceits, 

Would take no notice; nor build yourſelf a trouble 

Out of his ſcattering and unſure obſervance :— 

It were not for your quiet, nor your Fon 

Nor for my manhood, honeſty, or wiſdom, 

To let you know my thoughts. 


my leets, and law-days, and in ſeffion fit =Y * 
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Ou What doit thong? 
lago. Good name, in man and woman, dear my lord, 
Is the immediate jewel of their fouls ; 
Who ſteals my Parts ſteals traſh; tis ſomething, nothing: 
_ Twas mine, tis hig has been ſlave to thouſands ; 
But he, that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that, which not enriehesfhim, 
And makes me poor indeed. 27. 
Oil. By heaven, 1'11 know thiWought. 
Jago, You cannot, if my heart Were in your hand; 
Nor ſhall not, whilft 'tis in my cuſtody, 
; Oth."Hal® :: Þ | 
lago. O, beware, my lord, of jealouſy; _ 
It is the green-ey'd monſter, which doth mock 
The meat it feeds on: That cuckald Hives in bliſs, 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger ; 
But, O, what damned minutes tells he ober 
Who dotes, yet doubts ; ſuſpects, yet ſtrongly loves! 
Otrh. O miſery! = | | 
lago, Poor, 5 content, is rich, and rich enough; 
But riches, ſineleſs, is as poor as winter, 
To him that ever fears he ſhall »e poor 
Good heaven, the ſouls of all my tribe defend 
From jealouſy | | 
-Oth. Why? why 1s this? 3 
Think'ſt thou, I'd make a life of jealouſy, 
To follow ſtill the changes of the moon 
With freſh ſuſpicions? No; to be once in doubt, 
once to be reſolv'd: Exchange me for a goat, 
When I ſhall turn the buſineſs of my ſoul 
To ſuch exſuffolate and blown ſurmiſes, 


* 


Matching thy inference. Tis not to make me jealous, 


To ſay my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, 
Is free of ſpeech, ſings, plays, and dances well; 
Where virtue is, theſe are more virtuous ; 

Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 

he ſmalleſt fear, or doubt of her revolt; 

For ſhe had eyes, and choſe me: No, Iago; 

Il ſee, before 1 doubt; when I doubt, prove; 

And, on the proof, there is no more but this, 

Away at once with love, or jealouſy. 


— 
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Jago. Tam glad of this now Lfhallhave reaſon 
To ſhew the love and duty that I bear o 
With franker ſpirits 22 as I am bound, * 


Receive it from me :I ſpeak not yet of proof; 
Look to your wife; obſerve her Mell with Caſſio; 1 


Wear your eye not jealous,” nor ſecure: 
1 would not have yeu- > free. and noble nature," 

Out of ſelf-bounty he abus'd; look tot 
I know our countrys iſpoſition well; 2 


In Venice they do let heaven ſee the pranks' r 
They dare not ſhew their huſbandsʒ their beſt 9 — 
Is not to leave undone, but keep bnknoun. ' ; 

Oth. Doſt thou ſay ſo? 

Iago. She did b her father, marrying you; 
And, when ſhe ſeem'd to thake, and fear your looks, 
She lov'd* them moft. 

Otrh* And fo ſhe did. 

lago. Why, go to, then; 

She that, ſo young, could give out ſuch a ſeeming, 
To ſea] her father's eyes K. cloſe as gak,— 

He thought ” twas witchcraft :—-But Iam much to blame; 
I humbly do beſeech you of your pardon, ag 
For too much loving you. 8 

Orth. I am bound to thee for ever. 

Iago. Tee, this hath a little daſh'd your {| ſpirits. © 

0th, Not a jot, not a jot. 

Iago. Truſt me I fear it has. ' 

I hops; you will conſider, what is ſpoke 

Comes from my love;—But, I do ſee, you are mov'd; — 
I am to pray you not togſtrain my ſpeech _ 

To groſſer iſſues, nor to larger reach, 

Than to ſuſpicion. 

2 I will not. 

o. Should you do ſo, my lord, 

* mould fall into ſuch vile ſucceſs 6 
oe my thoughts aim not at. Caſſio's my W friend: 
My lord, I ſee you are mov'd. | 

Oth. No, not much mov'd :— _ 

I do not think but Deſdemona's honeſt. _ 
Lago, Long live ſhe ſo! and long live you to think ſo! 
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Oth. And yet, ay nature erring from itſelf, — 
lago. Ay'there's thegoint: As to be bold with you, 

Not to affect many propoſed matches, 

Of her own clime, complexion, and degree; 

Whereto, we ſee, in all things nature tends : 

. Foh! one may ſmell, in ſuch, a will moſt rank, 

Foul diſpropattion, thoughts unnatural. 

But pardon me; 1 do not, in tion, 

Diſtinctly ſpeak of her: thou nay fear, 

Her will, recoiling to her better judgment, 

May fall to match you with her country forms, 

And (happily) repent. _= 
Otb. Farewell, farewell: © 

If more thou doſt perceive, let me know more; 

Set on thy wife to obſerve: Leave me, Iago. 
Jago. My lord, I take my leave. 


[ Going, Ant 
Orb, Why did I marry ?---This honeſt creature, v0 
doubtleſs, | * 0 

Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds. N 


Togo. My lord, —1 would, I might entreat your honour 
To ſcan this thing no further; leave it to time: 


And though it be fit that Caſſio have his place, 
For ſure, he fills it up with great ability) 
Vet, if you pleaſe to hold him off a while, 
You ſhall by that perceive him and his means: 
Note, if your lady ſtrain his entertainment 
With any ſtrong, or vehement importunity ; 
Much will be ſeen in chat. In the mean time, 
Let me be thought too buſy in my fears, 

(As worthy cauſe I have, to fear—I am) 
And hold her free, I do beſeech your honour, 

Oth, Fear not my government. | 

Tago. 1 once more take my leave. 

Oth. This fellow's of exceeding honeſty, 
And knows all qualities, with a learned ſpirit, 
Of human dealings: If I do prove her hagpard, 
Though that her jeſſes were my dear heart-ſtrings, 
I'd whiſtle her off, and let her down the wind, 
To prey at fortune. Haply, for Fam black: 


And have not thoſe ſoft parts of converſation - 
Vol. VIII. Z 
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That chamberers have: Or, for am declin'd 
Into the vale of years ;—yet eee. much 
She's gone; I am abus'd; and my relief 4 
Muſt be—to loath her. 0 curſe of marriage, 
That we can call theſe delicate creatures qurs, 
And not their appetites! I had rather be a toad, 
And live upon the vapour of a dungeo 
Than keep a corner he thing I love, 
For other's uſes tis the ue of wont ou 
Prerogativ'd are tho leſs than Ia fo 1+? 
*T1s deſtiny unſhunnable, like death; 
Even then this forked ue is fated to us, 
When we do quicken.” demona comes : 
Enter: Deſdemona and Emilia. 
If ſhe be falſe, 'O, then heaven mocks itſelf 
I'll not believe it. 
Deſ. How now, my dear Othello? 
Vour dinner, and the generous iſlanders 
By you invited, do attend your preſence. 
Oth. I am to blame. , 
Deſ. Why is your ſpeech ſo faint ? are you not well? 
Oh. T haye a pain upon my forehead here. 
Def. Why, that's with watching; twill away again; 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hanr 
It ſhall be well. | 0 
Otb. Your napkin is too, little. 
(. he drops her baudkerchief.. 
Let it alone. Come, 1'll go in with you. 
Def. Jam very ſorry that you are not well. 
| F; [Exeunt Deſ. and Otb. 
nil. Tam lad, I have found this napkin ; 
This was ker firſt remembrance from the Moor: 
My wayward huſband hath a hundred times 
oo'd me to ſteal it; but ſhe ſo loves the token, 
(For he conjur'd her, ſhe ſnould ever keep it) 
hat ſhe reſerves it evermore about her, 
To kiſs and talk to. I'll have the work ta'en out, 


And give it Iago: . 
What he'll do with it, heaven knows, not 1; 


1 nothing but to pleaſc his fantaſy. 


SS 
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Enter Jago. 
Jago. How now? what do you here alone? 
Emil. Do not you chide : I have a thing for you. 
Iago. You have a thing for me ?—lt is a common 
thing. 
LEmil. Ha f | N 
Jago. To have a fooliſh wife. 
mil, O, is that all? what vg} you'give me now 
For that ſame handkerchief ! wy 
Jago. What handkerchief !' 
nil. What handkerchicf! 
Why, that the Moor firſt gave to Deſdemona ; 
That which ſo often you did bid me ſteal. 
Jago. Haſt ſtolen it from her ? 7 
Foil No ; but ſhelet it drop by negligence ; 
And, to the advantage, I, being here, took it up. 
Look, here it is. | 
lago. A good wench ; give it me. 


mil. What will you do with it, that you have 


been ſo earneſt 
To have me filch ift? . 
Iage. Why, What is that to du? [Snatching it. 
mil. If it be now. ſome purpoſe of import, 

Give it me again: N ady! he'll run mad, 
When ſhe ſhall lack it. 
lago. Be not you known on't; I have uſe for it. 

Go, leave me. [Exit Amil. 
I will in Caſſio's lodging loſe this napkin, 
And let him find it; Trifles, light as air, 
Are, to the jealous, co ations ſtro 

As proofs of holy writ. This may do fomething, 
The Moor already changes with my poiſon :— 
DangerougCconcetts are, in their natureFpoiſons, 
Which eee firſt, are ſearce found to diſtaſte ; 
But, with = little act apon the blood, 
Burn like the mines of ſulphur.—I did fay ſo :— 

2 Enter Othello. 

Look, where he comes! Not poppy, nor mandragora, 
Nor all the drowſy ſyrups of the world, 
Shall ever med'cine thee to that ſweet ſleep 

Which thou ow'dſt yeſterday. 
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Oth. Hai! ha! falſe to me? to me? 
lago. Why, how now, general? no more of that. 
Oth. 3 be gone ! thou haſt ſet me on the 
racx: W 
I ſwear, tis better to be much abus d, 
Than but to know't a little. 
ago. How now, my lord? E 
Oth. What ſenſe had I of her ſtolen hours of luſt ? 
I ſaw it not, thoug Wh not, it harm'd not me: 
1 ſlept the next night well, was free, and merry : * 
I found not Caſſio's kiſſes on her lips: 
He that is robb'd, not wanting, what is ftolen, 
Let him not know it, and he's not robb'd at all. 
Iago, I am ſorry to hear this. 
0th, I had been happy, if the general camp, 
Pioneers and all, had taſted her ſweet body, 
So I had nothing known : O now ; forever, 
Farewell the tranquil mind ! farewell content ! 
Farewell the plumet troop, and the big wars, 
That make ambition virtue! O, farewell! 
Farewell the neighing ſteed, and the ſhrill trump ; 
The ſpirit-ſtirring drum, the ear-piercing fife, 
The royal banner; and all quality, 
Pride, pomp, and circumſtance of glorious war; 
And O you mortal engines, whoſe rude throats ; 
The immortal ſove's dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewell ! Othello's occupation's gone ! 
Iago. Is it poſſible ?—My lord, — 


Oth. Villain, be ſure thou prove my love a whore; 


Be ſure of it ; give me the ocular proof ; 


[ Catching hold on him. 


Or, by the worth of mine eternal ſoul, | 
Thou hadit bgen better have been born a dog, 
'Than anſwer my wak'd wrath.. a 
lago. Is it come to this? 1 MAR. - - 
Otb. Make me to ſee it; or (at the leaſt) ſo prove it, 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop, 
To hang a doubt on: or, woe upon thy life! 
Iago. My noble.lord,— | 
Oth, If thou doſt ſlander her, and torture me, 
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Never pray more : abandon all remorſe ; - 
On horror's head horrors accumulate; 
Do deeds to make heaven 2 — amaz d; 
For nothing canſt chou to damnation add, 
Greater than N 13 * 
Iago. O gra 
Are you a 


eon a ſoul of ſenſe ?— w 
God be mine office. —O wretched fool, 
That liv'd t. e honeſty a vice !— — 
O monſtrous world Take note, take note, O world, 
To be direct and honeſt, is not ſafe— 
I thank you for this profit : and, from hence, 
Pl love no friend, ſith love breeds ſuch offence. 

Oth. Nay, ſtay :---Thou ſhouldſt be honeſt. 
> Tage. I ſhould be wiſe ; for honeſty's a fool, 
And loſes that it works for. | 

Otbh. By the world, 
I think my wife be honeſt, and think ſhe is not ; 
Ithink that thou att juſt, and think thou art not; 
P11 have ſome proof: Her name, that was as freſh 
As Dian's viſage, is now begrim'd and black 
As mine own face.---If there be cords, or knives, 
Poiſon, or fire, or ſuffocating ſtreams, 
I'll not endure it.- Would, I were ſatisfied ! 

Jago. I ſee, fir, you are eaten up with paſſion; 
I do repent me, that I put it to you. 
You would be ſatisfied? 

Oth. Would? nay, I will? 
lago. And may: But how? how ſatisfied, my lord? 
Would you, the luperriſor, groſsly gape on ? 
Behold her tupp'd : 

Otb. Death and. damnation? O! 

Iage. It were a tedious difficulty, I think, 
To bring ?em to that proſpe& : Damn them then, 
If ever mortal eyes do ſee them bolſter, 
More than their own ! What then? how then? 
What ſhall I fay ? Wh r-"s ſatisfaction? 
It is impoſſible, you ſhould ſee this, 
Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys, 
As ſalt. as wolves in * and fools as groſs. 

2 I: 
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As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I ſay, 

If imputation, and ſtrong circumſtances, — 

Which lead directly to the door of truth. 

Will give you ſatisfaction, you might have it. 
Oth. Give me a living reaſon that ſhe's diſloyal. 


lago. I do not like the oſſice:: 
But, fith I am enter'd in this cauſe fafar;- 
Prick'd to it by fooliſh honeſty, aud love,. 
I will go on. I lay with Caſſio late; 
And, being troubled with a raging tooth, 
I could not ſleep. 
There are a kind of men ſo looſe of ſoul, 
That in their ſleeps will mutter their affairs; 
One of this kind is Caſſio: ; 
In ſleep I heard him ſay, Saveet Deſaemona l 
Let us be wary, let us hide our loves ! * 
And then, ſir, would he gripe, and wring my hand 
Cry. O fweet creature! and then kiſs me hard, 
As if he pluck'd up kiſſes by the roots, | 
That grew upon my lips ; then lay his leg 
Over my thigh and figh, and kiſs ; and then 
Cry,---Curſed fate ! that gave thee to the Moor ! 
Oth. O monſtrous ! monſtrous ! 
lago. Nay this was but his dream. 
Gib. But this denoted a foregone concluſion ; 
Tis a ſhrewd doubt, though it be but a dream. 
lago. And this may help to thicken other proofs, + 
'That do demonſtrate thinly, 
Oth. I'll tear her all to pieces. 
Jago. Nay, but be wiſe: yet we ſee nothing done; 
She may be honeſt yet. Tell me but this. 
Have you not ſometimes ſeen a handkerchief, 
Spotted with ſtrawberries, in your wife's hand ? 
Oth. I gave her ſuch a one; 'twas my firſt gift. 
lago I know not that: but ſuch a handkerchief 
I am ſure, it was your wife's) did I to-day | | 
Caſſio wipe his beard with. R | 
Ob. If it be that, 
lago. If it be that, or any, if twas her's, 
It ſpeaks againſt her with the other proofs. WEE 


= 
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Oth. O, that the ſlave had forty thouſand lives: 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge! f 
Now do I fee tis true.---Look here, Iago ; 
All my fond love thus do I blow to heaven: 
Tis gone— E 
Ariſe, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell! 
Yield up, O love, thy crown, and hearted throne; 
To tyrannous hate ! ſwell, boſom, with thy fraught, 
For 'tis for aſpicks* tongues ! 
Jago. Pray, be content. | r 
0th, O, blood, lago, blood! Kan 
Togo. Patience, I ſay; your mind, perhaps, may change. 
01h. Never, Iago : Like to the Pontic ſea, 
Whoſe icy current and compulſive courſe 
Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontic, andthe Helleſpont; "IT 
Even ſo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace, 
Shall ne'er look back, ne er ebb to humble love, 
Till that a capable and wide revenge 
Swallou them up.---Now, by yond” marble heaven, 


[fe Aneels, 
In the due reverence of a ſacred vow 
I here engage my words. | 
lago. De not riſe yet--- Lago kxeels, 


Witneſs, you ever- burning lights above! 
You elements that clip us round about ! 
Witneſs that here lago doth give up 
Tae execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong'd Othello's ſervice! Let him command, 
And to obey ſhall be in me remorſe, 
What D work ſoever. 2 
Oth. 1 greet thy love, 
Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the inſtant put thee to *t : 
Within theſe three days let me hear thee ſay, 
That Caſſio's not alive. | 
lago. My friend is dead; 'tis done at your requęſt: 
But let her live. | 44. 4 
Oth. Damn her, lewd minx! O, damn her! 
Come, go with me apart; I will withdraw, 
To furniſh me with ſome ſwift means of death 
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For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant. 
lago. Tam your own for ever. bExeunt. 


$ Senn nv. 


FR Another Apartment in the Caſtle: v-Z. "vo 


Enter Deſdemona, Aimilia, and Clown. 
. Def. Do you ow, ſirrah, where licutenant Caſſio- 
., hes? . 
Chum dare nor fay, he Al where. 
Def. Why, man ? 
Clown. 855 a ſoldier; bad for me to ſay a ſoldier: 
way is ſtabbing, -, h 
Go to: Where lodges he K 
ch own. To tell you — 4 he lodges, i is to tell yow 
where I lie. 


Deſ. Can any thing Fa this > 


Clown. I Eu not bere he lod ges; and for me to | 
deviſe a lodging, and ſay---he lies here, or he lies. 


there, were to hein mine own throat. 
| De. Can you enquire him out? and be edify'd by 


report? 


Clown. 1 will catechize the world. for him; that is, 
make queſtion, and make them anſwer. 


Def Seek him, bid him come hithex: tell him 


have mov?*d my lord in his behalf, and hope, all wilk 
be well. 
Clown. To Jo this: ie Win compaſs of man's. 
wit; and therefore 1 willattempt the doing ofit. Exit. 
Deſ Where ſhould I loſe that handkerchief, Æmilia. 
Emil. I know not, madam 
Def. Believe me, I had — have loſt my purſe: 
Full of cruzadoes: And, but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no ſuch baſeneſs 
As jealous creatures are, it were enough, | 
To put him to ill thinking. 
Emil. B he not jealous ? 


Def. Who, he ?- I think the ſun, where he was Born, 


n all ſuch humaurs from him. 
nil. Look, where he comes. 
Def. 1 will not leave him now, till Caſſio be 


Calldie-him,—How is it with you, my lord 


Seeed ac. 
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Enter Ot hello. | | 
Oth. Well, my good lady: Afde.] O, hardneſs 
| to diemble ! | 
How do you, Deſdemona ? | | | 
De. Well, my good lord. | | 
Oth, Give me your hand: This hand is moiſt my lady. 
Deſ. It yet hath felt no age, nor known no ſorrow. 
Ot. This argues fruitfulneſs and liberal heart; 
Hot, hot, and moiſt: This hand of yours requires 
A ſequeſter from liberty, faſting and prayer, 
Much caſtigation, exerciſe devout; 
For here's a young and ſweating devil here, 
That commonly rebels. Tis a good hand, 
A frank one. ä ad 
Deſ. You may, indeed, ſay ſoz 
For 'twas that hand that gave away my heart. | 
Otb. A Lberal hand: the hearts of old, gave hands; 
But our new heraldry is—hands, not hearts. 
Def. I cannot ſpeak of this. Come now, your promiſe. - 
Otb. What promiſe, chuck ? . 
Def. I have ſent to bid Caſſio come ſpeak with you, 
0th. I have a ſalt and ſullen rheum offends me? 
Lend me thy handkerchief, | 
Def. Here my lord. - 
Othb. That which 1 gave you. 
Def. I have it not about me. 
Otb. Not? : 
Def. No, indeed, my lord. | 
Oth. That is a fault: That handkerchief 
Did an Ægyptian to my mother give: 
She was a Charmer, and could almoſt read 
The thoughts of people; ſhe told her, while ſhe kept it, 
*'T would make her amiable, and ſubdue my father 
Intirely to her love; but if ſhe loſt it, 
Or made a gift of it, my father's eye 
Should hold her loathly, and his ſpirits ſhould hunt 
After new fancies; She, dying, gave it me; | 
And bid me, when my fate would have me wive, 
To give it her. I did ſo: and take heed on't, 
Make it a darling like your precious eye ; 
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To loſe't, or 2 away, were ſuch perdition, 


As nothing elſe coſa match. 
Def. Is it poſſible ? 


Ot. *Tis true; there's magic in the web of it: * 


A ſibyl, that had number'd in the world 
The fun to courſe two hundred compaſſes, 
In her prophetic fury ſew'd the work: 
The worms were hallow'd, that did breed the filk ; 
And it was dy'd iv mummy, Which the kkilful 
Conſerv'd of maiden's hearts. 

Def. Indeed! is it true? 

0th. Moſt veritable; therefore look to it well. 

Def. Then would to heaven, that I had never ſeen it? 

0th, Ha! wherefore ? 

Def. why do you ſpeak fo ſtartingly and raſh ? 

Otb. Is it loſtꝰ is it gone? ſpeaks is it out of the way ? 
. Def. Heaven bleſs us! - 

Oth. Say you? 
- Def. It is not loſt : But what an if it were? 

— Ha! 

. LR, it is not loſt. 

on Fetch'it, let me ſee it. 

Def. Why, ſo I can, fir, but I will not now 
This is a trick to ut me from my ſuit; 


I pray, let Caffio erv'd again. 


2 „Fetch me that handkerchief: my mind miſgives. 
: Come, come; 
You! never meet a more ſufficient man. 
Oth. The handkerchief, —— 
Def. I pray, talk to me of Caſſio. 
Oth. The handkerchief, _—— 
De. A man that, all his time, 
Hath founded his good fortumes on n ; 
Shar'd dangers with you; 
Oth. The handkerchief, —— 
De/. In ſooth you are to blame. 
Oth. Away Exit Othello. 
mil. Is not this man jealous? 
Def. I ne er ſaw this before. 
Sure there's * wonder in this handkerchief: 
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I am moſt unhappy in the loſs of it. 
Emil. Tis not a year or two ſhews us a man: 
They arefall but ſtomachs, and we all but food; 
They eat us hungerly, and, when they are full, 
They belch us. Look you! Caſſio, and my huſband. 
Enter lago, and Cali | 
Lago. There is no other way; dis he muſt do't;' 
And, lo, the happineſs ! go, and importune her. 
Deſ. How now, good Caſſio? what's the news with 
5 ou? N * 7 1 
Caſ. Madam, my former ſuit: I do beſeech you, 
That, by your virtuous means, I may again 8 
Exiſt, and be a member of his love, | 
Whom I, with all the duty of my heart, 
Intirely honour ; I would not be delay'd : 
If my offence be of ſuch mortal kind, 
That neither ſervice paſt, nor preſent ſorrows, 
Nor purpos'd merit in futurity, 
Can ranſom me into his love again, 
'But to know ſo-muſt be my benefit ; | 
So ſhall 1 clothe me in a forc'd content, 
And ſhut myſelf up in ſome other courſe, 
To fortune's alms. | | 
Def. Alas! thrice-gentle Caſſio, 7 
My advocation is not now in tune; © 
My lord is not my lord; nor ſhould I know-him, 
Were he in favour, as in humour, alter'd. 
So help me every ſpirit ſanctiſied, 
As I have ſpoken for you all my beſt; 
And ſtood within the blank of his diſpleaſure, 
For my free ſpeech! You muſt a while be patient; 
What I can do, I will; and more I will, 
Than for myſelf I dare; let that ſuffice you. 
lago. Is my lord angry? 
Amil. He went hence but now, 
And, certainly, in ſtrange unquietneſs. 
lago. Can he be angry? I have ſeen the cannon 
When it hath blown his ranks into the air; 0 
And, like the devil, from his very arm 5 
Puff'd his own brother: — And can he be angry? 411 
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* ; © 
Something of moment, then: T will go meet him; 
There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry. [ Exit. 

fare dr ſta 


De/. I pr'ythee, do ſo.— Something, 
Either from Venice; or ſome unhatch'd practice, 
Made demonſtrahle here in Cyprus to him, — * 
Hath puddled H elear ſpirit: and, in ſuch caſes, 
Men's natures wrangle with inferior things, 
Though great ones are their object. 
Tis even fo; for let our finger ach, | 
And it endues our other healthful members 
Even to that ſenſe of pain : Nay, we muſt think, 
Men are not gods; | by 
Nor of them look for ſuah obſervancy . 
As fits the bridal. —Beſhrew me much, Emilia, 
I was (unhandſome warrior as Iam) | 
Arraigning his unkindneſs with my ſoul ; 
But now 1 find, I had ſaborn'd the witneſs, 
And he's indited falſely. | 
Emil. Pray heaven, it be ſtate matters, as you think; 
And no conception, nor no jealous toy, 
Concerning you. 
Deſ. Ala$the day! I never gave him cauſe, 
mil. But jealous ſouls will not be anſwer'd ſo; 
They are not ever jealous for the cauſe, 
But jealous for they are jealous : 'tis a monſter, 
Begot upon himſelf, born on itſelf. 
Def Heaven keep that monſter from Othello's mind! 
Amil, Lady, Amen. 
Def. I will go ſeek bim. -Caſſio, walk hereabout: 
If I do find him fit, Vil move your ſuit, 
And ſeek to effect it to my uttermoſt. 
| Exeunt Deſdemona and Emilia. 
Enter Bianca. 
Bian. Save you, friend Cafſio ! 
Caſ. What make you from home? 
How is it with you, my moſt fair Bianca? 

Indeed, ſweet love, I was coming to your houſe. 
Bian. And I was going to your lodging, Caſſio. 
What! keep a week away? ſeven days and nights? 

Eightſcore eight hours? and lovers? abſent hours, 


te Ws 
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: More tecious than the dial cight ſcore times? is 


O weary reckoning ! 

Caſ. Pardon me, Bianca; 
have this while with leaden thoughts been progrege 

But I ſhall, in a more continuate time, 
Merits off this ſcore of abſence. Sweet Bianca, 
* 6G Giving her Deſdemona!s a 

Take me this work out. # 

Bian. O Caſſio, whence came this? 


This is ſome token from a newer en 
To the (cphſene now [ feel a cauſe: 
Is it come © this? Well, well. wi 


| Caf. Go to, woman 
Throw your vile gueſſes in the devil's teeth, 
From whence. you have them. You are jealous now, 
That this is from ſome miſtreſs, ſome 3 
Bian. Why, whoſe is it? | 
Caf. I know not, ſweet ; I found it in my chamber, 
I like the work well; ere it be demanded, 
(As like enough it will) I'd have it copy id 
Take it, and do't; and leave me for this time. 
Bian. Leave you ! wherefore? 
Caſ. I do attend here on the 47 wid 
And think it no addition, nor my v 
To have him ſee me omen d. 
Bian. Why, I pray you? 
Caf. Not that 1 love you not. 
Bian, But 8 you do not love me. 
I pray you, me on the way a little ; 
And ſay, if I 2051 ſee you ſoon at night. 
Caf. Tis but a little way that I can bring you, 
For attend here: but L'Il ſee you ſoon. 
_ Tas very $00.3 ; I muſt be circumſtanc'd. 
| [ Exeants » 
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acer IV. SCENE I. 
An Apart mam i in the Caſtle. 
Enter Othello, and lago. © * 


Jago. W 55 you think ſoꝰ „ 
Oth. Think ſo, Iago? 
Iago. What, 
To kiſs in private? 
Orth. An unauthoriz'd kiſs. 
lage. Or to be naked with ber friend abed, 
An hour, or more, not meaning any harm? 
Oth. Naked abed, Iago, — not mean harm? 
It is hypocriſy againſt the devil: 
They that mean virtuouſly, and yet do lo, 
The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt heaven. 
lago. So they do nothing, 'tis a venial flip: 
But if I give my wife a handkerchief, 
Otb. What then? 
Iage. Why then tis her's, my lord; and, being her's, 
She may, I think, beſtow't on any man. 
Orb. She is protectreſs of her honour too; 
May ſhe = that ? | 
Iago. ur ĩs an eſſence that's not then ; ; 


They have? it very oft, that have it not: 


Bat, for the handkerchief,.— 
Oth. By heaven, I would moſt gladly have forgot 
it: 
Thou ſaid'ſt,—O, it comes o'er my memory, 
As doth the raven o'er the infected houſe, 
Boding to all;—he had my handkerchief, 
Jago. Ay, what of that: 
Ot. That's not ſo good now. 
Lage. What if J had ſaid, I had ſeen him do you 


 wron ? 


| Or heard him ay,—As knaves be ſuch abroad, 


* 42 or ab them, cannot chooſe 


Who having, by their own importunate ſuit, 
r voluntary dotage of ſome miſtreſs, 


ys they muſt bla 


+ 
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© 0th. Hath he ſaid any thing ? 
lage, He hath, my lard ; but, be ye well ad- d, 
No more than he'll unſwear. 
Orth. What hath he ſaid ?- 
Jago. What, that he did, —T know not what he did. 
0:5. What? what? A 
Iago. Li. ; 4 Sho 
Oth, With der? 4 
Jago With ber, on her; what you will. [ 
0:4. Lie with her! lie on her !—We fay, lie on 4 
her, when they belie her: Lie with her! that's ful- My 
ſome. Handkerchief, - confeſſions, —handkerchief,— 4 
To confeſs, and be hang d for his labour. Firſt, to be ; 
hang'd, and then—to confeſs ;—b tremble at it,— 
Nature would not inveſt herſelf in ſuch ſhadowing 
paſſion, without ſome inſtruction, It is not words, 
that ſhake me thus: Piſh !—Noſes, ears, and lips: 
Is it poſiible :—Confe#!—Handkerchief 0 de- 
vil !— - Faltin a traute. 
Tago. Work on, 
My medicine, work! Thus credulous fools are caught: 
And many worthy and chaſte dames, even thus, 
All guiltleſs meet reproach.— What, ho! my lord 
My lord, I fay !—Othello !—How now, Caſſio? 
Enter Caſſie. 
Caf. What's the matter ? 
lago. My lord is fallen into an epilepſy ; 
This is the ſecond fit; he had one yeſterday. 
Ca/. Rub him about the temples, 
lago. No, forbear : 
The lethargy muſt have his quiet courſe : 
If not, he foams atmouth ; and, by and by, 
Breaks out to ſavage madneſs. Look, he ſtirs: 
Do you withdraw yourſelf a little while, 
He will recover ſtraight ; when he is gone, 
I would on great occaſion ſpeak with mY _ . 
Caſſio. 


2 


How is it general? have you not hurt ap 7 ? 
Oth. Doſt thou mock me? a 
lago. I mock you! no, by heaven: 

Would, you would bear your fortunes like a man. 
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O:h. A hgen'd man's a monſter, and a beaſt. ht 
lago. There's many a beaſt then in a populous city, 


And many a civil monſter, WIS» 
Oh. Did he confeſs its. * 
Jago. Good fir, be a man? | „ 

Think every hearded fellow, that 's but yok d, 


That mohtly lie in thoſe unproper beds 
Which they dare ſwear peculiar; your cle is better. 
O, *tis the ſpite of hell, the fiend's arch mock, 
To lip a wanton in a ſecure couch, 
And to ſuppoſe her chafte ! No, let me know ; 
And, knowing what I am, I know what ſhe ſhall be, 
..Oth. O, gart wiſe ; tis certain. 
lago. Stand you a while apart; 
Confine yourſelf but ina patient liſt. 
Vailt you were here, ere while, mad with your grief, 
(4 paſivn moſt unſuiting ſuel a man) 
o came hither: I ſhifted him awav, 
And laid good *ſcuſe upon your ecſtac y; 
Bade him anon return, and here ſpeak with me; 
The which he promiſed. Do but encave yourſelf, 
And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable ſcorns, 
That dwell in every region of his face: 
For I will make him tell the tale aner, — 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath and is again tocope your wife ; 
1 ſay, but mark his geſture. Marry, patience ; 
Or I ſhall ſay, you are all in all in ſpleen, 
And nothing of a man. 5 | 
Oth. Doſt thou hear, Iago ? | 
I will be found moſt cunning in my patience 
But (dolt thou hear?) moſt bloody. | 
Iago. That's not amiſs— 
But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw? 
=. HS [Othello withdraws. 
Now will T queſtion Caſſio of Bainca, 
A houſewife," that, by ſelling her deſires, 
Buys herſelf bread and clothes; it is a creature, | 
at dotes on Caſſio,—as 'tis the ſtrumpet's plague, 
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May draw with zou: there's millions uy 


„ 
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To beguile many, and be beguil'd N one; 


He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain 
From the exceſs of laughter: — Here he comes: 
Eater Eaſſio. Z g 

As he ſhall ſmile, Othello ſhall go mad ; | 
And his unbookiſh jealouſy muſt conſtrue | 
Poor Caſſio's ſmiles, geſtures, and light behaviour, 
Quite in the wrong.—How do you'now,- lieutenant ? 

Ca/. The worſer, that you give mee addition, 
Whoſe want even kills me. 

Iago. Ply Deſdemona well, and you are ſure on't. 
Now, if this ſuit lay in Bianca' s power, 


* lower... 
* quickly ſhould you ſpeed 7 
Alas, poor caitiff :4 * 
04 Look, how he laughs already? LA. 
lago. I never knew a woman love man ſo. 
Caſ. * poor rogue ! I think, indeed, ſhe loves 


Orb. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out. 
ade. 
o. Do you hear, Caſſio? Ig 
oo Now he importunes him 
To tell it o'er : Go to; well ſaid, well ſaid. Ale. 
Iago. She gives it out, that you hall marry her: 
Do you intend it? F 
Caſ. Ha, ha, ha 
O:th; Do you triumph, Roman ? do you triumph ? 
[ Aftde. 
Caf. IJ marry her !---what? a cuſtomer ! I pr'ythee - 
bear ſome charity to my wits do not think it ſo un- 
wholeſome. Ha, ha, ha 
0th. So, ſg ſo, ſo! They laugh, that Win. Hide. 


8. 


lago. Why, the cry goes, that you ſhall mar * her. 
Caf. Pr'ythee, ſay true. a | 

lago. 1 am a very villain elſſe. 

O75. Have you ſcor'd me? Well. [44a 7 


Caf. This is the monkey's own giving out; ſhe 
perſuaded I will marry her, out of her own love and- 
Battery, not cut of my Pra: KT OE 
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Oth, 180 beckons me; -now he begins the ſtory. 
Ade. 
Caf. She was here even now; ſhe haunts me in ever 
place. I was, the other day, talking on the ſea- han 
with certain Venetians ; and thither comes the Ay- 
ble; by this hand, ſhe falls thus about my neck: 
Orh. Crying, 0, dear Caſho! as it were : hts geſture 
imports it. | . [ A/cde. 
a. So hangs, and lotts, and weeps upon me ; ſo 
hales and pulls me: ha, ha, ha 
Oth. Now he tells, how the pluck'd him to my 
chamber: O, I ſee that noſe of of” but not that dog 
} ſhall throw it to. [ A/ide. 
Caſ. Well, I muſt leave her company. 
2 Before me] look, where ſhe comes. 
-. Enter Bianca. F 
Caf, "Tis ſuch another fitchew | marry, a Fin” 'd 
one.---What do you mean by this haunting of me ? 
Bian. Let the devil and his dam haunt you? What 
did you mean by that ſame handkerchief, you gave me 
even now? 1 was a fine fool to take it. I mult take 
out the whole work---A likely piece of work, that 
you ſhould find it in your chamber, and not know who 
left it there! This is ſome minx's token, and I muſt 
take out the work? There, give it your hobby-horſe : | 
whereſoever you had it, 1'l! take out no work on't. 
Caſ. How now, my ſweet Bianca? how now? how 
now? | 
O-. By heaven, chat ſhould be my hand kerchief! 
LAſlide. 
Bian. An you'll come to ſupper to-night, you may: 
on you will not, come when you are next prepar'd for. 
- 0 [ Exit. 
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1ago. After her, after her. 
Ca mot; ſhe'!1 rail in the ſtreet elſe. 
ago. Will you ſup there! 
Ca, H intend fo. 
age. Well, 1 may chance to ſee you; for 1 would 
793 fain ſpeak with you. 
188 Fr'ythee, come; Will you? 
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Iago. Go to; ſay no mo Exit Caſſio. 
Otb. How ſhall 1 ro mages 


ago. Did you perceive how he bg at * vice? 
Oth. O, lago! 


Jags. And did you feegbe handkerchief © 


Otb. Was that mine? 
Tago. Yours, by this hand: and to ſee how he prizes 


the fooliſh woman, your wife! the gave at him, and he 
hath given it his whore. 


Oth. I would have him nine years Elüng A fine 


woman! a fair woman! a ſweet woman! 

Iago. Nay, you muſt forget that. 

Oth. Ay, let her rot, and periſh, and be damn'd 
to-night; for ſhe ſhall not live: No, my heart is 
turn'd to ſtone; I ſtrike it, and it hurts my hand. O, 
the World hath not a ſweeter creature: ſhe might lie 
eror's fide, and command him taſks. 
Ly, that's not your Way. 
Hang her! I do but ſay what ſhe is:—So de- 
licate with her needle An admirable muſician! O, 
ſhe will fing the ſavageneſs out of a bear !—Of ſo high 
and plenteous Wit and invention! 

Iago. She's the worſe for all this. 

Oth. O, a thouſand, a thouſand times: And then, 
of ſo gentle a condition! 

lago. Ay, too gentle. 

Oth. Nay, that's certain : But yet the pity of it, 
Iago !—O, Iago, the pity of it, Iago! 

lago. If you are ſo fond over her iniquity, give her 
pateat to offend; for, if it touch not you, it comes 
near nobody. 

Otb. I will chop her into meſſes: Cuckold me! 

lago. O, tis foul in her. 

Oth. With mine officer ! 

lago. That's fouler. 

04, Get me ſome poiſon, Iago; this night —['l 
not expoſt late with her, leſt her body and beauty un- 
provide my mind again :—this night, Iago. 


Lage. Do it not with poiſon; ſtrangle her in her wad 


even "the bed ſhe hath contaminated. 


: 4 . 
Oth. Good, goo Ny OM of it PR very good, 


Iago. And, fo let yank, his undertaker : 


You ſhall hear more by midnight: [A trumpet within. 


Oth.. Excellent good. What trumpet is that ſame? 
lago. Something from Venice, ſure. 'Tis Lodovico, 


Come from the duke: and, ſee, your wife is with him. 


Enter Liodovice, Dęſademona, and Attendant. 
Lod. Save e general! 


Orth. The * heart, ſir. 
Lod. N 


Orb. I kiste inftrumbat of their pleaſures. 


De/. And what's the news, good couſin Lodovico? 


lago. I am very glad to ſee you, ſignior; 


Welcome to Cyprus. 
Lod. I thank ou How does lieutenant Ca e 


Iago. Lives, ſir. 


Def. Couſin, there's fallen, between him and ary 15 lord 


An unkind breach: but rouſball make all wel 
Oth. Are you ſure of that? 
Def. My lord? 


Oth. © 7his fail you not to do, as you quill." [Reads.. 


Lod. He did not call; he's buly in the paper. 
Is there divifion *twixt thy lord and Caſſio 

Deſ. A moſt unhappy one; I would do much 
To atone them, for the love 1 bear to Caſſio. 

Orth. Fire and brimſtone? 

Ne/. My lord? 

Cib. Are you wile? 

Def. What, is he angry? 

Led. May be, the letter mov'd him; 
For, as I think, they do command him home, 
Deputing Caſſio in his government. 

Def. By my troth, 1 am glad on't. 

Oth. Indeed? 
+» Def. My lord? 

Oth. I am glad to fee you mad. 

Def. Why, ſweet Othello? 


0th. Devil! +» [Striking ber. 


Def, 1 have not deſerv'd this, 


du e and ſenators of Venice greet you. 
Gives him a letter. 


e 


by buy 
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Log. My lord, this would not be believ'd in Venice, 
Though I ffould ſwear I faw it: Tis very much; 
Make her amends, the weeps. by: 

Oh. O devil, devil! = — 

K 1 the * _ the with woman's tears, 
ch drop ſhe falls would prove a crocodile ;-—— 

Out N ſi W N oe. > 3 
De/. I will not ſtay to offend ** We is {Geing. 
Loa. Truly, and obedient lady 

I do beſeech your lordſhip, call her backs 
Orth. Miſtreſs. Ms 
Def. My lord? 

Orth. What would you with her, fir ? 

Lod. Who, I, my lord? | | 

Orb. Ay; you did wiſh, that I ond make her turn? 
Sir ſhezean turn, and turn, and yet go on, 

And turn again; and ſhe can weep, fir, weep 

And ſhe's obedient, as you ſay,---obedient,---" 

Very obedient ;---Proceed you in your tears.--- 

Concerning this, fir,---O well-painted paſſion !--- 

I am commanded home :---Getyon away; 

I'1! ſend for yeu anon.---Sir, I obey the mandate, 

And will return to Venice ;---Hence, avaunt - 

_— | [ Exit Deſdemona. 

Caſſio ſhall have my place. And, fir, to-night, 

I do entreat that we may ſup together. 

You are welcome, fir, to Cyprus.--Goats and monkies ! 

[ Exit, 

Lod. Is this the noble Moor, whom our full ſenate 
Call---all-in-all ſufficient ? This the noble nature 
Whom paſſion could not ſhake ? whoſe ſolid virtue 
The ſhot of accident, nor dart of chance, 

Could neither graze, nor pierce ?. " 
lago. He 1s much chang'd. | 2 
Led. Are his wits ſafe? is he not light of brain? 
Jago. He is that he is 5 Ie not 1 athe my cenſure. 

What he might be,---if, What he might, he is not, -- 

I wou'd to heaven he were. | 
Lod. What, ſtrike his Wife! © 5 
Iago. Faith, that was not ſo well; yet would i knew, 

That ſtroke would prove the worſt. * 


* 
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Led. Is it his uſed... 8 . 


Or did the letters work upon his blood, A 
And new-create this fault? Al 

lago. Alas! alas "a # It 
It is not honeſty in me to ſp ON. 
What I have ſeen and known. You ſhall obſerve him; 
And his own courſes will denote him ſo, 2 
That I may fave my ſpeech: Do but go after, 
And mark how he contiues. IM 

Lod. I ami ſorry that I amdeceiv'd in him. [ Exeunt. 


WS CEN E If. 
- Another Apartment in the Caſtle, 


Enter Othello, and Emilia. 

Oth. You have ſeen nothing then? 

Amil. Nor ever heard; nor ever did ſuſpect. 

Oth. Yes, you have ſeen Caſſio and ſhe together. 

Emil. But then I ſaw no harm, and then I heard 
Each ſyllable, that breath made up between them. 

Oth. What, did they never whiſper ? 

mil. Never, lord. 

Otb. Nor ſend yowout o' the way? 

Emil. Never. * * 

O:h. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her maſk, nor no- 

thing? » 

Amil. Never my lord. a 

Orb. That's ſtrange. 

Emil. I durſt, my lord, to wager ſhe is honeſt, 
Lay down my ſoul at take: if you think other, 
Remove your thoughts; it doth abuſe your boſom. 
If any wretch hath put this in your head, 

Let heaven requite it with the ſerpent's curſe ! 
For, if ſhe be not honeſt, chaſte, and true, 
There's no man happy; the pureſt of their wives 
Is foul as ſlander. 


Oh. Bid her come hither ;—go--- [Exit Æmilia. 


She ſays enough; yet ſhe's fimple bawd, 
That cannot ſay as much. This is a ſubtle wliore, 
A cloſet lock and key of villainous ſecrets : 


And yet ſhe'll kneel, and pray; I have ſeen her do't.. 


Ky 
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1 1 


Aa IV. OTHELL®. " wn 279 


Re-enter Emilia, with Deſdemona. 
De/. My lord, what Four will;? 
” Och. Pray, chuck, Tame hither. 
- De What is your pleaſure ? 
we ſee your eyes; 
Loo face. 
bac horrible fancy's this? 
ON Emilia.] Some of your function miſtreſs; 
Leave procreants alone, and ſhut the door ; 
Cough, or cry—hem,. if any body come: 
Your myſtery, your myſtery ;—nay, diſpatch. 
' [Exit Emilia. 
Deſ. Upon my knees, what doth your ſpeech import; 
I underſtand a fury in your words, | 
But not the words. | 
Oh, Why, what art thou? 
Def. Y our wife my lord; 
Your true d loyal wife. | 
Oth. Come, ſwear it, damn thyſelf; | 
Leſt, being like one of heaven, the devils themſelves 
Should fear to ſeize thee; therefore be double-damn'd. 
Swear—thou art honeſt. 5 
Def. Heaven dot truly knowit® 
Oth. Heaventruly knows, that thou art falſeas hell. 
Def. To Whom, my lord? With whom? How am I 
*. falſe? - . | 
Orb. O Deſdemona !—away ! away ! away ! 
Def. Alas, the heavy day !—Why do 7 na ? 
Am | the occaſion of theſe tears, my lord ? 
If, haply you my father do ſuſpect 
An inſtrument of this your calling back, 
Lay not your blame on me; if you have loſt him, 
Why, I have loſt him too, 
Oh, Had it pleas'd heaven 
To try me with affliction ; had he rain'd 
All kinds of ſores, and ſhames on my bare head ; 
Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips; 
Given to captivity me and my utmoſt hopes; 
I ſhould have found in ſome place of my ſoul 
A drop of patience : but (alas!) to make me 


A fixed fi gure for the time of ſcorn 


Or keep it 4 Wciſtern, for foul toads 


* O, heaven forgive us! 
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To point his flow unmo er at 
O 1 O! 1 1 1 
Yet could I bear chat too; L vals 8 
But there, where I have garner'd up m "1 
Where either I muſt live, or bear no 6 Ufa 7 B 
The fountain from the which my current 
Or elſe dries up; to be diſcarded thence,! 


To knot and gender in. Turn thy As. there! 
Patience, thou young and roſe-hpp'd chegubim ; ; 
Ay, there, look grim as hell! 
Def. I hope my noble lord eſteems me honeſt. _ 

- 0th. O, ay; as ſummer flies are in the ſhambles, 
That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed, 
Who art ſo lovely fair, and ſmell ſo ſweet, 
That the ſenſe aches at nn on had'ſt 

litted ? 


ne er been born! 
Def. Alas v hat ignorant ſin he 1 co; 
Oth, Was this fair Papa this moſt goodly book, 
Made to * A re upon ? What committed ! 


Committed !— g public — 01-h " 
I ſhould male 00 ges of my , 
That would to cinder burn up 


Did I but ſpeak thy geed. — What * 
Heaven ſtops the at it, and the moon winks; 
The bawdy wind, that kiſſes all it meets, * 
Is huſh'd within the hollow mine of earth, . 
And will not hear it: — What committed 2 
dent ſtrumpet! 
Deſ. By heaven, you do me wrong. 
Oth. Are not you a firumpet ? | * 
D/ No, as I am a chriſtian: " 
If to preſerve this veſſel for my lord, 
From any other foul unlawful touch, 
Be—not to be a ſtrumpet, Lam none. 0 
Oth, What, not a whore 2+ +», 
Def. No, as 1 ſhall be ſaved 
O55. Is irpoſlible ? * 


* 


e 
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th. I cry you mercy then; N 
took you for that cunning whore of Venice, | | 
That married with Othello. —You, miſtreſs.— | 
"Enter Emilia. Ml 
That ve the office oppoſite to St. Peter, 
And Keep the gate of hell; You! you! ay, you! 
We have done our courſe; there's money for your pains; 
I pray you turn te key and keep our counſel. 
[ Exit. 


Emil. Alas, what does this gentleman conceive ?— i | 


How do you, madam ? how do you, my good lady? 
Def. Faith, half aſleep. 
Anil. Good madam, what's the matter with my lord? 
Deſ. With who ? 

Amil. With my lord, madam, 

Deſ. Who is thy lord? 

Amil. He that is yours, ſweet lady. 

De. I have none: Do not talk to me, Imilia; 

I cannot weep ; nor anſwer have I none, 
But what ſhould go by water. Pr*ythee, to-night 
Lav on my bed my wedaing ſheets, remember; 
And call thy huſband hither. 
Amil. Here is a change indeed. [ Exit. 
Def. *Tis meet I thould be uſed ſo, very meet. 
How have I been behav'd, that he might ſtick 
The ſmall'ſt opinion on my greatꝰ'ſt abuſe. 
Eater lago, with Emilia. 

Jago. What is your pleaſure, madam? How is it 

with you ? 

Def. I cannot tell. Thoſe that do teach young babes, 
Do it with gentle means, and eaſy taſks: 

He might have clid me ſo; for, in good faith, 
Jam a child to chiding. 

Jago. What is the matter, lady? 

Emil. Alas, lago, my lord hath ſo bewhor'd as, | 
Thrown ſuch deſpightand heavy terms upon her, 
71 true hearts cannot 

Am I that name, ago? 

lag What name, fur lady? 

1 ef. Such as, ſhe ſays, my lord 2 fav I was. 

Vol. VIII. B b 
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mil. He call'd her whore; a beggür, in his drink, 
Could not have laid ſuch terms upon his callet. 
lago. Why did he ſo? r 
Def. I do not know; I am ſure, I am none ſuch. 
lago. Do not weep, do not weep ; alas, che day 
Emil. Hath ſhe forſook ſo many noble matches, 
Her father, and her country, and her friends, 
To be call'd - Whore ? would it not make one weep ? 
Def. It is my wretched fortune. 
Ia go. Beſhrew. him for it! 3 * 
How comes this trick upon him? 
Pe Nay, Heaven doth know. * 
mil. 1 will be hang'd, if ſome eternal villain, 
Some buſy and inſinuating rogue, * 
Some cogging, cozening ſlave, to pet ſome office, 
Has not devis'd this ſlander ; I'll be hang'd ele; 
Iago. Fie, there is no ſuch man, it is impoſſible. 
Def. If any ſuch there be, heaven pardon him ! 
Emil. A halter pardon him! and hell gnaw his bones! 
What ſhould * call her, whore ? who keeps her com- 
pany 12 
What . time? what form? what likelihood ? 
The Moor's abus'd by ſome moſt villainous k nave, 
Some baſe notorious knave, ſome ſcurvy fellow: 
O, heaven, that ſuch companions thou'dſt anfold : 
And put in every honeſt hand a whip, * 
To laſh the raſcal naked through the world, 
Even from the eaſt to the veſt! 
Tago. Speak within door. 
Emil. O, fie upon him! ſome ſuch ſquire he was, 
That turn'd your v it the ſeamy ſide without, 
And made you to ſuſpe&t me with the Moor, 
Lago. Youare a fool; go to. | 
Def. O, good lago, 
What ſhall I do to win my lord again? 
Good friend, go to him; for, by this light of heaven, 
I know not how Lloft him, Here I kneel :--- 
If e'er my will did treſpaſs 5. his love, 
Either n diſcourſe, or thought, or actual deed; 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any ſenſe, 


- 
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Delighted them in any other form; 

Or that I do not yet, and ever did, | 

And ever Will,---though he do ſhake me off 

To beggarly divorcement,---love him dearly, 

Comfort forſwear me Unkindneſs may do much; 

And his unkindne(s may defeat my life, 

But never taint my love. I cannot ſay, whore! 

U does abhor me, now I ſpeak the word; 

To do the act that might the addition earn, 

Not the world's maſs of vanity could make me. 
lago. I pray you, be content; tis but his humour; 

The buſineſs of the ſtate does him offence, 


And he does chide with you. 7 
Def. If *twere no other - | 
lago. It is but fo, I warrant you; [ Trumpets. 


Hark, how theſe inſtruments ſummon to ſupper ! 
And the great meſſengers of Venice ſtay: 
Go in, and.weep not; all things ſhall be well. 
[ Exeunt Deſdemona and Emilia. 
Enter Raderigo. 
How now, Roderigo? 
Rod. 1 do not find that thou deal'ſt juſtly with me. 
lago. What in the contrary ? 
Rod. Every day thou doff'ſt me with ſome device, 
ago; and rather, (as it ſeems to me now) keep'ſt from 
me all con veniency, than ſupplieſt me with the leaſt 
advantage of hope, I will, indeed, 10 longer endure. 
it: Nor am 1 yet perſuaded, to put up in peace 
What already I have fooliſhly "+ by CON EELe 5 
lago. Will you hear me, Roderigo ? 
Rog. Faith, I have heard too much; for your words 
and performances are no kin together. E 
lago. You charge me moſt unjuſtly. 8 
Rod. With nought but truth. 1 have waſted myſelf 
out of my means. 'The-jewels you have had from me, 
to deliver to Deſdemona, would half have corrupted a 
votariſt: You have told me---ſhe hath receiv'd them, 
and return'd me expectations and comforts of. ſudden. 
reſpect and acquaintance; but I find none. 
lago. Well; go to; very well. | 


284 | OTHELLE®. 48 TV, 


Red. Very well! go to! I cannot go to, man; por 
tis not very well; By this hand, I ſay, it is very {curvy ; 
I begin tg had py ſelf fobb'd in ifs 

lage. Very Well. N. 

Red. I tell you, 'tis not very well. I will make 
myſelf known to Deſde mona: if ſhe will return me my 
jewels, I will give over my ſuit, and Fe peat my unlaw- 
ful ſolicitation z4f nat, aſſure yourlelf, will ſeek ſatis · 
faction of ydl, B= N 

lage. You have ſaid now. 

Rod. Ay, and I have ſaid n 
tel intendment of doing. | 

lago. Why, now I {ce there's mettle in thee; and 
even from this inſtant do build on thee a better opinion 
than ever before. Give me thy hand, Roderigo: Thou 
haſt taken againſt me a moſt juſt exception; but, yet, 
I proteſt, I have dealt moſt directly in thy affair. 

Rad. It hath not appear d. : 
lago. I grant, indeed, it hath not appear'd ; and- 
your ſuſpicion is not without wit and judgment. But, 
Roderigo, if thou haſt that within thee indeed, which 
I have greater reaſon to believe now than ever,---I mean, 
purpoſe, courage and valour—this night ſhew it: f 
thou the next night following enjoyeſt not Deſdemona, 

take ine from is world with treachery, and deviie 
engines far my life. , | 

Red. Well, what is it ? ist within reaſonand compaſs, 
Igo. Sir, there is eſpecial commiſſion come from 
Venice, to depute Caſſio in Othello's place. | 

Rod. Is that true? Why, then Othello and Deſde- 
mona return again to Venice. W 

Jago. O, no; he goes into Mauritania, and taketh 
away Mith him the fair Deſdemona, unleſs his abode 
be linger'd here by ſome accident; wherein none can 
be ſo determinate as the removing of Caflio. 

Rod. How do you mean removing of him? 

lago. Why, by mak ing him uncapable of Othello's 
place; knocking out his brains. 

Rod. And that you would have me to do? 

Iago. Ay; if you dare do yourſelf a profit, and a 
right, He Gps to-night with a harlot, and thither 


* 
6 ” 


othing but what I pro- 
* 9 


nt 
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will I go to him;---he knows not yetof his honourable 
fortune: if you will watch his going thence, (Which 


I will faſhion to fall out between twelve and one) you 
may take him at your pleaſure; I will be near to ſecond 
your attempt, and he ſhall fall between us. Come, 


ſtand not amaz'd at it, but go along with me : I will 


ſhew you ſuch a neceſſity in his death, that you ſhall 


think yourſelf bound to put it on him. It is now high 


ſupper time, and the night gros to Waſte : about it. 
Red. I will hear farther reafon for this. 


lago. And y ou ſhall be ſatighed. © © [Exeunt.. 


S NE II. 
* A Room in the Caſtle. v 
Enter Othello, Lodovico, Deſdemona, Æmilia, and 
N Attendants. * 


Tod. 1 do beſeech you, ſir, trouble yourſelf no fur- 


ther. pt 
Oth. O, 1 me; *twill dome good to walk. 
Lod. Madam, good night; I humbly thank your 
ladyſhip. 5 
Deſ. Your honour is moſt welcome. F - 
Oth. Will you walk, fir ?---O, Deſdemona ! 
De /. My lord? „ 3 


Oth. Get you to bed on the inſtant; I will be re- 


turn'd forthwith + diſmiſs your attendant there, look 
it be done. /, # [ Exit. 
Def. 1 will, my lord. | 


Amil. How goes it now? he looks gentler than he did. 


Deſ. He ſays, he will return incontinent : 
He hath commanded me to go to bed, 
And bade me to diſmiſs you. * 
Emil. Diſmiſs me n 


* p 


Def. It was his bidding; therefore, good Emilia, 


Gve me my nightly wearing, and adieu: 
Wi muſt not now diſpleaſe him. 
Emil. 1 would, you had never ſeen him! 
De/. So would not I; my love doth fo approve him, 


Tht even his ſtubbornneſs, his checks, and frowns, 


Prythee, unpin tr grace and favour in them, 
B b 22 8 
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mil. Thi laid thoſe ſheets you bade me oh the 
/ «be 
Dy. All's one Good father how fooliſh our 
 minds%.. N 
17 do die before thęe, pr ychee throud me 8 
In one of thoſe ſame ſheers, © : | 
mil. Come, come; you talk. 3 
2 Def. My mother had a maid, ala; Br backs 2 
She was in loye ; andthe; ſhe lov?d, 'prov'd mad, 
And did forſake her: ſhe had a ſong ef Willow, 
An old thing twas, but it expreſs/d her fortune, 
And ſhe dy'd ſinging it: That ſong, to-night, 
Will not go from my mind. I have much to do, 
But to hang my hea all o- 0 ide, 
And ſing it like poor Barbara. Pr'ythee, d iſpatch. 
Emil. Shall I go fetch your night-gov n , 
Deſ. No, zunpin me here.— 
This Lodovico is a proper man. h 
Emil. A very handſome man. 
Deſ. He ſpeaks 1 
AÆmil. 1 5 a lady in Venice, would have walk'd 
barefoot tg Paleſtine, for a touch of his nether lip. 
Def. The 75 foul ſat fing ing ty a ſycamgre tree, 
Sing all a green willow 5 [Singing. 
Her hang on her bejom , her Bead on her knee, ; 
mg willow, willow, willow : - 
The freſh ftr eams ran & her, and murmur'd her moan: ; 
Sing willow, Sc. 
| Her ſalt tears fell from ber, and fe end the FB 1 | 
| * theſe: | 
| Sing ao, Oe. . 4 2. 
2 Willew, wilt # „ 1 4 
FEW 2 hye thee 1 come anon.— 
[- 77-0 | Sing all a Nan Willow wy be my are 


C 


* 4 


* 


Let no 25 Blame Lim, bi ets 12 approve, 
Nay, that's notnext; —— Hark! wh is it that ans? 
Emil. It is the wind. | 
V1 Icall'd my bove, Falſe bes 3 2 ah ſaid be ten? 

a Sing auilloto, Fc. 
If 1 court more womens you'll couch ævith mere men. 
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So, get thee gone; good night.—Mine eyes do itch; 
Doth that bode weeping? . 

Anil. Tis neither here nor there. | 

De/.. Lhavgyheard it ſaid ſo.— O, theſe men, theſe 


Doſt thou in conſcience think, -- tell me, milia, 
That there be women do abuſe their huſbands | 
In ſuch groſs kind? wo 
Amil. There be ſome ſuch, no queſtion. 
Dez. Wouldit thou do ſuch a ted for all the world ? 
Emil. Why, would not you 2 | 
De. No, by this i light! 
mil. Nor neither, by this heavenly light: 
I might do't as well i” the dark, 
Def. Woul dſt thou do ſuch a deed for all the world? 
mil. The world is a huge thing; Lis a great price 
For a ſmall vice. ö | 
Deſ. In troth, I think chou wouldſt not. | 
AX mil. In troth, I think I ſhould ; and undo't 
when [ had done. Marry, I Would not do ſuch a 
thing for a joint ring; nor for meaſares of lawn; 
nor for gowns, petticoats, nor caps, nor any petty 
exhibition : but, for all the whole world,---Why, 
who would not make her huſband a cuckold, to make 
him a monarch ? I ſhould venture purgatory for't, 
De. Beſhrew me, if I would do ſuch a wrong 
For the whole world. | 
Anil. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i' the world; 
and, having the world for your labour, tis a wrong 
in your on world, and you might quickly make it 
right, | | 
95 I do not think, there is any ſuch woman, 
nil. Ves, a dozen; and as many to the vantage, as 
Would ſtore the world they play'd for. 
But, I do think, it is their huſband's faults, - 4 
If wives do fall: Say, that they flack their duties, 
And pour, our treaſures into foreign laps ; ; 
Or elſe break out in peeviſh jealouſies, 
Throwing reſtraint upon us; or, ſay, they trite us, 
| ; 
* 


* 
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Or ſcant our former having in deſpight! _ 
Why, we have galls; and, though we have ſame grace, 
Yet have we ſome revenge. Let huſbands know, 
| Their wives have ſenſe hike them; they ſee, and ſmell, 
4 And have their palates both for ſweet and ſour, 
| As huſbands have. What is it that they do, 
When they change us for others? Is it ſport ?. 
| I think it is; And doth affection breed it? 
| I think it doth ; 1s't frailty that thus errs ? ©, 
| It is ſo too: And have we not affeCtions ? 
Deſires for ſport and frailty ? as men have? 
[| Then, let them uſe us well: elſe, let them know, 
The ills we do, their ills inſtruct us to; 
De/. Good night, good night: Heaven me ſuch; 


| uſage ſend, | | 
| Not to pick bad from bad; but, by bad, mend 
4 I © "[Exeunt.. 
iq 
| r 1 
| * mm_————_—_—_ 


Acer v. SCENE. I. 


[| 
| A Street. Enter Iago, and Roder:go. 
| lago. LIERE, ſtand behind this bulk; ſtraight will 
| | he come: 

0 Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home; 

Quick, quick; fear nothing; VII be at thy elbow : 
| ' 
| 
| 


It makes us, or it mars us; think on that, 

And fix moſt firm thy reſolution: ; 
Rod. Be near at hand; I may miſcarry in't. 
lago. Here at thy hand; be bold, and take thy ſword. 
Red. 1 have no great devotion to'the deed ; 

ll. And yet he hath given me ſatisfying reaſons ;— 

il *T'is but a man gone: forth, my ſword; he dies. 

ll | | Stands apart. 
WW Jago. I have rubb'd this young quat almoſt to the 
| if | ſenſe, . g N 
If And he grows angry. Now, whether he kill Caſſio, 
Or Caſſio him, or each do kill the other, 7 


1 


ſ 
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Every way makes my gain: Live Roderigo, 
He calls me to a reſtitution large 
= gold and jewels, that I bobb'd from him, 
As gifts to Deſdemona; 
It muſt not be: if Caſſio do remain, 
He hath a daily beauty in his life, 
That makes me ugly; and beſides, the "IR 
May unfold me to him; there ſtand J in much peril, 
No,— he muſt die :—But ſo, I hear him coming. 
Enter Calſio. 
Rod. I know his gait, tis he; -Villain, thou dy'ſt. 
He runs at C 22 and wounds him. 
Cof. That thruſt had been mine enemy indeed, 
But that my coat is better than thou think'>t ; 
I will make proof of thine. 
[ Fight. Caſſio wounds Roderigo : Iago cuts 
Caſjio behind in the leg, and exit. 
Red. O, I am ſlain! 
Caf. I am maim'd for ever ;- Help, ho murder! 
murder! 
Enter Othello, above. 

Oth. The voice of Caſlio :---lago keeps his word. 

Red. O, villain that I am! 
 Oeh. Hark ! 'tis even ſo. 

Caſ. O, help, ho! light! a ſurgeon ! 

Otb. Tis he ;---O brave lago, honeſt and juft, 
That haſt ſuch noble ſenſe of thy friend's wrong ! 
Thou teacheſt me,---Minion, your dear lies dead, 
And your fate hies ap ce: Strumpet, I come : 

Forth of my heartthoſe charms, thine eyes, are blotted ; 
Thy bed, luſt-ſtaia'd, mall with luſt's blood be ſpotted. 
[Exit Othello. 
Enter Lodowico, and Gratiano, at a diſtance. 
ca What ho! no watch? no paſſage ? murder 


* 


murder! 
Gra. Tis ſome miſchance; the cry is very direful. 
C/, O help! | 
Lod. Hark * 


Red. O wretched villain! x 
Led, Tw Or three groans ; it is a heavy night 
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Theſe may be counterfeits ; let's think 't unſafe 
To come 1n to the cry, without more help. 
Red. No body come? then I ſhall bleed to death. 
Enter Iago, with alight. 
Lod. Hark 
Gra. Here's one comes in his ſhirt, with Wo and. 
weapons. 
Iago. Who's there? what noiſe i is this, that cries 
out murder ? 
Lod. We do not know. 
lago. Did not you hear a cry? 
ca. Here, here; for heaven's ſake, help me. 
lago. What's the matter? 
Gra. This is Othello's ancient, as I take it. 
Lod. The ſame, indeed; a very ns fellow. 
lago. What are you here, that c rieyoully ? 
Caf Ia Bas O, I am ſpoil'd, —— - villains ? 
ome help. 
Jago. O me, 7-165 what villains have done this? 
Caf I think, that one of them is hereabout, 
And cannot make away. 
Iago. O treacherous villains ! 
What are you there ? come-in, and give ſome help, 


* Lod, and Gra. 
Rod. O, help me here! 
Caſ. That's one of them. 
lago. O murderous-ſlave ! O villain! 
Iago flabs him. 
Red. O damn'd Ia O inhuman dog !---O! O! Or 
Iago. Kill men i' the dark !---Where be theſe bloody 
thieves ? ; 
How filent is this town !---Ho ! murder! murder 1 
What may you be? are you of good or evil? 
. » Lod, As you ſhall prove us, praiſe us. 8 
lago. Signior Lodovico ? 
Lad. He, fir. 
lago. I cry you mercy ; Here” - Call hurt by villains, 
Gra. Caflio! | 
Iago. How 1s it, brother? 
Caſ. My leg is cut in two. 
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Iago. Marry, heaven forbid !— 
Light, gentlemen ; I'l bind it with my ſhirt. | 
Enter Bianca. 
Bian, What is the matter, ho? Who is't that cry'd? 
Jago. Who is't that cry'd ? 
Bian. O my dear Caffio! my ſweet Caſſio! 
O Caſſio Cato! Cao! 
Lago. O notable ſtrumpet caffe may you ſuſpect 
Who the 1 be, that have thus * you 
Caf. 


Gra. I —— ory to find you "thus; I ro been to 


ſeek you. 
Lend mea garter: 80.— 0, for a chair, 

To . him eafily hence 
Bian. Alas, he faints :=O: Caſſio Cafſio! Caſo! 
lago. Gentlemen all, 1 do ſuſpect this traſn 

To be a party in this injury. 

Patience a while, good Caſſio Come, come; 

Lend me a light.—Know we this face, or no? 

Alas! my friend, and my dear countryman, 

Roderigo? no:—Yes, ſure; O heaven! Ragerigo. 
Gra. What, of Venice? 
lago. Even he, fir ; did you know him ? | 
Gra. Know him? ay. 
lago. Signior Gratiano? I ery you gentle pardon ; 

Theſe bloody accidents maſt — my manners, 

That ſo neglected you. | 
Gra. I am glad to ſee you. 
lago. How do you, Caſſio?— O, a chair, a chair! 
Gra; Roderigo ! w 
Jago. He, he, tis he :;>O, that's well faid ;— 

the.chair ;— [ A chair brought i in. 

Some good man bear him carefully from hence; 

1'll fetch the general's ſurgeon.—For you, miſtreſs, 

| 76 Bianca. 

Save you your labour, He that lies ſlain here, Caſſio, 

Was my dear friend; What malice was between you? 
Caſ. None in the world; nor do l — the man. 
Jago. [To Bian.] What, look you pale ?—O, bear 

him out o' the air, [ Caffio is borne off. 
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Stay you, good gentlemen;—Look you pale, miſtreſs | 


Do you perceive the ghaſtneſs of her eye? 


Nay, if you ſtare, . mall hear aj anon; 
Behold her well; ray you, look upon dal! 
, -- will hea, 


Though tongues were out of uſes: 3; 22 
| Enter Emilia 5 
Anil. N * „Snhat' s the matter TOS the wy, 
u 


Jago. Caſſio hath heze been ſet on the dark, 
By Roderigo, and fellows that are P 'd; 
He” 's almoſt lain, and Roderigo dead. 
Emil. Alas, good gentlemen! alas, 25 Caſio! 
Jago. This 1s the fruit of boring r! . 
Amilia, 
Go know of Caſſio where he ſupp'd to-night | | 
What, do you ſhake at that ? 
Dian. 1 at pay houſe; but therefore ſhake 


Jago. 0. Gia I char oa, with me. 
Jags. Fie, 5:4 thee, ge y et! 55 
Bian. 1 am no ſtr pet; but c 11 as net. 
As you that thus ay ule me. | 
mil. As I? Toh! fie upon hee! 
o- Kind Fs, let's go ſee oor. Caſio 
0 dreſs d: * | | 
Come, miſtreſs; * muſt tells Lausen 
Emilia, run you to the citadel, . 
And tell my lord and lady what bath hap d. 
Will you go on, I pray ?--- Chis is the night, [466 
That eicher makes TY or fordoes me * "[Exeten 


wh S ON E II. 
Aled chamber. 2 mera in bed, ſep 4A Jight 


ni 122. 


725 Enter Olle. 
| 0th. It is the cauſe,vit is the way 34 cls | 


Let me not it to you, you chaſte ſtars !-- 
It is the cane Net Pinot {hed her blood; 


Nor ſcar that whiter kin of her's than ſnow, 
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And ſmooth as monumental alabaſter. | | 
| | akes off his ſword. 

Yet ſhe muſt die, elſe ſhe'lI betray more men. 

Put out the light, and then Put out the light ! 

If I quench thee, thou flaming miniſter, | 

I can again thy former light reſtore, 

Should I repent me :---but once put out thy light, 

Thou cunning'ſt pattern of excelling nature, | 

I know not where is that Promethean heat, , 

That can thy light relumine. When J have pluck'd 

thy role, 

I cannot give it-vital growth again, 

It needs muſt wither :---I'1 ſmell it on the tree. 

O balmy breath, that doſt almoft perſuade 

les herſelf to break her ſword !---Once more.--- 

e thus when thou art dead, and Iwill kill thee, 
And love thee after :----Once more, and this the laſt ; 
So1weet was ne'er ſo fatal. I muſt weep, | 
But they are cruel tears: This ſorrow's heavenly ; 

It ſtrikes, where it doth love.---She wakes--- 
Def. Who's there? Othello? 
Oth. Ay, Deſdemona. 
Def. Will you come to bed, my lord ? 
Oth. Have you pray'd to-night, Deſdemona? 
Def. Ay, my lord. | 
Oth. If you bethink yourſelf of any erime, 
Unreconcil'd as yet to heaven and grace, 
Solicit for it ſtraight. 
De/. Alas, my lord, what may you mean by that? 
Cth. Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by: 
I would not kill thy unprepared ſpirit ; 
No,---Heaven Pro rar | ! I would not kill thy foul. 
Def. Talk you of killing ? 
Oth. Ay, I do. 
Deſ. Then, heaven 
Have mercy on me! ; 
Oth. Amen, with all my heart! _ 
Def. If you ſay fo, I hope you will not kill me, 
Oth. Hum! 
Def. And yet I fear you; for you are fatal then, 
Vol, VIII. Cc 
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When your eyes roll ſo: Why I ſhould fear, I know 
not, 
Since guiltineſs I Know not; but yet, 1 feel, I fear. 
Otb. Think on thy ſins, ene 
De. They are loves I bear to you. 
Oth. Ay, and for that thou dy'ſt. | 
De/. That death's unnatural, that kills for loving. 
Alas, why gnaw you ſo your nether lip ? 
Some bloody paſſion ſhakes your very 2 ö 
Theſe are portents; but yet I hope, I hope, 
They do not point on me. | 
Oh. Peace, and be ſtill! 
De/. Iwill ſo: What's the matter? i 
Oth, TIE handkerchief, which 1 ſalov'd, and gave 
Dane | 
Thou gav'ſt to Caſſio. 
De/. No, by my life and ſoul ; 
Send for the man, and aſk him. 
Oth. Sweet ſoul, take heed, 
Take heed of perjury ; thou art on thy death- bed. 
Def. Ay, but not yet to die. . 
Oth, Ves, preſently : 
Therefore confeſs thee freely of thy fin ; 
For to deny each article with oath, 
Cannot remove, nor choak the ſtrong conception 
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 
De/. O heaven, have mercy on me 
Oth. I ſay, Amen. | 
Def. And have you mercy too I never did 
Offend you in my life; never lov'd Caſſio, 
But with ſuch general warranty of heaven 
As I might love: | never gave him token, 
Oth. By heaven, I ſaw my hand! erchief in his hand. 
O perjur'd woman ! thou doſt ſton? my heart, 
And mak'ſt me call, what I intend to do, 
A murder, which I thought a ſacriſice: 
I ſaw the handkerchief. 
Def. He found it then; 
I never gave it him: Send for him hither, 
And let him confeſs à truth. 
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on. 11 hath confeſt d. 

; "Def. What, my lord ? 
Oth. That he hath---us'd thee. 
Def: How? unlawfully ? 


Otb. Ay. 
Def. He will not % B. 
0th. No, his mouth is ſtopp'd ; 
Honeſt lago hath ta'en order for t. 
Def. O, my fear interprets then, -- What, is he dead? 
Otb. Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge 
Had ſtomach for them all. | 
Def. Alas, he is betray'd, and I undone. 
Otb. * ſtrumpet! Weep'ſt thou for him to my 
ace ? 
Deſ. O, baniſh me, my lord, but kill me not. 
Otb. Down, ſtrumpet 
Def. Kill me to-morrow, let me live rn ont 
Oth. Nay, if you ſtriv e F 
Def. But half an hour. 
Cth, Being done, 
There is no pauſe. 
Def. But while I ſay one prayer. | 
Cth, It is too late. [He fmothers her. 
Emilia within. 
My lord, my lord! what ho! my lord, my lord! 
Oth. What noiſe is this? Not dead? not yet quite 
dead ? | 
I, that amcruel, am yet merciful ; 
T' wor not have oe linger in thy pain— 
0 
Emil. What ho! my lord, my lord ! 
Otb. Who's there? 
Emil. O, good my lord, I would ſpeak a word 
with you. 
0th. Ves; tis Emilia: by and by. She's dead, 
'Tis like, ſhe comes to ſpeak of Caſſio's death; | 
The noiſe was high.---Ha ! no more moving ? 
Still as the grave.---Shall ſhe come in ). Were t good! 
I think, ſhe ſtirs again: ;---No,---What's the beſt? 
If ſhe come in, he II ſure come to my wife: 


Help! hel Ip, ho! help!—O lady, ſpeak again | 
de 
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My wife! my wife! what wife? Ihave no wife : 
O inſupportable ! O heavy hour! 
Methinks, it ſhould be now a huge eclipſe 
Of ſun and moon ; and that the affrighted globe 
Should yp) at alteration. . 

I do beſeech you! may ſpeak with you. 
08 good my lord! 

Otb. I had forgot thee: O, come in, Emilia: 
Soft, by and by at me the curtains draw .;--- . 
Where art thou ?— What's the matter with thee now ? 

= SIRE the door, 
. Enter Fmilia. 


Anil. O, my good lord, yonder's foul murder done. 

O:h. What? now? 

Emil. But now, my lord. 

Oh. It is the very error of che moon; ; 
She comes more near the earth than ſhe was wont, 
And makes men mad. 

Emil. Caſſio, my lord, hath kill'd a young Venetian, 
Call'd—Roderigo. 

0th, Roderigo kill'd! 
And Caſſio kill'd 

Emil. No, Caſſio is not kill 'd. | 

Otb. Not Caſſio kill'd? Then murder's out of tune, 
And ſweet revenge grows harſh. 

Be O, falſely, falſely murder'd | 

mil. Alas! ki cry 1s that ? 
Orth. That! what? 
Emil. Out, and alas! that was my lady' 8 voice :— 


Sweet Deſdemona! O ſweet miſtreſs, ' ſpeak ! 
Deſ. A uiltleſs death I die. 
ZEmil. O, who hath done 
This deed ? | 
Def. No body ; I myſelf; farewell; | | 
Commend me to my kind lord; O, farewell, [ Dies. 
Oth. Why, how ſhould ſhe be murder d2 
Emil. Alas, who knows? 
Oth, You heard her ſay herſelf, it was not I. 
Emil. She ſaid fo; I mult _ report the truth. 
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orb. She's like a liar, gone to burning bell; 
»Twas I that kilPd her. 
Emil. O, the more _ ſhe, 
Apd you the blacker devi 
Orb. She turn'd to folly, and ſhe was a whore. 
Anil. Thou doſt belie her, and thou art a | devil. 
Oth. She was as falſe as water. 
mil. Thou art as raſh as fire, to ay 
That ſhe was falſe; O, ſhe was heavenly true! 
Orth. Caſſio did tup her; aſk thy huſband elſe: 
O, I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell, 
But that I did proceed upon juſt grounds 
To this extremity : Thy huſband knew it all. 
Anil. My huſband ? { 
Orth. Thy huſband. 
Emil. T) hat ſhe was falſe to wedlock? 
Oth. Ay, with Caſſio. Nay, had ſhe been true, 
If heaven would make me ſuch another world 
Of one entire and perfect chryſolite, -.- 
I'd not have fold her for it. les e. 
Amil. My huſband ? 4 
Oth. Ay, *twas he that told me firſt; | 
An honeſt man he is, and hates the ſlime 
That ſticks on filthy deeds. 
. M#imil. My huſband? 
 Oth. What needs this iteration, woman? 
- I ſay, thy huſband. 
Keil O miſtreſs, villainyhath made mocks with love! 
My huſband ſay that ſhe was falſe ? 
. Oth, He, woman; 
I fay, thy huſbands 'Do'ft underſtand the word? 
My friend, thy huſband, honeſt, honeſt Iago. 
Anil. If he ſay ſo, may his pernicious ſoul 
Rat half a grain a day! he lies to the heart; 
She was too fond of her moſt 815 bun. 
Orth. Ha! 
mil. Do thy worſt: 
This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven, 
Than thcu waft worthy her. 
O:h. Peace, you were beſt, 
. C 2 
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Fnmil. Thou haſt not half that power * me harm, 
As I have to hurt. O gull! O dolt! 
As ignorant as dirt! thou haſt done a deed, 
I care not for thy ſword ; I'll make thee known, 
Though I loſt twenty lives Help! help, ho 
The Moor hath kill'd my miſtreſs; M — bh. 7 
Enter Montano, Gratiano, Iago and others. 
Mon. What is the matter ?---How now, general ? 
mil. O, are yqu come, lago? you have done well, 
That men muſt lay their murders vn your neck, 
Gra. What is the matter? 
mil. Diſprove this, villain, if thou be'ſt a man: 
He ſays, thou told'ſ him that his wife was falſe ; 
I know, thou did'ſt not, thou'rt not ſuch a villain ; ; 
Speak, for my heart is full, 
Jago. I told him what l thought : and told no more 
Than what he found himſelf was apt and true. 
mil. But did you ever tell him, ſhe was falſe ? 
lago. I did. 
mil. You told a lie: an odious, damned lie; 
Upon my ſoul, a lie; a wicked lie ;— 
She falſe with Caſſio Did you ſay, with Caſſio? 
lago. With Caſſio, miſtreſs; Go to, charm your 
tongue. 
mil. Iwill not charm my n I am bound to 
ſpeak ; 
My miſtreſs here lies murder'd in her 1 
JJ. O heavens forefend ! 
Amil. And your reports have ſet the murder on. 
Otb. Nay, ſtare not, maſters it is true, indeed. 
Gra. Tis a ſtrange truth. | 
Mon. O monſtrous act! 
Emil. Villainy, villainy, villainy !— 
I think upon't,—I think, —1 ſmell't 5 villainy! 
I thought ſo then; I'll kill myſelf for grief.— 
O villainy, villainy ! 
1ago. What, are you mad? I charge you, get you 
home. 
Emil. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to ſpeak; 
Tis proper 1 obey him, bat not now :— 
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lago, I will ne'er go home. | 
Oo O! [Othells looking on his wift. 
Emil. Nay, lay thee down, and roar ; 
For thou haſt kill'd the ſweeteſt innocent, 
That e*er did lift up eye. 
Otb. O, ſhe was foul !--- | Rig. 
I ſcarce did know you, uncle; There lies your niece, 
Whole breath, indeed, theſe hands have newly ſtopp'd: 
I know, this act ſhews horrible and grim, | 
Gra. Poor Deſdemona ! I am glad thy father's dead; 
Thy match was mortal to him, and . grief 
Shore his old thread in twain: did he live now, 
This fight would make him do a deſperate turn; 
Yea, curſe his better angel from his ſide, 
And fall to reprobation. 
Oh. Tis pitiful ; but yet Tago knows, 
That ſhe with Caſſio hath the act of ſhame 
A thouſand times committed; Caſlio confeſs'd it; 
And ſhe did gratify his amorous works 
With that recognizance and pledge of lov 
Which I firſt gave her; I ſaw it in his band; b 
It was an handkerchief, an antique token 
My father gave my mother. | 
Emil. O heaven! O heavenly powers! 


Jago. Come, hold your peace. 0 
mil. Twill out, 'twill out: -I hold my peace, 
ſir? no, 


No, I will ſpeak as liberal as the north: 

Let heaven, and men, and devils, let them all, 

All, all, cry ſhame againſt me, yet Il! ſpeak. 
lago. Be wiſe, and get you home. 
Amil. I will not. [laga offers to tab his wife. 
Gra. Fie! 

Your ſword upon a woman? tg I 
Emil. O thou dull Moor! that handkerchief, thou 

ſpeak'ſt of, 

I found by fortune, and did give my huſband; 

For often, with a ſolemn earneſtneſs, 

pid than, indeed, belong'd to ſuch a trifle) 

begg'd of me to ſteal it, 
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Jago. Villainous whore! : '* 
Anil. She gave it Caſſio! no, alas; I foul 

And I did give it my huſband. 
lago. Filth, thou lieſt, . 
Fmil. By heaven, I do not; I do not, gentlemen : 

O murd'rous coxcomb !- what ſhould fuch a _— 

_ with ſo good a wife? 

[ago. flabs his wife, then runs out. 
Oth. 415 there ile ones i in heaven, 

But what ſerve for the thunder ?---Precious villain! 
Gra. The woman falls; ſure he has kill'd his wife. 
Emil. Ay, ay; O, lay me by my miſtreſs” fide! 
Gra. He's gone; but his wife's kill'd. - 

| Mon. * Tis anotorious villain. Take you this weapon, 

| Which I have here recover'd from the Moor: 

1 Come, guard the door without; let him not paſs, 

| | But kill him rather: I'll after that ſame villain, 

For *tis a damn'd ſlave. [ Exeunt Mon. and Gras 


Oh. I am not valiant neither, 

But every puny whipſter gets my ſword :--- 

But why ſhould honour out- live honeſty ? 
i Let it go all. 
I Amil. What did thy ſong bode, lady ? : 
| Hark, can'ſt thou hear me? I will play the ſwan, . 
i And die i in muſic. Willow, willow, willow.--- 

| | Moor, ſhe was chaſte; ſhe lov'd thee, cruel Moor: 
| So come my foul to bliſs, as I ſpeak true; 
| 
| 


| So ſpeaking as I think, 1 die,---I die. 1 Diet. 
| 0th. L have another weapon in this chamber, 
[i It is a ſword of Spain, the ice · brook's temper ;---= « 


O, here it 1s:---Uncle, I muſt come forth. 
| Gra. 3 ] If chou attempt it, it will coſt thee. 
1 car; 
| Thou haſt no weapon, and perforce muſt ſuffer. 
\f Ch, Look in upon me then, and ſpeak with me, 
lit Or, naked as I am, I will aſſault thee. 
0 Ne.enter Gratiauo. 
Gra. What is the matter ? 
Oth. Behold ! I have a weapon: 
A better never did itſelf ſuſtain. 
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Upon a ſoldier's thigh: I have ſeen the day, 
That, with this little arm, and this good ſword, 
I have made my way through more impediments 
Than twenty times your ſtop :---But, O vain boaſt! 
Who can controul his fate? tis not ſo noW.,+-- | 
Be not afraid, though you do ſee me weapon'd ; 
Here is my journey's end, here is my butt, 
The very ſea-mark of my utmoſt ſail. 
Do you go back diſmay d? 'tis a loſt fear; 
Man but a ruſh againſt Othello's breaſt, 
And he retires; Where ſhould Othello go? | 
Now, how doſt thou look now? O ill-tarr'd wench ? 
Pale as thy ſmock ! When we ſhall meet at compt, 
This look of thine will hurl my ſoul from heaven, 
And fiends will ſnatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl? 
Even like thy chaſtity.--- L | 
O curſed, curſed flave !---Whip me, ye devils, 
From the poſſeſſion of this heavenly fight ! 
Blow me about in winds! roaſt me in ſulphur ! 
Waſh me in ſteep-down gulfs of liquid fire! 
O Deſdemona ! Deſdemona ! dead ! 
Dead? O! O! O > oh; 4 
Enter  Lodovico, Caffio brought in ; Montano, with 
lago priſoner ; and ()fficers. 
Lod. Where is this raſh and moſt unfortunate man? 
Oth. That's he that was Othello; here I am. 
Lod. Where is that viper? bring the villain forth. 
Otb. I - _ down towards his feet ;---but that's a 
aDIC. | , 
If that thou be*ſ a devil, I cannot kill thee. - 
*- ' * {Othello wounds lago. 
Led. Wrench his ſword from him. 
Iago. I bleed, fir; but not kill'd. 
Oth. I am not ſorry neither; I'd have thee live; 
For, in my ſenſe, tis happineſs to die. 
Led. O thou Othello, that waſt once ſo good, 
Fall'n in the practice of a curſed ſlave, | 
What ſhall be ſaid to thee? 
Ob. Why, any thing: 8 
An honourable murderer, if you will; 


* 
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For nought I did in hate; but all in hondu. 
- Lod. This wretch hath part confeſs'd his villainy : 
Did you * conſent. in fio's death? 
Orb. Ay. 
Ca. Dear ral, 1 never r gave you cauſe. 
Oth. I do believe it, and I afk your pardon. 
Will you, I pray, demparid that demi-devil, 
Why he hath thus enfnar'd my ſoul and body R 
Jago. 8 me nothing: What you know, you 
now : 
From this time forth 1 mu will ſpeak word. 
Tod. What? not to pray? | 
Av 


Gra. Torments will ope you 

Oth. Well, thou doſt beſt. | g 

Lod. Sir, you ſhall underſtand which hath befall'n, 
Which, as I think, you know not: Here is a letter, 
Found in the pocket of the ſlain Rederigo; ; 
And here, another; the one of them imports 
The death of Caſſio to be brd 
By Roderigo. - 

Oth, O villain! 

Caf. Moſt heatheniſh, and moſt grole ! 

Tod. Now here's another diſcontented paper, 
Found in his pocket too; and this, it ſeems, 
Roderigo meant to have ſent this damned villain; 
But that, belike, I . 05 the interim 
Came in and ſatisfi 5 

- 0th, O the — 7 0 caitiff 1 — 
How came you, Caſſio, by that N 
That was my wife's ? 
. Caf.” I found it in my chamber: 
And he himſelf confeſs'd but even now, 
That there he dropp'd it, for a ſpecial n, 
Which wrought x; th deſire. 
Oth. O fool ! fool! fool! 
Caf. There is, beſides, in Roderigo's det 

How he upbraids Iago, that ha e him 
Brave me upon the watch ; whereon 1t came 
That I was caſt: And even but now he ſpake, 
After long ſeeming dead, hay hurt him, 

Iago ſet him on. 
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_ Led. You muſt forſake this room, and * us: 
Your power and your command is taken off, 
And Caſſio rules in Cyprus. For this flave,--- 
If there be any cunning cruelty, yy 
That can torment him much, and hold him long, 
It ſhall be his: You ſhall cloſe priſoner reſt, - | 
Till that the nature of your fault be known 
To the Venetian ftate---Come bring him away. 

O:h. Soft you, a word or two before you go, 

I have done the ſtate ſome ſervice, and they know it; 
No more of that :---I pray you, in your letters, 
When you ſhall theſe unlucky deeds relate, 
Speak of me as I am ; nothing ext enuate, 95 

or ſet down aught in malice : then muſt you ſpeak 

Of one, that lov'd, not wiſely, but too well; 

Of one, not eaſily jealous, but, being wrougat, 
Perplex'd in the extreme; of one, whoſe hand, 

Like the baſe Judean, threw a pearl away | 
Richer than all his tribe; of one, whoſe ſu 
Albeit unuſed to the melting mood, 
Drop, tears as faſt as the Arabian trees 
Their med'cinable gum : Set you down this: 

And ſay, befides,--=that in Aleppo once, 

Where a malignant and a turban d Turk 
Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd the Kate, 

I took by the throat the circumciſed dog, 

And ſmote him---thus;” 4 [Stabs himſelf. 
Led. O bloody period! 
Gra. All, that is ſpoke, is marr'd. _ | 
Oth, I kifs'd thee, ere I kill'd, thee - No way but 

this, [Falling upon Neſdemona. 

Killing myſelf, to die upon a kiſs. Dies. 
C/. This did 1 fear, but thought he had no wea» 

pon; 

For he wha preat of heart. 
Led. O Spartan dog 

More fell than anguiſh, hunger, or the fea ! | 
Look on the tragic loading of this bed ; [To lago, 
This is thy work : the object poiſons fight ; -- 

Let it be hid. Oratiano, keep the Ke, 
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And ſeize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 

For they ſucceed on you. - To you, lord governor, 
Remains the cenſure of this helliſh villain ; 

The time, the place, the torture, O enforce it 
Myſelf will ſtrai ght aboard; and, to the ſtate, 

This heavy act with heavy heart relate. [ Exennt, 
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NOTE. 


The beauties of this play impreſs themſelves ſo ſtrongly upon the 
attention of the reader, that they can draw no aid from critica!; illuſ- 
tration. "The fiery openneſs of Othello, magnanimous, artleſs, and 
credulous, boundleſs in his confidence, ardent in his affection, in- 
flexible in his reſolution, and obdurate in his revenge; the cool 
malignity of Iago, filent in his reſentment, ſubtle in his defigns, 
and ſtudious at once of his intereſt and his vengeance ; the ſoft ſim- 
— of Deſde mona, confident of merit, and conſcious of innocence, 

er artleſs perſeverance in her ſuit, and her fl-wn-ſs to ſuſpect that 
ſhe can be faſpeAed, are ſuch proofs of Shakſpeare's (kill in human 
nature, as, I ſoppoſe, it is vain to ſeek in any modern writer. The 
gradual progreſs which Iago makes in the Moor's conviction, and 
the circumitances which he employs t. inflame him, are ſo artfully 
natural, that, though it will perhaps not be ſaid of him as he ſays 
of himſelf, that he is a man not caſily jealous, yet we cannot but 
Pty him, when at laſt we find hin perplexed in the extreme. 
here is always danger, left wickedneſs, conjoined with abilities, 
ſhould fteal upon eſteem, though it miſſes of approbation ; but the 
character of Iago is fo conducted, that he is from the firſt ſcene to 
the laſt hated and deſpiſed. 

Even the interior char cters of this play would be very conſpicu- 
ous in any other piece, not only for their juſtneſs, but their ſtrength. 
Caſio is brave, benevolent, and honeſt, ruined only by his want of 
ſtubbornneſs to reſwi an inſidious invitation. Roderigo's ſuſpicious 
credulity, and im patient ſubmiithon to the cheats which ſees 
practiſed upon him, and which by perſuaſion he ſuffers to be re- 

zated, exbtbit a ſtrong picture of a weak mind betrayed by unlaw- 

ul deſires to a falle friend; and the virtue of Emilia is ſuch as we 
often find worn looſely, but not caſt off, caſy to commit ſmall 
crimes, but quickened and alarined at atrocious villainies. 

The ſcenes from the beginning to the end ate buſy, varied by 
happy interchanges, and regularly promoting the progreſſion of the 
ſtory ; and the narrative in the end, though it tells but what is 
known already, yet is neceſſary to produce the death o' Othello. 

Had the ſcene open ed in Cyprus, and the preceding incidents been 
occaſionally related, there had ben little wanting to a drama of the 


moſt exact aid ſcrupulous regularity. 
Jobnſon. 
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12 render this Edition a complete Collection of 

the Worxs of SHaxsPeare, it has been recom- 
mended to print uniformly with his Dramatic Pieces, 
the genuine Pokus of this celebrated Bard. 

Of the collection here preſented; it is neceſſary 
to give ſome account :--- The text of the late Edition 
of the Poems given by Mr. Malone has been follow- 
ed; after carefully collating it with the different 
Collections extant, * | 

The moſt confiderable Poem, Venus and Adonis, 
was firſt publiſhed in 1594---quarto, although the 
earlieſt Edition to be met with is that of 1596--- 
{mall octavo. The Rape of Lucrece was alſo firſt 
printed in quarto, in 1594, and afterwards re- 
publiſhed in {mall octavo. | 
Under the quaint title of the Paſfonate Pilgrim, 
William Jaggard firſt publiſhed in 1599, a Collection 
of Sonnets, &c. with the initials of our Author. 
In this publication a ſonnet beginning with, If 

muſic and ſweet poetry agree, and an ode begin- 
ning, As it fell upon a day,” (which had been 
printed by the ſame Editor in his Collection of 
the Poems written by Richard Birnfield) were inſert- 
ed as being the production of Shakſpeare; they have 
not, however, been admitted into this Collection. 

Our Author's Sonnets, with his name, appeared 
in 1609 -quarto. Subſequent Editions were en- 
larged by the interpolation of various“ Tranſlations 
from Ovid,” which were made, and afterwards 
claimed by Heywood. In Jaggard's ſecond Edition 
of the Paſſionate Pilgrim,“ in 1612, he made free 


to give, as the production of Shakſpeare, Marloe's 
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celebrated Madrigal of «© Come live with me and de 
my love, and the Anſwer to it, which has been 
attributed to Sir Walter Raleigh. *. 
While we have been Pc attentive not to 

admit a line as the production of gur Poet, againſt 
authenticity auy evidence Could be prodgced, 
Candour compelled us to receive two Poems not to 
be foes 2 — Malone's 3 nf . 
appeare M the Copies ſince As ave 
* by any Ziel de ids another hand, 
and ſeem only 8 have been rejected by Mr. Malone 

e 


"i&- 3 


on account of War: firſt appearing in a poſthumous 
publication; we have ge deemed that ſufficient 
reaſon for conſidering: chem ſpurious, and have given 
them a place at the concluſion of the work. 
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HENRY TFRIOTHESLY, 
# Earl, of Southampton 1 


24 . BARONSOF TICHEIELD. 


a . LEA . ' 
our HONOURABLE, 65 F, 
J Know not bow T. bath offend, in 


dedicating my unpoliſbed lines fo your Lord- 
ſhip ; nor bow the world will cenſure me, 


for chufing- ſo ſtrong a, prop to ſupport ſo 


weak a burden: Only if your Honour ſeem 
tt pleaſed, I account my ſelf highly ly praiſed, 
and vow to take advantage of all idle bours, 
till I ba 


Jo noble a godfather, and never after ear ſo. 
barren a land, for fear it yield me ftill ſo 


bad a harveſt. Hlcave it to your honourable 


» ſurvey, and your Honour to your beart's: 
contont ; which I wiſh may always anſwer- 
your own wiſh, and. ** world's 's hopeful, 


expeftation. 
Your Hogogt' Sin all dy, 
f V. SHAKS PE ARE. 


bonoured you v7 ſome graver* 
labour. But if the firſt heir of my inven- 
tion prove deſormed, I ſhall be ſarry it had 
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SHAKSPEARE's POEMS. 


——————————— 
Venus and Adonis, 


Even as the ſun, with e-colour'd face, 
Had ta'en his laſt leave ehe weeping morn, 
Roſe-cheek d Abo vis hied him to the chaſe: 
Hunting he lov'd, but Love he laughed to ſcorn: 
Sickstheughted VENUS makes amain unto him, 
And like a bold-fac'd ſuitor gius ro woo him. 


Thrice fairer than myſelf ! (thus ſhe began) 


The fields ſweet flower! ſweet above com 
Stain to all nymphs ! more lovely than a man 
More white and red, than doves or. roſes-are! 
Nature, that made thee, with herſelf at ſtriſe, 
Saith, that the world hath ending with thy life. 
Vouchſate thou wonder ! to ali ght thy ſeed, 
And rein his proud head to the He- bow; 
If thou wilt deign this favour, for thy meedjj 
A thouſand honey ſecrets ſhalt thou know. 
Here come and fit, where ſcrpent never — 
And being ſet, I'll ſmother thee with kiſfes. * 


And yet not cloy thy lips with loathed ſatiety, 
But rather famiſh them amidtheir plenty; 
Making them xed and pale with freſh variety: 
Ten kiffes ſhort-as one, one long as twenty. 

A ſummer's day will ſeem an hour but ſhort, | 
Being waſted in ſuch time-beguiling ſport. * 
With this ſhe ſeizeth on his ſweating palm 
The pxefident of” pith and livelitiood, 


And trembling in her paſſich.galls its bam 
Earth's ſovereign ſalve. to do 2 goddeſs g b | 


- 


Being ſo enrag'd, Deſite doth lend her ee, 


- 


Courageouſly to pluck him from his. ol 


Over one arm the luſty-courſer's rein, . 
Under the other was the tender boy, . 

Who bluſh'd and pouted in a dull AM 

wo — — den appetite, noſe 7 oo MH 

red and hot, as coals of glowin : 

He redfor N Ag 


The ſtudded bridle, on a ragged bough, © +» 
Nimbly ſhe fatens (O how quick. is Dye, W 
The ficed'is ftalled-up, and even noc ; W 


To tie the rider he begins to prog. 151 


% 


„but · froſty in defire. 1 1 
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8 VENUS AND ADONIS. N 
1 f | 
I! Backward ſhe py him, as ſhe would be thruſt, 
| Andgovern'd him in ſtrength, tho“ not in luſt. 
| So ſport ns ſhe along, as he was down, , « 
Each leaning on therr elbows and their hips : 
Now doth the froke his cheek, now doth he frown, 
3 


And *gins to chide, but ſoon ſhe ſtops his —_ 
And! kiſling ſpeaks, with luſtfullanguage broken, 
| If thou wik chide, thy lips ſhall never open. 
| He burns with baſh'ul ſtrame; ſhe with her tears, 
f | Doth quench the maiden burning # his checks: 
Then with her windy ſighs, and golden hairs, 
| To fan and blow them dry again the ſecks, 
He ſays ſhe is immodeſt, blames her miſs; * 
What follows more, ſhe ſmothers with a Kiſs. 
Even as an empty eagle, ſharp by faſte, SIS" 
[ Tires with her beak on feathers, fleſh and bone, 
| bs Shaking her wingyy devouring all in haſte, | 
| Till either gorge be ſtuft, or prey be gone: — 
| Even fo ſhe Kiſt his brow, his check, his chin, 
| And where the ends, the doth anew begin. 


Forc'd to conſent, but never to obey, 22 
Panting he lies, and breathing in her face ;. 
She feedeth on the ſteam, as on a , 
And calls it heav'nly moiſture | Air of grace! 
Wiſhing her cheeks were gandens fullof flowers, 
So they were dew'd with ſuch diſtilling ſhowers... 


Look how. a bird lies tangled in a net. 
So faſten'd in her arms Aponrs lics : 
Pure ſhame and aw'd reſiſtance made him fret. 
Which bred more beauty in his angry eyes. 
Rain added to a river that is rank, | 
Perforce will force it overflow the bank. R 
Still ſhe entreats, and prettily entreats: 
: For to a pretty ear ſhe tunes her tale. | 
Still he bs ſullen, ſtill he lowers and frets, | 0 
*Twixt crimſon ſhame, and anger aſhy pale. 
Being red ſhe loves him beſt, and being white,.. 
Her breaſt is betrer'd; with a more dlight. 
Look how he can, not chuſe but love, 
And by her fair jmmattal hand ſhe ſwears, 
Joo. is ſoft boſom never to remove, / 
Till he take truce with Her contending tears, 
Which long have rain'd, making her chic: all wet, 
And-one ſweet kiſs ſhall his countleſs debt. 98 * 
Upon this promiſe did he Te his chin, x 
Eike a dive-dapper peering thro” a wave, 
Who being look*d on, ducks as quickly in: 
So offers he to give what ſhe did crave ; „ 
But when his lips were ready for his pay, 4p" A 
He winks and Hun- bis lips anpther Warze 
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a Never did paſſenger, in ſummer's heat, n 
ore thirſt for drink, than ſhe for this good tun 


Her help ſhe ſeegg buthelp ſhe cannot get 
She baths in war er 4 22 bey 8 
On pity, gan ſhe c int-hea 
'Tis buta kiſsI beg, why art thou coy ? 
I have been woo'd, as I entreat thee now, ©... 
Ev'n by the fern and direful God of War, 
Whoſe ſinewy neck in battle ne'er did bow, 
Who conquers where ht comes in every jar; * 5 
Yet hath he been y captive and roy Habe, Sea 
And begg'd for that, which thou unaſid halt hays, 
Over my altars hath be hung his lance, 
7 a od, 8 . | 
| or my ſake hath learn'd to ſport and dance, 
To coy, — dally, ſmile — jeſt ; 
Scorning his churliſh drum, and enſign red; 
Making my arms his field, his tent my bed. 
Thus he, that over-ruP'd, I over-ſway'sd ; - 
Leading him priſoner in a red-roſe chain. | 
Strong temper'd ſteel, his ſtronger ſtrength obey d, 
Yet was he ſervile to my coy diſdain. _ 
Oh be not proud, nor brag not of thy might, 
For maſt'ring her, that fall'd the God of Fight! 
Touch but my lips with thoſe fair lips of thine, 
Uh mine be not ſo fair, yet they are red) 
e kiſs ſhall be thine own, as well, as mine; 
What fee'ſt thou on the ground? Hold up thy head: 
Look in mine eye-balls, where thy beauty lies, 
Then why not lips on lips, ſince eyes on eyes ? 
Art thou aſham'd to kiſs? Then wink again, 
And I will wink, ſo ſhall the day ſeem night, 
et N Us * where there bog twain ; 
old to port is not in ſight. 
Theſe bilde. ein d violets, helden we lean, 
N ver can blab, nor know they what we mean. 
The tender fpring n thy tempting lip, 
She's thee s: 1 f thou well be taſted ; 
Make uſcof time, let not advantage flip, © 
Beauty within itſelf would not be waſted. 
Fair flowers, that are not gathered in their pri 
Rot and conſume themſelves in little time. 


Were I hard-favour'd, foul, or wrinkled old, 


o 


Ill-natur' d, crooked, churliſh, hagſſꝶ in voice, | >» 


O'erworn, deſpiſed, rheumatic and Fold, 
Thick ſighted, barren, lean, and lacking juice: 
Then might'ſ thou pauſe, for then I were not for thee, 
But, having no defects, why doſt abhor me? 
Thou can't not ſee one wrinkle in nyybrow, 
Mine eyes are grey, and bright, and quick in turning; 
My b- auty, as the ſpring, doth yearly'grow ; 
My fleſh as ſoft and ptump, my marrow burning ; 
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10 1 VENUS AND ADONIS, * 
4 * of 4 5 
My ſmooth moiſt hand, were it with thy hand felt, - 
Would in thy palm diſſolve, or ſeem to 12 
Bid me difcourſe, I will inchant thine ear 


85 2 fairy, trip upon the green; 
| bl 


mxea nymph, with long diſheveF'd hair, 

Dance pn the ſands, and vet no footing ſeen. 

Love is a ſpirit all compact of fire, - 

Not groſs to finkg@but light, and will afpire. 
Witneſs this primroſe bank, whereon Tlie, © 
The forceleſs ou: bike ſturdy trees, ſup : 
Two ſtrengthleſs doves will draw me thro*Yhe ſky © 
From morn till night, even where I liſt to ſport me. 

Is love ſo light, ſweet boy, and may it be, 

That thou ſhould think it heavy unto thee ? 


Is thine own heart to thine own face affected? 
Can thy right hand ſeize love _ - * ? 
Then wooe thyſelf, be of thyſelf rejected, 
Steal thine own freedom and complain of theft. 
Narcr1ssvs ſo himſelf, himſelf forſook, 
And dy'd to kiſs his ſhadow in the brook. 


Torches are made to light, jewels to wear, . 
Dainties to taſte, freſh beauty for the uſe, 
Herbs for their ſmell, and ſappy plænts to bear; 
Things growing to themſelves are growth's 2buſe : 
Seeds ſprin * ſeeds, and beauty breedeth beauty ; 
Thou wert begot, to get it is thy duty. 
V pon the earth's increaſe why ſhouldſt thou feed 
Unleſs the earth with thy increaſe be fed ? | 
By law of Nature thou art bound to breed, 
That thine may live, when thou thylelf art dead: 
And ſo in ſpight of Death, thou do Survive, , * 
In that thy likneſs fill is left alive. * 
By this the love- ſick Queen began to Twi 13 
F 4 where they lay, = bal ene forfook them; | 
And TrraAx, tired in the mid-day heat, | 5 
With burning eye did hotly overlook them : 
Wiſhing ; Mg wack h-d his team to guide, 
So he were like him, and by Venvs fide. 
And now Apoxrs with alazyſpright, 
And with a heavy, dark, diſliking eye, 
His low'ring brows o'erwhelming his fair fight, 
Like N vapours, when they blot the —4 
ouring his cheeks, cries, Fie, no more of love, 
The ſun doth burn my face, I muſt remove. 
vl Ah me! (quoth Venus) young, and ſounkind ! 
[| What bare excuſes mak'ſt thou to be gone? 
| 
| 


a 


Fil figh celeſtial breath, whoſe gentle wind 
Shall cool the heat of this 1 
Pl! make a ſhadow for hee of my hairs, 
If they burn too I'll gueneh them with my tears, 


| * 
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The ſun that ſhines from Heaven ſhines but warm, 
And, lo! I lie between the ſun and thee 

The heat I have from thence doth little harra, 
Thine eye darts forth the fixe that burneth me. 


And, were not immortal, life were done, | % . 


Between this heav'nly, and this carthly fun, 


Art thou obdurate, flinty, hard as ftect? | 

Nay more than fl int, for ſtone at rain relenteth: 

Art thou a woman's fon, and canſt not feel 

What 'tis to love, how want of love toxrmenteth.? 
Oh had thy mother bern ſa bad a mind, 
She had not brougiꝶ forcky thee, bat died unkind. 


What am I, that thou ſhould contemn' me this? 

Or what great danger dwells upom my fair 7 

What were thy lips the worſe for one po Kits ! 

Speak fair but ſpeak fair words, or eſe be mute; 
Give me one kiſs, PI give it thee again, | 
And one for int'reſt, Shou wilt have twain. 

Fie lifeleſs picture, cold and ſenſeleſs tone, 

Well-painted idol, image dull and dead; 

Statue contenting but the eye alone, | 

Thing like a man, but f no woman breed. 
Thou art no man, tho of a man's completions - 
For men will kiſs even by their own direction. 

This ſaid, impatience choaks her pleading tongue, 

And ſwell geen ach woke a pauſe; 

Red cheeks and fiery eycs blaze forth her 

Being judge in love, ſne cannot right her cauſe. 
And now ſhe. weeps, and now the fain would ſpeak, 
And now her ſobs do her intendments break. 


Sometimes ſhe Makes her head, and then his hand: 
Now gazeth ſhe on, him, now on the ground; 
Sometimes her arms enfold him like a band; 
83 he wy SY - arms be — b 
nd when from then ſtruggles to be gone, 
She locks her 4illy fingers one in one. : 


Fordling, ſaith ſhe, ince I have hemm'd thee here, 
Within the circuit of this ivory pale, 

Lil be the park, and thou ſhalt be my deer, 
Feed where thou wilt, on mountain, ar in dale. 
Graze on my lips; and if thoſe hills be dry 
Stray lower, where the pleaſant fountains li 

Within this limit is „ nr 
Sweet bottom graſ*, and high delightfuFplain, 
Round rifing hill cks, brakes obſcure and rough, 
To ſicIter thee from tempe'* and from rain. 
Then be my deer, fince I am ſuch a park, 
No d g ſhall rouſe ther, tho” a th uſand bark. 


At this ADon1s ſmiles, as in diſdain, 
That in each cheek appears a pretty dimple-z 
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| 
| | 
Love made thoſe hollows, if himſelf were ſlain, 
| He might be buried in a tomb ſo ſimple; 
| Foreknowing well if there he came to li 
| Why there Love liv'd, and there he not die, 


| | Theſe loving caves, theſe round enchanted pits, 

Open'd their mouths to ſwallow Vzxvs liking : A 
' — before, how doth ſhe now for wits 3 
WI Struck. dead at firſt, what needs a ſecond ftriking? _ 
1 Poor queen of Love, in thine own law forlorn, 
| ö To love a cheek, that {miles at thee with ſcorn. 
% Now which way ſhall ſhe turn? What ſhall ſhe ſay? 82 * 
10 Her words are done, her woes the more 1 : 
1 The time is ſpent, her object will away, 
10 And from her twining arms doth urge releaſing: 

Peity ſhe cries, ſome favour, ſome remorſe; 

Away he 'prings, and haſteth to his horſe. 


0 But, lo ! from forth a'copp's that neighbours by, 
i; A breeding jennet, lufty,” ng, and proud, 9 
il ADon1s' trampling — 2 doth eſpy, 

Wy And forth ſhe ruſhes; ſnorts, and neighs aloud : 
6 The ftrong-nec'kd Reed, being ty'dunto a tree, 
6 Breaketh his rein, and to her ſtrait goes he. 


Imperiouſly he leaps, he neighs, he bounds, 


And now his woven girts he bieaks aſunder; © 


| The bearing earth with his hard hoof he wounds, 
i . Whoſe hollow womb reſounds like Heaven's thunder: 
j The iron bit hecruſhes tween his teeth, 3 
ſ Controlling what he was controlled with. 
| His ears up-prick'd, his braided hanging mane 
| Upon his compaſs'd creſt now ſtands an end 
| - His noſtrils drink the air, and forth again, 
As from a furnace, vapours doth he lend: 

His eye, which gliſtefs ſcorn like fire, 

Shews his hot courage, and his high deſire. 
Sometimes he trots, as if he told the ſteps, 
With gentle majefty, and modeſt pride ; . 
Anon he rears upright, curvets and leaps, . > 
As who ſhould ſay, lo thus my ſtrength is try'd : 

And thus I do, to captivate the eye 

Of the fair breeder, that is ſtanding by. 
What recketh he his rider'sangry ſtir, 
His flatt'ring Holla, or his Stand, I ſay ? - 
What cares he now for curb, or pricking ſpur? 


For rich capariſons, or trappings gay ? | 
He ſees his love and nothing elſe he ſees, 


For nothing elſe with his proud fight agrees. 
Look when a painter wou'd ſurpaſs the life, 7 
In limning out a wel'-proportion'd ſteed, 

His art, with Nature's workmanſhip at ftrife, 
As if the dead the living ſhould exceed : 


3 
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80 did his horſe excel a common one : 
In ſhape, in courage, colour, pace, and bone. 
Round-hooft, ſhort-jointed, fetlocks ſhag and lon 
Broad breaſt full eyes, ſmall head, and noftril wide, 
High org ſhort ears, ſtrait legs, and paſſing ftrongy 
Thin mane,” thick tail, broad buttock tender hide. 
Look What a horſe ſhould have, he did not lack, 
Save a proud rider on ſo prtuud a back. | 


Sometimes he ſcuds far off, and there he ſtares ; 
Anon he ſtarts at ſtirring of a feather: 

To bid the wind abaſe he now prepares, 

And wh rugyort? t knew obt whither. 

For thro is m gail the high wind ſings, 

Fanning the hairs, which heave like feather d wings, 
He looks upon his love, neighs unto her; 

She anſwers him, as if ſh ew his mind, 
Being proud as females are, to ſee him woge her, 
'She puts on outward N ſeems un kind. 
Spurns at his love, and ſcorns the heat he feels, 
ting his kind embracements wither heels. 
Then, like a me malescomtent, 
He veils his tail; that like a falling Jas 
Cool ſhadow to his melting butfocks lent; © © 
He ſtamps, and bites the poor flies in his fume: 

His love perceiving ao he is enrag'd, 

Grew kinder, his fury was afluag'd. req 
His teſty maſter" goes about to ahe hi 4u.. 
When i the unback'd cen - offer, 

ealous 0 Wi t ake hi 
With her thehorſe? and ef Anon1s there. * 
As they were mad, unto the wood they hie them, 
Out- ſtripping eros, that᷑ ſtri ve to er- fly them. 
All ſwoln as AI. Kpo mis fits, 
Banni itꝰ rous and unruly beaſt. « 
And 2 4 ſeaſon 
That love-fick I6 pleading ma 

For lovers ſay, the he: t wrongs, 

When It is bart*d the aidance of the tongue, 
An oven that is ſtopp'd, or river ſtaid, 
Burneth,more hotly, ſwelleth with more rage : 

So of concealed ſorrow may be ſaid; a 
Free vent of words Love's fire doth oft aſſuage: 
But when the heart's attorney once is mute, 
The client breaks, as deſperate in his ſuit, 
He ſees her coming, and begins to glow, 
Even as a dying coal revives with wind ; 
And with his bonnet hides his angry brow, N 
Looks on the dull with diſturbed mind 4 
Taking no notice that ſhe is fo nigh, 
For all aſkance he holds her in his eye. 


; 
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o! what a ſight it was wiſtly to view , 
How ſhe came ſtealing to the wayward boyz 
To note the fighting conflict of her hue, 


How white and red each other did deſtroy ! - * 
But now her cheek was pale, and by and by 
It flaſh'd forth fire as lightning from the ſky. i B 
Now was ſhe juſt before him, as he ſat, . 1 
And like a lowly lover down the kneels; Ale, 
With one fair hand ſhe heaveth up bis hat, 6 


Her other tender hand his fair c s feels: 
His tender cheeks, receive her ſoft hand's print, 
As apt, as new-fallen ſnow takes any dint. 


O! what a war of looks was then between them 
Her eyes — gh to his eyes ſunnʒ 
His eyes ſaw. her eyes, as they had not ſeen them; * 
Her eyes woo'd ſtill, his eyes diſdain'd the wooing : 

And all this dumb play had his acts made plain 

With tears, which chorgs-like her eyes did rain, 


Full gently now ſhe takes him by the hand, 
A lilly priſon'd in a jatt o ſhow ; BE 
Or ivory in an alabaſter band, 
So white a friend ingirts fo white a fae ! 
This beautgougCogabet, wilful and unwilling, 
Shew'd like to hlver doves, that fit a billing 
Once more the engine of her thoughts began, 
O faireſt mover on this mortal round! -- 
Would thou wert as I am, and I man, | 
My heart all whole as thine, thy heart my wound. 
or one ſweet look my help I would aſſure thee, 
Tho? nothing but my body's bane would cure thee, 
Give me myhand (eh he) why doſt thou feel it? © © 
Give me thy heart (ſaith ſhe) and thou ſhalt have it; | 
O!] give it me, leſt thy hard heart do Reel it; * 
And being ſteel'd, ſoft fighs can never 1 
Then Love's deep groans I never regard, 
Becauſe ADon1s' heart hath mage mine hard. "= 
For hams, he wie — go, ang s me go, * 
My day's delight is paſt, my horſe is gone, 
a : the your fault Lam — him ſo: - 
I pray you hence, and leave me here alone. 
or ah my mind, & thought, my buſy care, 
Is how to get my palfrey from the mare. 
Thus ſhe replies: Thy palfrey as he ſhould, 
Welcomes the warm approach of ſweet defire, 
Affection is a coal, that muſt becool'd ; 
Elſe ſuffer'd, it will ſet the heart on fire. 
The ſea hath bounds, but deep defire hath none; 
Therefore no marvel, thoꝰ thy horſe be gone. 


How like aJade he ſtood, t 'dto a tree, , 
dervily maſtered with a leathern rein 
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But hen he ſaw nis love, his youth's fair fee, 


He beld ſuch petty bondage in diſdain; 
rowing the baſe — his bending creſt, 
th, hi 


Fa iin his mou s back, his breaſt. 


Who ſees is de love in her naked bed, * 

Teachingthe ſheetsſa whiter hue than wWhiteg 

But is glutton eyes ſo full hath fed, 

His other agents aim at like delight? he. 

Who is ſo faint, that dare not be ſo bold 
To touch the fire, the weather being cold? 


Let me excuſe thy courſer, gentle boy, 3 
And learn of him, I heartily beſcech thee, 
To take advantage on preſented joy; 
Tho' I were dumb, yet His proceedings teach thee, 
O!] learn to love, the leſſon is but plain, 
And once made perfect, never loſt again. + 
I know not Love (quoth he) nor will I know it, 
Unleſs it be a boar, and then I chaſe it; | 
*Tis much to borrow, and I will not owe it, 
My love to love, is love but to-diſgrace it; 
or I have heard it is a life in death, FR 
That laughs, and weeps, and all but in a breath. 


Who wears a garment ſhapeleſs and unfiniſh'd ? 
Who plucks the bud before one leaf put forth? 
If ſpringing things be any jot diminiſh'd, 4 
They wither in their prime, prove nothing worth, 
The colt that's back'd, and burden'd being young, 
Loſeth his pride, and never waxeth ftrong. 


You hurt my hand with ringing. Let us pa * 
And leave this idle theme, this Foatleſe 415 
Remove your ſiege from my unyiclding heart, 3 
To love's alarm ita ill not ope the gate. 
Diſmiſs your vows, your feigned tears, your flatt'ry ; 
For where thgheart is hard, they make no batt'ry. 


What, can'ſt thou talk? (quoth = haſt thou a tongue ? 
O ! would thou had'f not, or I had no hearing! 
Thy mermaid's voice hath done me double wrong 
I had my load before, now preſs'd with bearing. 
Melodious diſcord, heaven y tune harſh-ſounding ! 8 
Earth's deep ſweet muſic ! and heart's deep ſore-wounding |! 


Had I no eyes, but cars, my ears would love 
That inward beauty, and inviſible: 
Or were I deaf, thy outward parts would move 


Each part of me, that were but ſenſible. , 
Tho' neither eyes, nor ears, to hear, nor ſee, r 
Yet ſhould I be in love, by touching thee, 


Say, that the ſenſe of reaſon were bereft me, 
And that I could not fee, nor heat, nor touch 
And nothing but thevery ſmell were left me, 
Vet would my love to thee be ſtill as much: 
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For from the filatory of thy face excelling 
Comes breath perfugg'd, that breedeth love bg inelling. 


But oh!" what hang uek wert thou to to he taſte," 2 , 


— nurſe and feazer of the other 

| Would _ not wiſh the feaſt ſhould laſt, 
61 And bid ſuſpicion ouble - lock the 1 of 

I! | — ealouſy, n ſour unwelcome gueſt 
N d by bie ealing in, diſturb the feat. 


= more the ru rr portal e 


101 Which to his . did hone ſſage yield 
| . Like a 8 ever 1 bltoken” = 
WW Wreck to the ſeamen, temipeſt to the geld, *. 


7 Sorrow to ſhepherds, woe unto the birds, 
| Guſt and foul flaws to herdmen, and to herds. 


This ill preſage adviſedly ſhe marketh, 
Even as the wind is N de fore it raineth, 
Or as the wolf dot oc. before he barketh, 
Or as the berry before it ſtaineth; 
Or like the bead bullet of a puns 
His meaning Rruck her, e“ er his words begun 


And at his look ſhe flatly falleth, down 
For looks kill love, and love by looks reviveth : 
A ſmile recures the wounding of a' frown, - 
But bleſſed bankrupt, that by love ſo thriveth | 
The filly boy believing ſhe is dead, 
- Claps her pale cheek, till clapping makes it rea. 
And in amaze brake off his late intent, 
For ſharply he did think to reprehend -, 
Which cunging Love did wittily pre 
Fair fall the wit, that can ſo well defen Leh 
For on the graſs ſhe lies, as ſhe were ſlain, 
Till his breath breathed life in her again, 


He wrings her noſe, he ſtrikes her on the cheeks, 
He bends her fingers, holds her pulſes hard. 
He chafes her lips, a thouſand s he ſeeks 
4 To mend the hurt, that his unkindneſs marr'd ; 
1 He kiſſes her, and ſhe by her good will, 
Would never riſe, ſo he will kiſs her Rill; 


The night of ſorrow now is turn'd to day, 
Her two blue windows faintly ſhe up-heaveth ; 
Like the fait ſun, when in his freſh arra 7 
He cheers the morn, and all the world relieveth: 
And as the bright fun gloriſies the ſky, 
Sq is her face illumin'd with her eye, 


Whoſe beams upon his hairlefs face are fix'd. T}, 
As if from thence they borrow'd all their ſhine: I 
Were never four ſuch lamps together mix'd, I 
Had not his clouded with his brows repine. : 
But her's which thro the cryſtal tcars gave light, Ti} 
Shone like the moon in water, ſeen by night. Th 
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O! where am I } (quoth ſhe) in earth, or heaven 

Oxja 1 cam. oy d! or in the fire? STA 

What hour is this ! or morn, or we 

Do I delight to die? or ere * Nr 

But now I ivd, and life was death's annoy: 

-Butnow I dy'd, and death was lively joy. 

OT thou didft kill me, kill me once again; 

Thy eyes, ſhrewd tutor, that hard heart of thine 

Has taught them fcornful tricks, and fuch diſdain, 

That they have murder'd this poor heart of mine ; 
And theſe mineeyes, true leaders to their queeh, - 
But for thy piteous lips no more had ſeen. 


Long may they kiſs act other for this cure l 
o — , t _ — c ing + L — 

nd as t aft, their verdure ſtill en 
To drive inectien from the dangerous Fear! 

That the ſtar-gazers having written Math, . 

May ſay, the plague is banih® by thy breath. » 
Pure lips! ſweet ſeals | in my ſoft lips imprinted, 
What bargains may I make Kill to * ſealing ? 

To fell myſelf, I can be well contented, 
So thou wilt buy, and pay, and uſe good dealing: 

Which purchaſe if thou:make, for fear of flips, 

Set thy ſeal manual on my wax-red lips. f 


A thouſand kiſſes buys my heart from me, 

And pay them at thy leiſure one by one. 

What is ten hundred Kiſſes unto thee ?- | 

Are they not quickly told, and quickly gone? 
Say for non-payment that the debt ſhould double ? 
Is twenty hundred kiſſes ſuch a trouble? 


Fair Queen (quoth he) if any love you owe me, 
Meaſure my ie with my unripe years, 
Before I know myſelf, ſeek not to know me, 
No fiſher but the ungrown fry forbears; | 
The mellow plum doth fall, the green ſticks faſt, 
Or being early pluck'd, is ſour to taſte; 
Look, the world's comforter with weary gate, 
His day's hot taſk hath ended inthe weft ! 
The owl (night's herald) ſhrieks, tis very late, 
The ſheep are gone to fold, birds to their neft : 
The coal-black clouds, that ſhadow heaven's lighs, 
Do ſummon us to part, and bid good-night. 
Now let me ſay good-night, and fo lay ou: 
If you will ſay fo, you ſhall have a its 
Good night (quoth the) and Cer he ſays adieu, 
The honey fee of parting tendred is. 
Her arms do lend his neck @ ſweet embrace, 
Incorp'rate then they ſeem, face grows to face. 


Till breathleſs he disjoin'd, and backward drew 
The heavenly moiſture, that ſweet coral mouth, 
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Whoſe precious taſte, her thirſty lips well knew, 
ba re thay a yet complain on drowth.: 
with her plentyprefs'd, the faint with dearth, 

Their lips Bas fall to . 1 
Now quick defire hath, caught her yieldi | 
And glutton-like the feeds, yet never fil 
Her lips are conquerors, his lips bey, ws. 
Paying what ranſom the inſulter len: we n 

hoſe vulture thought doth pitch the prize to highy 

That ſhe will draw 4 lips rich treaſure dx. 
And having felt the ſweetneſs of the ſpoil” ß 
With blindfold fury ſhe begins to nes; =. 
Her face doth reek and ſmoke, her blood Jotft boil, | 
And careleſs luſt ſtirs up a deſperate — 1 F 
Planting Oblivion, beating. Reaſon bac 


"Forgetting Shame's pure blu, and Honour's wrack. 


Hot, faint, W withBehard embracing, 
Like a wild ird being 4 much handling, 
Or as the fleet - foot rot, that's tir'd with chaſing, 
Or like the froward infant ftill's with dandling ; 

He now obeys, and now no more refiſterh, 

While ſhe takes all ſhe can, not all ſhe lifteth. | 


What wax ſo frozen, but diſſolves With tempting 

And yields at laſt to every light impreſſion ? - , 

2 out of are compaſs'd oft with vent'ring, 

Chiefly in love, whoſe leave exceeds commiſſion. 
Affection faints not, like a pale-fac'd coward, 


But then wooes beſt, when moſt his choice is froward. 
When he did frown, O had ſhe then gave overt © 


Such ncctar from his lips ſhe had not ſuckt: 
Foul words and frowns muſt not repel a lover, p 
What tho” the roſe have pricks ; yet it ispluckt, 
Were beauty under twgnty locks kept faſt, 
Yet love breaks thro', and picks them all at laft. 


Por pity now ſhe can no mgye d:tain him; 

The poor fool prays her, that he may depart, 

Ihe is reſolv*d no longer to reſtrain, him; 

Bids him farwell, and look well tö her heart, 
The which by Curip's bow ſhe doth proteſt, 
He carries thence engaged in his breaſt. 


Sweet boy, ſhe ſays, this night I'll waſte in ſorrow, 
For my ſick heart commands mine eyes to watch. 
Tell me, Love's maſter, ſhall we meet to-morrow ? 
- Say, ſhall we, ſhall we, wilt thou make the match ? 
He tells her no, to-morrow he intends 
To hunt the boar with certain of his friends, 
The boar (quoth ſhe) whereat a ſudden pale, 
Like lawn being ſpread upon the bluſhing roſe, 
VUſurps her cheeks, the trembles at his tale, 
And on tis neck her yoking arms ſhe throws, 


. 
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She finketh down, ftill hanging on his nec 
He on her belly falls, ſhe on her back. 7 

Now is ſhe in the very lifts of love, -” 

Her champion mounted for the hot en & 

All is imaginary, ſhe doth ptove, 

He will not manage her altho* he mount h 
That worſe than TanTALVs is her annoy, 
To clip. ELVSstun, and to lack her joy. 

Even as poor birds deceiv'd with painted grapes, 

Do ſurfeit by the eye, and pine the mam; 

Even ſo ſhe languiſheth in her miſhaps, 
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But all in vain, good, queen, it will not b 
She hath aſſay'd, as much as may be prov'd, 
Her pleading hath deſerved a greater tec, 
She's love, the loves, and yet ſhe is not loy'd 
Fie, fie, he ſays, you cruſh mg, let me go, 
Vou have no reaſon to with-hold me ſo. 
Thou had'ſt been gone (quoth ſhe) ſweet boy, cer this 
But that thoutale*ſt 4 thou — 85 wha boar. 
O ! be advis' c; chen kngw'ſt not what it is, 
With javelins peinta churliſh ſwine to gore, 
Whoſe tuſhegmever ſheath'd, he whetteth fill, 
Like to a mortal butcher, bent to kill, 


On his bow-back he hath a battle ſet 
Of briſtly pikes, that ever threat his foe ; 
His eyes, like glow worms, ſhine when he doth fret, 
His fnout digs ſepulchres where'er he goes; 
Being mov'd, kefrikes whate'er is in his way; 
And when he ſtilkes, his crooked tuſhes ſlay. 


His brawny 515 vp — briſtles armed, 
Are better than thy ſpears point can enter; 
His ſhort kick neck cannot be e-fily harmed, : 
Being ireful, on the lion he will venture. 
The thorny brambles, and embracing buſhes 
As fearful of him part, through whom he ruſhes, 


Alas! he nought eſteems that face of thine, 
To which Love's eye pays tributa.y gazes; 
Nor thy ſoft hand, ſweet 1%, and chryſtal eyne, 
W hoſe full perfection all the world amazes ; 
But having theeat vantage (wondrous dread !) 
Would root theſe beauties, as he roots the mad. 
O ! let him keephis loathſome cabin fill ! 
Beauty hath 3 to do with ſuch foul fiends. 
Come not within his danger by thy will, 


Thev that thrive well, take counſel of their friends. 
When thou didſt name the boor, not ta diſſemble, 
I fear'd thy fortune, and my joints did tremble. 

Didſt thou not mark my face? Was it not white? 

Saw'ſt thou not figns of fear lurk in mine eye? 


* 
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Grew I not faint . fell I not down ri 'S 
wane _—_ — — doſt 1 * 
y boding heart ts, and takes no ref 

But like an — — thee on my harry x 
For where Love reigns, diſturbing Teal 
Doth call himſelf AeRtion's — nid 
Gives falſe alar us, fugg: ſteth mutiny, 
And in & peaceful hour duth cry, kill, kill. * 
Diſtemp'ring gentle Love with his defite, - BS 
As air and water doth abate the fire. * 
This ſour informer, this bate- breeding ſpy, — 
This canker, that eats up Love's dende Hes, ; 
This carry=tale,,difſentious Jcalouſy, 
That ſometimes true news, ſometimes falſe doth bring. 
Knocks at my heart, 7nd whiſpers in mine ear, 
That if I love thee, I thy death thould fear. 


And mae than ſo, preſenteth to mine eye 

The picture of an ngry chafing boar, | * 
Under whoſe ſharp fangs, on his pack doth lie 

Ani age like thyſelf, all ſtain'd with gore; 

Who e blo-d upon the freſh flawers being ſhed, 

Dh make em drop with grief, and hang the head. 
What ſhould a do? ſeeing thee ſo indeed? 355 
That tren:bling at th' imagination, 9344 

heart bleed, 


The thought of it doth make my faint 
And Fear doth teach it-divination. 
I prophecy thy death, my living ſorrow, 
If thou encounter with the boar to-morrow. 


But if thou needs will hunt, berul'd by me, 
Uncouple at the timorous flying hare ; , 
Or at the fox, which lives by fabtilty ; * 
Or at the roe, which no encounter dare, x 
Purſue theſe fearſul creatures o'er the downs, 
And on thy well-breath'd horte keep with thy hounds, © 


And when thou ha@ on f.ot the purblind hare, 

Mark the pon wretch, to o ertbut his troubles, 

How he out-runs the wind, and with what care, 

He cranks and croſſes with a thouſand doubles, 
The many umſits through the which he goes, 
Are like a labyrinth t' anazc his foes, 


Sometimes he runs among the flock of __—w 
To make the cunning hounds miſtake thei; imell ; 
And ſometime, where caith-delving conies cep) 
To ſtop the lud purfuers in their yell; | 
And ſumetime torteth with a herd of deer; 
Danger doviſeth ſhifts, Wit warts on Fear. 


For ther his ſmell with others being mingled, 

The hot-ſcent-Mmuffing hounds are driven to doubt, 
Ceaſing their clamoryus cry, till they have ſingled, 
With much ado, the cold fault cleanly out: 
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Then do they ſpend their mouths ; Echo replies, 
As if another chaſe were in the ſkies, 
By this poor WATT far off, upon a hill, 
Stands on his hinder legs with * ear, 
To hearken if his foes purſue him ſtill: 
Anon their loud alarums he dotf hear, 
And now his _ may becompared well 
To one ſore fick, that hears the paſſing bell, 


Then ſhalt thou ſee the dew-bedabbled wretch 
Turn, and return, indenting with the way. 
Each envious brier his weary legs doth ſcratch 
Each ſhaddow makes him ftop, each murmur ſtay, 
For Miſery is trodden on by many; | 
And being low, never reliev'd by any. * 
Lie quietly and hear a little more , 
Nay, do not ſtruggle, for thou malt not riſe: 
To make thee hate the hunting of the boar, 
Unlike myſelf, thou hear'ſt me moralize, 
Applying this, to that, and ſo, to fo; 
For Love can comment upon every woe. 
Where did I leave? No matter where (quoth he) 
Leave me, and then the ftory aptly ends : 


The night is ſpent. Why, what of that? (quoth ſhe) - 


Iam * he) expected of my friends. 
And now tis dark, and going I ſhall fall. 
In night (quoth ſhe) Deſire ſees beſt of all. 


But if thou fall, Oh, then imagine this, 
The earth in love With thee thy footing trips, 
And all is but to rob thee of a kiſs. 
Rich preys make rich men thieves, ſo do thy lips 
Make modeſt Dian cloudy and forlorn, 
Leſt ſhe ſhould ſteal a kiſs, and die forfworn. 


Now of this dark gight I perceive the reaſon, 

CyNnTHIA for ſhame obfcures her ſilver ſhrine, 

Till forging nature be condemn'd of treaſon, 

For ſtealing moulds from heaven, that were divine, 
Wherein the fram'd thee in high heaven's deſpite, 
To ſhame the ſun by day, and her by night. 


And therefore hath ſhe brib'd the deftinies 
To croſs the curious workmanſhip of nature; 
To mingle beauty with infirmities, F 
And pure perfection with impure defeature ; 
Making it ſubje& to the tyranny 
Of ſad miſchances, and much miſery. 
As burning fever, agues pale and faint, 1 
Life-poiſoning peſtilence, and fren ies w 
The marrow- eating ſickneſs, whoſe attaint 
Diſorder breeds by heating of the blood: 
Surfeits, impoſthumes, grief and damn'd deſpair. 
Swear nature's death for framing thee ſo fair, 
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And not the leaft of. all theſe maladies, 
But in one minute's fight brings beauty under: 
Both favour, ſavour, hue, and qualities, 
Whereat th' imperial gazer late did wonder, 
Are on the ſudden waſted, thaw'd, and done, 
As mountain ſnow melts with'the mid-day ſun, 


Therefore, deſpite of fruitleſs Chaſtity, 
Love-lacking veſtals, and ſelf-loving nuns, 
Thus on the earth would breed a ſcarcity, 
And barren dearth of daughters and of ſons, 
5 The lamp that burns by night, 
Dries up his oil, to lend the world his light. 


What is thy body, but a ſwallowing grave, 
8 to bury that Fan; 
Which by the rights of time thou needs muſt have. 
If thou deſtroy them not in their obſcurity ? 
Tf fo, the world will hold thee in diſdain, 
Sith in thy pride ſo faira hope is ſlain. 
So in thyſelf, thyſelf art made away, 
A miſchief Me than civil home- bred ftrife, 
Or theirs, whoſe deſperate hands themſelves do lay, 
Or butchers fire, that raves his ſon of life. A 
Foul cankering ruſt the hidden treaſure frets ; 
But gold, that's put to uſe, more gold begets. 


Nay then, =p Abo, you will fall again 
Into your idle over-handled theme; 
The kiſs I gave you is beſtow'd in vain, 
And all in vain you ftrive againſt the ftream.- 
For by this black-fac'd night, deſires foul nurſe 
Your treatiſe makes me like you worle and worſe. 


If love hath lent you twenty thouſand tongues, 
And every tongue more moving than your own, 
Bewitching like the wanton mermaid's forgo” 
Yet from mine ear the tempting tune is blow. 
For know, my heart ſtands armed in mine ear, 
And will not let a falſe ſound enter there: 


Left the deceiving harmony ſhould run 
Into the quiet cloſure of my breaſt z 
And then my little heart were quite undone, 
In his bed-chamber to be barr'd,gf reſt. 
No, lady, no, my heart lo ot to a groan, 
But ſoundly ſleeps, while now it ſleeps alone, 


What have you urg'd, that I cannot reprove? 

The path is ſmooth, that leadeth unto danger. 

I bate net love, but your device in love. 

That lends embracements unto every firanger. 
You do it for increaſe, O ſtrange excuſe! 
When Reaſon is the bawd to Luft's abuſe. 


Call it not love, for Love to heaven is fled, 


Since ſweating Luſt on earth uſurps his name; 


” * 
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Under whoſe ſimple ſemblance he hath fed 
Upon freth beauty, blotting it with blame: 
Which the hot tyrant ſtains, and ſoon bereaves, 
As caterpillars do the tender leaves. 
ove. comforteth like ſunſhine after rain; 
, puck ffect is tempeſt aſter ſun : 
| Gi ſpring doth always freſh remain ; 
rr comes, cer ſummer half be done. 
ö . not; Luſt like a glutton dies: 
res alltruth, Luſt full of forged lyes. 
Marel could tell, but more I dare not ſay; 
The text is old, the orator too green: 
Therefore in ſadneſs now I will away, 
My face is full of ame, my heart of teen: 
ine ears, that to your wanton calls attended, 
Do burn themſelves for having ſo offended. 


With this, he breaketh from the ſweet embrace 
Of thoſe fair arms, which bound him to her breaft : 
And homeward thro? the dark lanes runs apace, 
Leaves Love upon her back deeply diſtreſs d. 
Look how a bright ſtar ſhooteth from the ſky, 
So glides he in the night from Venvus' eye. 
Which after him ſhe darts, as one on ſhore 
Gazing upon a late embarked friend, 
Til the wild waves will have him ſeen no more, 
Who'e ridges with the meeting clouds contend : 
So did the mercileſs and ny night, 
Fold in the obje&, that did feed her fight. 


Whereat amaz'd, as one that unaware , 
Hath dropt à precious jewel in the flood; 
Or atonith'd, as night-wandegers often are, | 
1 heir light blown out in ſome miſtruſtful wood: 1 
en ſo confounded in the dark ſhe lay, if 
Having loſt the fair diſcovery Mher way. 1 


And now ſhe beats her heart, whereab.it groans, 
That all the neighbour caves, as ſeeming troubled, | 
Make verbal repetition of her moans: | ; 
Paſſion on paſſion deeply is redoubled. 

Ay me!] ſhe cries, and twenty times, Woe! Woe! 
And twenty echo's twenty times cry ſo. | 
She marking them, begins a wailing note, | 
And finzs extemp'rally a woeful ditty: F {| 
How love makes young men. thra, and old men dote | 
How love is wiſe in folly, fooliſh wm 4 

Her hcavy anthem till concludes in Woe! | 

And ſtill the choir of echo's anſwers ſo. 

Her ſong was tedious, and out-wore the night, 


For lovers“ hours are long, tho' ſceming ſhort : 
It pleas'd themſelves, others they think delight . 
| 
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In fuch like circumſtance, with ſuch like ſport, 
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Their copicus ſtories, oftentimes begun 
End without audience, and are neve done. 


For who hath ſhe to ſpend the night 
But idle ſounds, reſembling rn A off 
Like ſurill-tongu'd tapſters anſwering every call 
Soothing the humour of fantaſtic wits. 
She ſaid, tis ſo: They anſwer all, tis ſo, 
And would ſay after her, if ſhe ſaid no. 
Lo! here the gentle lark, w of re 
From his moiſt cabinet Bae on birt, ö 
And wakes the morning, from whoſe filver breaſt 
The fun ariſeth in his majeſty : = 
Who doth the world ſo gloriouſly beholl, 47 - 
The cedar-tops and hills ſeem burniſh'd gold“ 
Venvs ſalutes him with this fair Morrow 3 
O] thou dear god, and patron of alt; t! 


From whom each lamp, and ſhining ftar doth borrow 


The beauteous influence, that makes him bright: 
There lives a ſon, that ſuck*d 
May lend thee light, as thou doſt lend to other. 


This ſaid, ſhe haſted to a myrtle grove, 
Muſing the morning is ſo much o'er-worn; 
And yet the hears no tidings of her love: ; 
She hearkens for his hounds, and for his | 
Anon ſhe hears them chaunt it luftily, 
And all in haſte ſhe coaſteth to the cr. 


And as ſhe runs, the buſhes in the way, 

Some catch her by the neck, ſome kill her face, 

Some twine about her thigh to make her ſtay; 

She wildly breaketh from their ſtrict embrace, 
Like a milch-doe, whoſe ſwelling dugs do ake, 
Haſting to feed her fawn, hid in — brake. , 

By this, ſhe hears the hounds, a bay, 
hereat ſhe ſtarts, like one hag pe an adder, 

Wreath'd up in fatal folds, j his way 

The fear whereof doth make = ſhake and 
E'en ſo the timorous yelping of the hounds, 
Appals her ſenſes, and her ſp'rits confounds. 

For now ſhe knows it is no gentle chaſe, 

But the blunt boar, rough bear, or lion proud ; 

Becauſe the cry remaineth in one place, 

Where fearfully the dogs exclaim aloud : 

Finding their — to be ſo curſt, 
They all ſtrain curt'ſy, who ſhall cope him firſt. 

This diſmal cry rings ſadly in her ear, 

Thro? which it enters, to ſurprize her heart; 

Who overcome by doubt, and bloodleſs fear, 

With cold pale weakneſs numbs each feeling part : 
Like ſoldiers, when their captain once doth yield, 

They baſely fly and dart not ſtay the field. 


earthly mother, 
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Thus ſtands ſhe in a trembling extaſy, 

Till cheering up her ſenſes fore diſmay'd, 

She tells thera tis a cauſeleſs fantaſy, | 

And childiſh error, that they are afraid; 
Bids them leave quaking, wills thera fear no more: 
And with that word, ſhe ſpy d the hunted boar. 


Whoſe frothy mouth inted all with ed, 
Like milk and blood being mingled both together, 
A ſecond fear thro' all her finews ſpread, 

Which madly hurrics her, ſhe knows not whither. 
This way ſhe runs, and now ſhe will no further, 
But back retires, to rate the boar for murder. 

A thouſand ſpleens bear her a thouſand-ways, 

. She treads the path that ſhe untreads again ; 

Her more than haſte is marred with delays: 

Like the proceedings of a drunken brain, a 
Full of reſpect, yet not at all eh | 
In hand with all things, nought at all effecting. 


Here kennel'd in a brake the finds an hound, 
And aſks the weary caitiff for his maſter; 
And there another licking of his wound, 
*Gainſt venom'd ſores the only ſovereign plaſtetr 
And here ſhe meets another ſadly ſcolding, 
To whom ſhe ſpeaks, and he replies with howling. 


When he had ceas'd his ill-reſounding noiſe, 
Another flap-mouth'd mourner black andgrim, 
Againſt the welkin vollies gut his voice; 
Another, and another, anſwer bind | | 
Clapping their proud tails to the nd below, 
Shaking their ſcratcht ears, bleeding as they go. 
Look ] how the world's poorpeople are amaz'd 
At apparitions, ſigns, 104 prodl wh 
Whereon with fearful eyes they ſong have gaz d 
Infuſing them with dreadful ies: 
So ſhe, at theſe ſad ſigns, draws up her breath, 
And ſighing it again, exclaims on Death. 
Hard-favour'd tyrant, ugly, meagre, lea 
Hateful divorce aF loye 25 chi e the Death 


— 


Nr ghoſt, earth's worm, what doſt tliou mean? 
5 a 


To ſtifſle beauty, and to ſteal his breath? 
Who when he liv'd, his breath and beauty ſet 
Gloſs onthe roſe, ſmell to the violet. 


If he be dead, O no! it cannot be, 
Seeing his beauty, thou ſhould'ſt ſtrike at it. 
O! yes, it may; thou haſt no eyes to ſee, 
But hatefully at random doſt thou hit. 
Thy mark is feeble age ; but thy falfe dart, 
Miſtakes that aim, and cleaves an infant's heart. 
Had'ſt thou but bid beware, then he had ſpoke, 
And hearing him, thy power had loſt his power, 
C 
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The Deſtinies will curſe thee for this ſtroke, 
They bid thee crop a weed, thou pluck*ſ aflower ; 
Love's golden arrow at him ſhould have fled, 
And not Death's ebon-dart to ſtrike him dead. 
Doſt thou drink tears, that thou provok'ſt ſuch weeping ? 
What may a heavy groan advantage thee ? | 
Why haft thou caſt into eternal ſleeping 4 
Thoſe eyes, that taught all other eyes to ſee ? 
Now Nature cares not for thy mortal vigour, 
Since her beſt work is ruin'd with thy rigour. 
Here overcome, as one full of deſpair 
Sheveil'd her eye-lids, which like uices ſtopt 
The cryſtal tide, that from her two cheexs fa 
In the ſweet channel of her boſom dropft. 
But thro* the flood gates breaks the filver rain, 
And with his ſtrong courſe opens them again. 


O! how her eyes and tears did lend, and borrow ! 
ler eyes ſeen in her tears, tears in her eyes: 
Both cryſtals, where or view'd each other's ſorrow 
Sorrow, that friendly ſighs fought ſtill to dry. 
But like a ſtormy day, now wind, now rain; 
Sighs dry her cheeks, tears make them wet again. 


Variable paſſions: throng her conſtant woe, 
As ftriving which ſhould beſt become her grief: 
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© All entertain'd, each paſſion labours fo 7 
That every prefent ſorrow ſeemeth chief. 7 
But none is beſt, then join they all together, 7 
Like many clouds conſulting for foul weather. 1 
By this, far off ſhe hears ſome huntſman hollow: 
A nurſe's ſong een we her babe fo well. 
| The dire imagination ſhe did follow, | | A 
| This ſound of hope doth labour to expel! : - T 
For now reviving joy bids her rejoice, | A 
a And flatters her, it is Apon1s' voice, | T. 
4 Whereat her tears began to turn their tide, 
+ Being priſon'd in her eye, like pearls in glaſs; © © + | 
4 Yet ſometimes falls an orientdrop beſide, * Or 
M Which her cheek mclts, as ſcorning it ſhould paſs - Sh. 
* To waſh the foul face of the ſluttiſh ground, Ar 
J Who is but drunken, when ſhe ſeemeth drown'd, Lo 
i O hard-believing love! how ftrange it ſeems 
| Not to believe, and yet too credulous ! | I 
þ Thy weal and woe, are both of them extremes, wht 
. Deſpair and hope make thee ridiculous ! To 
1 The one doth flatter thee, in thoughts unlikely, Wh 
4 With Ukely thoughts, the other Kills thee quickly. An 
| | Now ſhe unweaves the web that ſhe had wrought. * 
| | AvDoNis lives, and Death is not to blame; B 
„ It was not ſhe that call'd him all to nought, | W} 
| Now ſhe adds honour to his hateful name: As 
1 She cleeps him king of graves, and grave for kings, 
: Imperial ſupreme of mortal things. 
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No, po, th ſhe). ſweet Death! I did but jeſt; 
Yer E e 1 2s kind of fear; ' 
When as I met the boar, that * 1 beaſt, 
Which knows no Pity; but is till ſevere, 
Then, gentle ſhadow ' (truth I muſt confeſs) 
I rail'd on thee, fearing my love's deceaſe. 
'Tis not my fault: the boar provok'd my tongue: 
Be wreak d on him (inviſible commander !) 
Tis he, fopl creature, that hath done thee wrong, 
J did but act, he's author of thy ſlander. 
Grief hath two tongues, and never woman yet 
Could rule them both without ten women's wit. 
Thus hoping that AvDonis is alive, 
Her raſh fuſ] ſhe doth extenuate; 
And that his beauty may the better thrive, 
With Death ſhe humbly doth intinuate-: 
Tells him of trophies, ſtatues, tombs and tories, 
His victories, his triumphs, and his glories. 
O JTove! quth ſhe, how much a fool was I, 
To be of ſuch a weak and frily mind ? 
To wail his death, who lives, and muſt not die, 
Till mutual overthrow of mortal kind 
For he being dead, with him is beauty ſlain, 
And beauty dead, black chaos comes again. 
F;e | fye | fond love, thou art ſo full of fcar, 
As one with treaſures laden, hem'd with thieves : 
Trifles (un witneſſed with eye, or ear) 
any coward heart, with falſe bethinking grieves. 
ven at this word ſhe hears a merry horn, 


Whereat ſhe leaps, that was but late forlorn. 


As faulcon to the lure, away the flies: | 

The graſs ſtoops not, ſhe treads om it ſo light, 

And in her haſte unfortunately ſpies _ 

The foul boar's conqueſt on her fair delight, 
Which ſeen, her eyes as murder'd with the view, 
Like ftars aha d of day, themſelves withdrew. 


Or as the ſnail, whoſe tender horns being hit, 
Shrinks backward in his ſhelly cave with pain 
And there, all ſhoother'd up, in ſhade doth ſit, 
Long after ny to creep forth again: 

So at his bloody view her 77 are fled, 

Into the deep dark cabins of her head, | 
Where they refign'd their office and their light 
To the diſpoſing of her troubled brain: 

Who bids them ſtill conſort with ugly night, 
And never wound the heart with looks again : 
Who like a king perplexed in his throne, 
By their ſuggeſtions gives a deadly groan. 


Whereat each tributary ſubject quakes 
As when the wind impriſon'd in the ground, 
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Stuggling for paſſage, earth's foundation ſhakes, 


8 


— 


Which with cold tetrors doth men's minds confound, 


This mutiny each part doth ſo ſurprize, * 
That from their dark beds once more leap her eyes. 
And, being open'd threw unwilling fight N 
Upon the wide wound that the boar H trench e 
In his ſoft flank; whoſe wonted lilly White | Wh. 
With purple tears, that his wound wept, was drench' “ 
No flower was nigh, no graſs, herb, leaf, or weed, 
But ſtole his blood, and ſeem'd with him to bleed. 


This ſolemn ſympathy VENus noteth, 

Over one ſhoulder doth the hang her head; 

Dumbly ſhe paſſions, franticly ſhe doteth; 

She thinks he could not die, he is not dead. _ 
Her voice is ftop'd, her joints forget to bow, 
Hereyes are mad that they have wept till now. 


Upon his hurt ſhe looks ſo ſtedfaſtly IE 
T bat her fight dazzling, makes the wound ſeem three ; 
And then the reprehends her mangling eye, 1 
That makes more gaſhes where no breac ſhould be: \ 
His face ſeems twain, each ſeveral limb is doubled, 
For oft the eye miſtakes, the brain being troubled, 


My tongue cannot expreſs my grief for one; 
And yet (quoth ſhe) behold two Apons dead ! 
My fighs are blown awav, * falt tears gone, 

1 


Mine eur. tum d to ure, , heat ta lead: 


Heavy heartes- lead melt at mine eyes as fire, 
So ſhall I die by drops of hot defare.. 


Ca £ZcX- _ MD. 
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Alas! r world, what treaſure haſt thou loſt ! | 
What face remains alive that's worth the viewing? 
- Whoſe tongue is muſic how's what canſt thou boat 


Of things long fince, or'any nt , : 
The flowers are ſweet, their colours. freſh and trim ; 
But true ſweet beauty liv'd, and dy'd in him. : 


Bonnet, or veil, henceforth nocreature Wear: 
Nor ſun, nor wind will ever ſtrive to Kiſs you: o 
Having no fair to loſe, you need not fear; 
The fun doth ſcorn you, and the wind doth hiſs you. 
But when Aponts liv'd, ſun and ai: 
Lurk'd like two thieves, to rob him of his fair. 


And therefore wou'd he put his bonnet on, 
Under whoſe brim the gaudy fun wou'd peep ; 8 
The wind wou'd blow it off, and being gone 
Play with his locks, then wou'd Aprons weep? 
And ftrait in pity of his tender years, 
They both wou d ſtrive who firſt ſhou'd dry his tears. 


Te ſee his face the lion walks along / ; 
Behind ſome hedge, becauſe he would not fear him: 
To recreate himſe) f, when he hath ſung, _ 
The tyger wou'd be tame, and gently hear him: 
If he had ſpoke, the wolf wou'd leave his prey, 
And never Fright the filly lamb that day. 
Ny] 3 „ 
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When he beheld his ſhadow in a brook, | 1 


Three fiſhes ſpread on it their golden gills ; 
When he was by, the birds ſuch plcaſure took, 
That ſome would ſing, ſome others in their bills 
Would bring him mulbernies, and ripe red cherries ; | Mi 
He fed them with his fight, they him with berries, ot if 11 
But this foul, grim, and urchin-ſnouted boar, 
Whoſe downward eye till looketh for a grave, 
Ne'er ſaw the beauteous livery that he wore ; 
Witneſs the entertainment that he gave. | 
If he did ſee bis face, why then I know, * 
He thought to kiſs him, and hath kill'd him fo. 


* 
: 
WW 


' 
| 
| 
'Tis true, true, true, thus was Abo xis ſlain, 7 
He ran wyon che boar withf his harp f 6 | | 15 
Who wou'd not whet his teeth at him again, 5 | 
But by a kiſs . to perſuade him there: | * 1 
And nouſling in his flank, the loving ſwine -_ -. | 
Sheath'd unaware his tuſk in his ſoſt groin. - | | | 
Had I been tooth'd like him, I muft confeſs, | * i 
With kiffing him, I ſhould have kill'd him firſt, 4 
But he is dead, and never did he bleſs 
My mouth with his; the more am I accurs'd. | ö 
ith this ſhe falleth in the place ſhe ſtood. i 
And ſtains her face with his congealed blood. 
She looks upon his lips, and are pale; 
She takes kim by the hand, and t bo eld N 2 « 
She whiſpers in his ear a heavy tale, | 
As if he heard the woful words ſhe told: © | | 
She lifts the coffer-1ids that cloſe his eyes, 95 
Where, lo! two lamps burnt out in darkneſs lies. 
Two glaſſes where herſelf, herſelf beheld 
- A thouſand times, and now no more reflect; 
Their virtue loſt, wherein they late excel'd, 
And every beauty robb'd of his effect. 
Wonder of time 2 ſhe) this is my ſpight, "Iv" 
That, you being dead, the day ſhou'd yet be light. ©. 
Since thou art dead, lo! here I propheſy, *. | 
Sorrow, on love, hereafter ſhall Hh N 
It ſhall be waited on with jealouſy,” © © 
Finding ſweet beginning, but unſavoury end, 
Ne'er ſettled equally too high, or low ; _ 
That all Love's pleaſures ſhall not match his woe. 


It ſhall be fickle, falſe, and full of fraud, 
And ſhall be blafted in a breathing-while, = 
The bottom poiſon, and the top oer-ftraw'd' | h 
With ſweets, that ſhall the ſharpeſt fight te... » * | 4 
The ſtrongeſt body ſhall it make moſt weak, 1 | 1 
Strike the wiſe dumb and teach the fool to ſpeak; _ © 
It ſhall be ſpacing, and too full of rio, | 
Teaching — * to tread che-meaſures; 1 f 
| #1 
treaſure s-; - | . 8 
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The ftaring ruffian ſhall it keep in quiet, 


Plack dowa the rich, inrich the poog * 
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It ſhall be raging mad, and filly mild, 


Make the young old, the old —4— a child. 


It ſhall ſuſpect, where is no cauſe of fear; 
$ | It ſhall not fear, where it ſhould moſt miſtruſt ; 
14 It ſhall be merciful and too ſevete, 
4 And moſt 2 1. it ſeems moſt juſt: 
j | Perverſe it ſhall be when it ſeems mol toward, 
Put fear t» valour, courage to the coward. 


It ſhall be the cauſe of war and dirg events, 
And ſer-difſention 'twixt the ſon and fire, 
Subject and ſerv le to all diicontents, * _ 
222 8 3 Ads % "4 
Sith in his prime, th doth my Jo ce deſtroy, 

They that love beſt, their love Walk not enjoy. 
By this, the that by her fide lay kill'd, 
. Was melted ines 4. ſrom her ight, | 

And in his blood, that on che ground lay ſpill'd, 

A leflower ſprung up uer'd with white, 
elembling well his pale cheeks, and the blood, 
Which in round drops upon their whiteneſs ſtood. 
Shebows her head the new-ſprung flower to ſmell, 
. Comparing it to her Aponrs' breath: | 
And ſays, within her boſom it ſhall dwell, 
Since he himſelf is reft from her by death: 
She crops the talk, and in the breach appears 
Green dropping ſap, which ſhe compares to tears. 


Poor flower ! (quoth ſhe) this was thy father's guiſe, 
Sweet iſſue of a more ſweet-ſmelling ſire) 
or every little grief to wet his eyes, 
To grow unto himſelf was his defire, 
And fo *tis thine; but know it is as good 
To wither in my breaſt, as in his blood. 
Here was thy father's bed, here is my breaſt, 
Thou art the next of blood, and 'tis thy right; 
Lowgin this hollow cradle take thy reſt, 
My wtfobbing heart ſhall rock thee day and night: 
There ſhall not be one minute of an hour. 
Wherein I will not kiſs my ſweet love's flower. 
Thus weary of the world, away ſhe hies, 
And yokes her filver doves, by whoſe ſwift aid, 
Their miftreſs mounted, thro” the empty ſkies . 
In her light chariot quickly is convey's ; 
Holding their coarſe to Paphos, where their queen- 
Means to immure herſelf and not be ſeen. 
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AND BARON OF. TICHFIELD. 


RIGHT HONOURABLE, 33 


THE, dove "I dedicate to your be Lordſhip, 
is without. end whereof - 185 mpblet, 
without: "beginni ing, ts uperfiuous 
moiety.” * The warrant I both of your bo- 
nouralie diſpoſition, not the: worth of my 
untulor d lines, makes it aſſur d of accep- 
tance. What I bave done is yours, what 
'T bave to do is yours, being part in all I 
_ bave devoted yours. Were my worth greater, 
my duty ſhould ſbeu greater: meantime, as 
it is, it is bound to your Lordſhip: To 
whom I w iſh long life, 4 lengtben d with: 
all happineſs. 


"Your Lordſhip's in all duty, 
VV. SHAKSPEARE. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


pr EET 


LUCIUS TARQUINIUS (for his exceſſive pride 
ſurnamed $uperbys) after he had caus'd his father- 
in-law, Servius Tullius to be cruelly murder'd, 
and contrary to the Roman laws and cuſtoms, not 
requiring or ſtaying for the people's ſuffrages, 
had poſſeſs'd himſelf of the kingdom ; went, ac- 
company'd with his ſons, and other noblemen of 
Rome, to befiege Ardea. During whach ſiege, 
the principal men of the army meeting one evening 
at the tent of Sextus Targuinius, the Line's ſon, in 
eheir diſcourſes after ſupper, every one commended 
the virtues of his own wife; among whom Colati- 
nus extoll'd the incomparable chaſtity of his wife 
Lucrece, In that pleaſant humour they all poſted 
to Rome; and intending by their ſecret and ſudden 
arrival, to make trial of that which every one had 
before avouch'd, only Colatinus finds his wife, 
(tho? it were late in the night) ſpinning amongſt 
her maids, the other ladies were found afl dancing 
and revelling, or in ſeveral diſports. Whereupon 
the noblemen yielded Colatinus the victory, and 
his wife the fame. At that time, Sextus Targuinius 
being inflam'd with Lucrece's beauty, yet ſmother- 
ng is paſſion for the preſent, departed with the 
reſt back to the camp; from whence he ſhortly 
after privily withdrew himſelf, and was "arp? 
ing to his ſtate) royally entertain'd, and lodg'd 
by Lucrece at Colatium, The fame night, he 
treacherouſly ſtealing into her chamber, violently 
raviſh'd her; and early in the morning ſpeeded 
away. Lucrece, in this lamentable plight, haſtily 
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diſpatcheth meſſengers one to Rome for her 
father, another to the camp for Colatine. They 
came, the one:accompany*d With Junius Brutas, 
the other with Publius Valerius and finding La- 
crece attir'd in a mourning habit, demanded the 
cauſe of her ſorraw. She firſt taking an oath of 
them for her revenge, reveal'd the actor, and 
whole matter of his ae and withal ſuddenly 
ſtabb'd herſelf. Which done with one conſent, 
they all vow'd to root out the whole hated family 
of the Zargquins: And bearing the dead body to 
Rome, Brutus acquainted the people with the doer, 
and manner of the vile deed - With a bitter in- 
vective againſt the tyranny of the king; where- 
with the people were ſo mov'd, that with one 
conſent, and a general acclamation, the 7arguins 
_ were all exil'd, and the ſtate-goyernment chang'd, 

from kings, to conſuls | | 
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FROM the befieg'd Atdea all in poſt, 
Born by the truftleſs wings of falſe deſire, | 
Luft-breathing Tarqu rx leaves the Roman hoſt, 
And to Colatium bears the lightleſs fire, 
Which in pale embers hid, lu ks to afpire, 

And girdle with embracing flames, the waſte 

Of CoLATiNE's fair love, Luckxke the chaſte. 


Haply that name of Chaſte unhaply ſet 
This bateleſs edge on his keen 1 
When CoLATINE unwiſely did not let 
To praiſe the-glear unmatched red and white; 
Which triumph'd in that ſky of his delight; 
Where mortal ſtar, as bright as heaven's beauties, 
With pure aſpects did him peculiar duties. 
For he the night before, in Tarqvin's tent, 
Unlock'd the treaſure of his happy ſtate : 
What prizeleſs wealth the heavens had him lent, 
In the poſſeſſion of his beauteous mate; 
Reckoning his fortune at ſo high a rate, 
That kings might be eſpouſed to more fame. 
But king, nor prince to ſuch a peerleſs dame. 
O happineſs enjoy d but of a ſew 15» 
And if poſſeſs'd, as ſoon decay'd and done 
As is the mornings filyer melting dew, 
Againſt the golden ſplendor of the ſun : 
A date expir'd and cancell'd &er begun. 
Konopr and beauty in the owner's arms, 
Are weakly fortrefl from a world of harms. 


Beauty itſelf doth oft itſelf perſuade 

The eyes of men without an orator : 

What necded then apologies be made, 

To ſet forth that which is ſo fingular ? 

Or why is CoLATINE the publiſher 
Of that rich jewel he ſhould keep unknown 
From thieviſh cares, becauſe it is his own ? 


Perchance his boaſt of Lyczecx%foy'reignty 
Suggeſted this proud iſſue of a king; 
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For by our ears our hearts oft taintedbe. © ©. -- | 
Perchance, that envy of ſo rich a thing 
Banging compare, diſdain fully 
His high-pitcht thoughts, mn 
The golden hap, which the 
But ſome untimely thought | 
His all too timeleſs ſpeed, if M . 
His honour, his affairs, his friendshns fate, 
Neglected all, with ſwift intent he goes 
To 75 the coal, which in his liver glows. 
- O! raſh falſe heat 9 17 in repentant cold 
Thy haſty ſpring ſtill 
When at Colatium this falſe lord arriv'd 
Well was he welcom'd by the Roman d. 
Within whoſe face, Beauty and Virtue ftriv'd, 


laſts, and neꝰ er grows old. 


n 


Which of them both ſhould unde roy her fame ; I 
When Virtue brag'd, Beauty would bluſh for ſhame; | 
When Beauty boaſted bluſhes in deſpight 9 yk 


Virtue would ftain that oer with filver white. 


But Beauty, in that white intituled, ” 
From Venus! doves, doth challenge that fair field; 
Then Virtue claims from Beauty Beauty's red, 
Which Virtuegave the golden age to guild os 
Her filver checks, and call'd it then her ſhield; © 
Teaching them thus to uſe it in the fight 


When Shame aſſail'd, the red ſhould fence the white. 


This heraldry in LVexkcs' face was ſeen, 
Argu'd by Peauty's red and Virtue's white ; 
Of either's colour was the other queen, 
Proving from world's minority their right; 
Yet their ambition makes thefn-ftill to fight: 
The ſov*reignty of either being fo great, 


That oft they inte- change Each other's ſeat. ? FA 4 


This filent war of lillief ef roſes, N Fg: 
Which Tazquin view'd in her fair face's field, | 
In their pure ranks his traitor eye incloſes, ; 
Where, leſt between them both it ſhould be Kkill'd, 
The coward captive vanquiſhed doth yield 

To thoſe two armies, that would let him go, 

Rather than triumph o'er ſo falſe a foe. 


Now chinks he, that her huſband's ſhallow tongue, 
The niggard prodigal, that prais'd her ſo, 
In that fen taſk hath done her beanty wrong, 
Which far exceeds his barren {kill to ſhow 
Therefore that praiſe which CoLaTrwEt doth owe, 
Inchanted TAx dul anſwers with ſurmiſe, 
In filent wonder of ſtill gazing eyes. 
This earthly ſaint, adored by this devil, 
Little ſuſpected the falſe worſhipper. © 
© For thoughts unſtain'd do ſeldom dream of evil, 
© Birds never lim'd, no ſecret buſhes fear: 
So guiltleſs ſhe ſecurely gives good cheer, 
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And reverend welcome to incely gueſt, 
Whoſe inward ill no outward harm expreſt, 


For that he colour'd with his high eſtate, 
Hiding baſe fin in pleats of majeſty, 
That nothing in him ſeem'd inordinate, 
Save ſometime too much wonder of his eye: 
Which haying all, all could not ſatisfy ; - 
But poorly rich ſo wanteth in his ſtore 
That cloy'd with much, he pineth ſtill for more. 


But ſhe that never cop'd with ftranger-eyes, 
Could pick no meaning from their parling looks; 
Nor read the ſubtle ſhining ſecrefies 
Writ in the glaſſy margents of ſuch books. 
She touch'd no unknown baits, nor fear'd no hooks : 
Nor could ſhe moralize his wanton fight 
More than his eyes were open'd to the light, 


He ſtories to her ears her huſband's fame, 
Won in the fields of fruitful Italy; 
And decks with praiſes CoLATTINE's high name, 
Made glorious by his manly chivalry, : 
With bruiſed arms and wreaths Mia. 
Her joy with heav'd-up hand ſhe doth expreſs, 
And wordleſs, ſo greets heav'n for his ſucceſs. 


Far from the purpoſe of his coming thither, 
He makes excuſes for his being there; 
No cloudy ſhow of ſtormy bluſtring weather, 
Doth yet in his fair welkin once appears , 
Till ſable night, ſad ſource of dread and fear, 
Upon the world dim darkneſs doth diſplay, 
And in her vaulty priſon ſhuts the day. 


For then is TA 2. brought unto his bed, f 
Intending wearineſs with heavy & wand. | 
For after ſupper long he queſtion LY 
With modeſt LucRECE, and wore out the night. f 
Now leaden ſlumber with life's ſtrength doth fight, 1 
And every one to reſt themſelyes betake; : | 
Save thieves, and cares, and troubled minds that wake. 


As one of which, doth TaRqQuin lie revolving 
The ſundry dangers of his will's obtaining, 
Yet ever to obtain his will reſolving, 
Thy? weak-built hopes pee him to abſtaining ; 
Deſpair to gain doth ck oft for.gaining : 
And when great treaſure is the meed propos'd, 
Tho? death be adjunct, there's no death pes 
Thoſe that much covet are of gain ſo fond, 1 
That oft they have not that, which they poſſeſs; . g 
They ſcatter and unlooſe it from their had, 1 
And ſo by hoping more, they have but leſs ; | 
Or gaining more, the profit of exceſs -_* 4 
Is but to ſurfeit, and ſuch griefs ſuſlain, | 
That they prove bankrup in this poor, rich, gain. 
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The aim of all, is but to nurſe the life. 
With honour, wealth, and cafe in waining age: 
And in this aim there is ſuch thwarting fri 
That one for all, or all for one we gage: 
As life for honour in fell battles rage, 
Honour for wealth, and oft that wealth doth coſt 
The death of all, and altogether loſt, ' "hh 


So that in venturing all, we leave to be 

The things we are, for that which we expect: 

And this ambitious foul infirmity, | 

In having much, torments us with defect , 

Of that we have: ſo then we do neglet _ * 
The thing we have, and, all for want of wit, * 
Make ſomething, nothing, bo augmenting it. 

Such hazard now muſt doting TazqQur N make, 

Pawning his honour to obtam his tuft : 

And for himſelf, Kimſelfthe muſt forſakez 

Then where is truth, if there be no ſelf-truſt ? 

When ſhall he think to find a ſtranger juſt, 

When he himſelf, himſelf confounds, betrays 
To ſland'rous tongues the wretched hateful lays? 


Now ſtole upon the time the dead of night, 

When heavy hag clos'd up mortal eyes ; 

No comfortable ftar did lend his lighty | 

No noiſe but owls, and wolves auen cries? 

Now ſerves the ſeaſon, that they may ſurprize 
The filly lambs ; pure thoughts are dead and (till - 
Whilſt luſt and murder wakes to ſtain, and kill. 


And now this luſtful Lord leapt from his bed, 
Throwing his mantle rudely o'er his arm; 

Is madly toſt between Defire and Dread: 

Th' one ſweetly flatters, the other feareth harm: - 
- But honeſt Fear, bewitch'd with Luſt's foul charm, 
Doth too too oft betake him to retire 

Beaten away by brain- ſick rude Defrrs. 


His fauchion on a ftint he ſoftly ſmiteth, | 
That from the cold ſtone ſparks of re dothfly, * 
| Whereat a waxen torch forthwith he lighterh” 
Which muſt be load-ftar to his luſtful eye, 
And to the flame thus ſpeaks adviſedly ; 
As from this cold flint I enforc'd this fire, 4 
So LuexkcE muſt T force to my defire.” 0 
c 


Here you with fear, he doth premeditate 
The dangers of his loathſome enterpriſe ; 
And in his inward mind he doth debate | 
What following ſorrow may on this ariſe : | 
Then looking ſcornfully, he doth deſpiſe * 
His naked armour of ſtilkflaughter'd luſt, I 
And juſtly thus controuſꝶ his thoughts unjuſt. | . 
« Fair torch burn out thy Tight, and lend it nat | 
© Todarken her, whoſe light excelleth thine: 
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© And die unballow'd thoughts, before you blot 
With your uncleanneſs, that which is divine. 
Offer pure incenſe to ſo * a ſhrine: "+ 
Let fair Humanity abhor the deeds _ | 
© That ſpots and ſtains Love's modeſt ſnow white weed. 
O ſhame to knighthood, and to ſhining arms 4 
O foul diſhonour to my houſhold's grave: 
: O impiotss act, including all foul — 
A martial man to be ſoft Fancy's ſvx e! 
* True valour ſtill a true reſpe& ſhould have. 
© Then my digreſſion is fo vile, fo baſe, 
© That it will live engraven in my face. 


« Yes, tho' I die, the ſcandal will ſurvive, 
© And be an eye-ſore in my golden coat: 
« Some loathſome daſh the herald will contrive, 
© To cipher me how fondly I did dote: 
© That my poſterity ſhamed with the note, 
© Shallc :rſe my bones, and hold it for no fin, 
© To wiſh that I their father had not been. 


What win I, if I gain the thing I ſeek ? 

© A dream; a breath, a froth of Seeting joy. 

Who buys a minute's mirth, to wail a week 

© Orſells eternity, to get a toy? 

For one ſweet grape, who will the vine deſtroy? 
© Or what fond beggar, but to touch the crown, 
Would with the ſcepter ftrait be ſtrucken down? 


If CoLaTrNvus dream of my intent, * 
„Will he not wake, and in a deſperate rage 
Poſt hither, this vile purpoſe to prevent? 
© This ſiege that hath ingirt his marriage 
* This blur to youth, this ſorrow to the lage, 
This dying virtue, this ſurviving ſhame, 
© Whoſe crime will bear an ever during blame. 
© O what excuſe can my invention make, 
c al thou fhalt charge me with ſo black a deed ! 
Will not my tongue be mute, my frail joints ſhake ? 
Mine eyes forgo their light, my falſe heart bleed? 
© The guilt being great, the fear doth ſtill exceed, 
And extreme fear can neither fight nor fly, 
But coward-like with trembling terror die. 


© Had CoLAaT1wnus kill'd my ſon or fire, 
Or lain in ambuſh to betray my life; 
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© Or were he not my dear friend, this deſire Fo 


Might have excuſeto work upon his wife, 
As in revenge or quittal of fuch ſtrife: _ 

© But as he is my kinſman, my dear friend, 

© The ſhame and fault finds no excuſe, norend. 
© Shameful it is, if once the fact be known; 


(Hateful it is; there is no hate in loving, 
I'll beg her love; but ſhe is not her own 


Ti. 
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© The worſt is but denial, and reproving, 
« My willis Aron, paſt Reaſon's walk removing. 
© Who fears a ſentence, or an old man's ſaw, - 
© Shall by a painted cloath be kept in awe. 
Thus (graceleſs) holds he diſputation, k 
*Tween frozen conſcience and hot - burn ing will; 
And with good thoughts makes diſpenſation, 1 
Urging the worſer ſenſe for vantage mill; 
Which in a moment doth confound and kill 
All pure effects, and doth ſo far proceed, 
That what is vile ſhews like a virtuous deed. 


Quoth he, ſhe took me kindly by the hand, 
And gaz'd for tidings in my eager eyes, 
Fearing ſome bad news from the warlike band, 
Where her beloved CoLaTinus lies, 5 
O how her fear did make her colour riſe | 
Firſt, red as roſes, that on lawn we lay, 
Then white as lawn, the roſes took away. 


And now her hand in my hand being lock'd, 
Forc' d it to tremble with her loyal fear: 
Which ftruck her ſad, and then it fafter rock'd, 
Until her huſband's welfare ſhe did hear; 
Wherecat ſhe ſmiled with ſo ſweet a chear, A 
That had Narcrssvs ſeen her as ſhe ſtood, L 
Self-love had never.drown'd him in the flood. H 
A 
A 


Why hunt I then for colour, or excuſes ? 
All orators are dumb, when beauty pleads. 
Poor wretches have remorſe in poor abuſes; 
Love thrives not in the heart, that ſhadows dreads. 


-. "FF WE I — 
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Affection is my captain, and he leads; By 
And when his gaudy banner is diſplay'd, He 
The coward fights, and will not be diſmay'd. Th 

Then childiſh Fear avant! Debating die He 

Reſpect and Reaſon wait on wrinkled age Or 

My heart ſhall never countermand mine eye, 8 k 
Sad pr uſe, and 2 ow beſeems the ſage; - * 7 

© My part is youth, and beats them from the ſtage. ; 80 
eſire my pilot is, Beauty my prize; Lik 
Then who fears finking where ſuch treaſure lies? To 

As corn o'er-grown by weedsy ſo heedful Fear An 

Is almoſt choak'd by unrefiſted Luft. - + Pai! 

Away he ſteals with open liſt' ning ear, H 

all of foul hope, and full of fond miſtruſt: T 
th which, as ſervitors to the unjuſt, Norv 
So croſs him with their oppoſite perſuaſion, Tha 
That now he vows a league, and now invaſion. Wh; 

Within his thought her heavenly image fits, Hat! 

And in the ſelf-ſame ſeat fits Col ATI NE: So fi 

That eye which looks on her,” confounds his wits ; IL. 

That eye which him beholds, as more divine, A: 


Unto a view fo falſe will not incline ; 
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But with a appeal ſeeks to the heart, 

Which x ay ou takes the worſer part. 
And therein heartens up his ſervile powers, | U 
Who flatter'd by their feaders 1 ſhow, "Wa Mt 
Stuff up his luſt, as minutes Ell up hours; 1 
And as their captain ſo their pride doth grow, _ 
Paying more ſlaviſh tribute, thanithey owe. i 

7 Deſire thus madly led, * 8 in 
The oman lord doth march to LURCH“ bed. b 1 


The locks between her chamber and his Will, : 
Each one by him enforc'd, recites his ward; 1 


0 
1 
But as they open, they all rate his i 6 li 


Il,” 

Which drives the creeping thief to ſome regard: 
The threſhold grates the door to have him heard; 1 
Night-wand'ring Weazles ſhriek to ſee him there, | 1 

They fright him, yet he ill purſues his fear. | N 
As each unwilling portal yields him way, | wel 


Thro' little vents and crafinies of the place, _ © p » | 
The wind wars with his torch to make him ftay, 1 
And blows the ſmoak of it into his face, . * i 
Extinguiſhing his conduct in this caſe.” | | 1 
But his hot heart, which fond Deſire doth ſcorch, 4 
Puffs forth another wind that fires the torch. 0 | 
And being lighted by the light he ſpies 3," | . 
Learn her needle ſticks; * 
He takes it from the ruſhes where it lies, * 
And griping it, the needle his finger pricks: 
As who ſhould ſay, this glove to wanton tricks * 
Is not inur'd; return again in haſte, 17 N 
Thou ſeeſt our miſtreſs ornaments are chaſte. | 
But-all theſe forbiddings could not ſtay him, 
— in the * . — ; * KF 
e „dhe wind, the glove, that” delay im, 
He = for accidental things of trial os 
Or as thoſe bars, which ſtop the hourly dial; | 
Which with a ling'ring ſtay his courſe doth let, 


PFF ˙ A 


Ti * aan pays the hour his debt. 4 
So, ſa, aft he, theſe lets attend the time, 5 
Like title froſts, that ſometime threat the ſpring, - 


To add A more rejoicing to the prime 
And give the ſneaped birds more cauſe to ſing,  - A 
Pain pays the income of each precious thing; 
Huge rocks, high winds, ſtrong pirates, ſhelves and ſands, + 
The merchant fears, e'er rich at e he lands. . 
Now is he come unto the chamber- door, ' 
That ſhuts him from the heaven of his thouz ht, » 
Which with a yielding latch, and with no mo e, 
Hath bar.'d him from the bleed thing he ſough:.. 
So from himſelf impiety hath wrought ; 


That for his prey to pray he doth begin, 


As if the heavens ſhould countenance 
* 92 
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But in the midſt of his unfruitful prayer, 
Having ſolicited th' Eternal Power, = 
That his foul — — might compaſs his fair Fair, 
And they would ſtand auſpicious to the hour; 
Even there he ſtarts, quoth he, I muſt deflour ! 
The Powers to whom I pray, abhor this fact, 5 
How can they then aſſiſt me in the act? 1 


Then Love and Fortune be my gods, my guide, 
My will is back'd with reſolution : 

Thoughts are but dreams till their effects be try'd, 
Black fin isclear'd with abſolution; 

* Love's fire, Fear's froft bath diſſolution. 
he eye of Heaven is outy and miſty night 
Covers the ſhame, that follows ſweet delight. 
This ſaid, the guilty hand pluek'd up the latch, - 

And with his knee the door he opens wide; 
The dove ſleeps faſt! that this night owl will catch: 
Thus treaſon works e' er traitors be eſpy'd, 
Who ſees the lurking ſerpent, ſteps afide; 
But ſhe _ fearing no ſuchthing, , 
Lies at the mercy 0 his mortal ſting. 


Into the chamber wickedly he ſtalks 
And gazeth on her yet unſtained bed: 
The curtains being cloſe, about he walks, 
Rolling his greedy eye-balls in his head, 
By their high treaſon in his heart miſſed; 
Which gives the watchyword to his hand too ſoon, 


To draw the cloud that hides-the filver moon. 1 


Look as the fair, and * ſun, 
' Ruſhing from forth a cloud, bereaves our fight ; 
Even fo the curtain drawn, his eyes begun 
To wink, being blinded. with a greater light : 
Whether it is, that ſhe reflects ſo bright, 
That dazzleth them, or elſe fome ſhame ſuppos' d; 
But blind they are, and keep themſelves Inclos'd. 


O had they in that darkſome priſon died ! . 

Then had they ſeen the period of their ill; $a 

Then CoLATANE again by LVcR ECE“ fide, 5 

In his clear bed might have repofed ſtill. 

But they muſt ope, this bleſſed league to kill; 
And holy thoũghted Lucgxce, to their ſigbt 
Muſt ſell her joy, her life, her world's delight. 


Her lilly hand her roſy cheek lies under, 

Cozening the pillow of a lawful kiſs; 

W hich therefore angry's ſeems to part in funder, 

Swelling on either {ide to want his bliſs ; 

Between whoſe hills, her head entombed is; 
Where like a virtuous monument ſhe lies, 
To be admir'd of lew'd unhallow'd eyes. 


Without the bed her other fair hand was, 
On the green coverlet, wheſe perfect white 
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$Shew'd like an April daizy on the graſs, * 
With pearly ſweat, reſembling dew of night. 
Hereyes like marigolds had ſheath'd their light, 

And canopy'd in darkneſs ſweetly lay, - 

Till they might open to adorn the day. ; 
Her hair like golden threads play'd with her breath; 
O modeſt wantons ! wanton Modeſty ! 

Shewing Life's triumph in the map of Death, 

And Death's dim look in Life's mortality, 

Each in her ſleep themſelves ſo beautify, 
As if between them twain there were no ftrife, 
But that Life liv'd in Death, and Death in Life. 


Her breaſts like ivory globes circled with blue, 
A pair of maiden worlds — — 
Save of their lord, no bearing yoke they knew, 
And him by oath they truly honoured. 
Theſe worlds in TAzQU1N, new ambition bred, 
Who like a foul uſurper went about, 
From this fair throne to have the owner out. 


What could he ſee, but mightily he noted ? 

What did he note, but ſtrongly he defir'd ? 

What he beheld, on that he ray doted, 

And in his will his wilful eye hetir'd. - 

With more than admiration he admir'd 
Her azure veins, her alabaſter ſkin, 8 — 
Her coral lips, her ſnow- white dimpled chin. 


» As the grim lion fawneth o'er his X 

Sharp hunger by the conqueſt ſatisfy'd : | 
So o'er this ſleeping. foul doth Tazqury ſtay, 
His rage of luſt by gazing — 4 
Slack'd, not ſuppreſt ; for ſtanding by her ſide, 

His eye which late this mutiny reſfrains, 

Unto a greater uproar tempts his veins. _ 
And they, like ſtraggling flaves for pillage fighting, 
Obdurate vaſſals, fell exploits ele, * 
In bloody death and raviſhment delighting, 
Nor children's tears, nor mother's groans reſpecting, 
Swell in their pride, the onſet ſtill 2 

Anon his beating heat alarum ſtrik 


n 
Gives the hot charge, and bids them 4 their liking. 


His drumming heart chers up his burning eye; 

His eye commends the leading to his hand; 

His hand, as — of ſuch a dignity, 

Smoaking with prids, march'd on to make his ſtand 


On ber bare breaſts, the h art of ail her land; 
Whoſe ranks of blue veias, as his hand did ſcale,. 
Left their round turrets deſtitute and pale. 


They muſt'ring to the quiet cabinet, 
Where their dear governeſs and lady lies, 
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Do tell her ſhe is dreadfully beſet, 


And fright her with confuſion of their cries, 
She much amaz'd, breaks her lock d 


e 


Who peeping forth, this fumult to behold, 


Are by his flaming torch dim'd and controul'd, 


Imagine her as one in dead of night, 


Forth from dull ſleep by dreadful 
That thinks ſhe hath beh 


wakin 
eld Tone hats — | 


Whoſe grim aſpect ſets every joint a ſhaking, 

What — "tg? but he in — taking. 
From flcep diſturbed, heedfully doth view. 
The ſight, which makes ſuppoſed terror true. 


Wrapt and confounded in a thouſand fear, 


Like to a new-kill'd bird ſhe trembling lies. 


She dares not look, yet winkin 
Quick-ſhifting anticks ugly in he 


there appear 


r eyes, 


Such ſhadows are the weak brain's forgeries; 
Who angry that the eyes fly from their lights, 


In darkneſs daunts them with more dieadſul ſights. 


His hand, that yet remains upon her breaſt, 


Rude ram ! to batter ſuch an ivo 


wall) 


May feel her heart (poor citizen ) diſtreſt, 


Wounding itſelf to 


cath, riſe vp, and fall. 


Beating her bulk, that his hand ſhakes withal. 


This moves in him more rage, and leſſer pity, 
To make the breach, and enter this ſweet city. 


Firſt like a trumpet doth his bong begin 
oe, 


To ſound a parley to his heartleſs 


Who o'er the white ſheet peers her whiter chin, 


The reaſon of this alarum to know, 

Which he by dumb demeanor ſeeks to ſhow; 
But ſhe with vehement prayers urgeth ſtill, 
Under what colour he commits this ill. 


Thus he 4 The colour in th 
That even 


face, 


or anger makes the lilly pale, 


And the red-roſe bluſh at her own diſgrace,.. 

Shall plead for me, and tell my loving tale. 

Under that colour am I come to ſcale 
Thy never-conquer*'d fort, the fault is thine, . 
For thoſe thine eyes betray thee unto mine. 


Thus I forcſtal thee, if thou mean to hide: 

Thy beauty hath infnar'd thee to this night, 
V here thou with patience muſt my will abide ; 
Muy will, that marks thee for my carth's 


[ ight, 5 
Which I to conquer ſought with all my might. 


But as reproof and Reaſon beat it dead, 


By thy bright beauty it was newly bred. 


I ſee what croſſes my attempts will bring; 
I know what thorns the growing ro.c defend; 
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I think the honey guarded Ring 
All this before-hand counſel comprehends ; 
But Will is deaf, and hears no heedful friends; 
Only he hath an 9 to gaze on beauty, 
And dotes on what he looks, gainſt law or duty. 


I have debated even in my ſoul, | 
What wrong, what ſhame, what ſorrow I ſhall breed; 
But nothing can affection's courſe controul, 
Or ſtop the headlong fury of his ſpeed. 
I know repentant tears inſue the deed, 
Reproach, Diſdain, and deadly Enmity ; 
Yet ſtrive I to embrace mine infamy. 1. 


This ſaid, he ſhakes aloft his Roman blade, 
Which like a faulcon * in the ſkies, ö 
Coucheth the fowl below with his wing ſhade, 
Whoſe crooked beak threats, if he mount he dies : 
So under his inſulting fauchion lies 
Harmleſs LuczeT1A, marking what he tells, 
With trembling fear, as fowls hear faulcon's bells. 


LucRECE, quoth he, this night I muſt enjoy thee, 
If thou deny, then force muſt work my way ; 
For in thy bed I purpoſe to deſtroy thee. 
That done, ſome worthleſs ſlave of thine P11 ſlay, 
To kill thine honour with thy life's decay ; 
And in thy dead arms do I mean to place him, 
Swearing I flew him ſeeing thee embrace him. 


So thy ſurviving huſban4 ſhall remain 
The Gran ful mark of every open eye; 
Thy kinſmen hang their heads at this diſdain, 
Thy iſſue blur'd with nameleſs baſtardy ; 
And thou the author of their obloquy, 
Shalt have thy treſpaſs cited up in rhimes, 
And ſung by children in ſucceeding times. 


But if thou yield, I reſt thy ſacred friend, 

The fault unknown is, as a thought unacted ; 

A little harm done to a great good end 

Por lawful policy remains enacted. 

The poiſonous ſimple ſometimes is compacted 
In pureſt compounds; being ſo apply'd, 
His venom in effect is purify d. ; 

Then for thy huſband, and thy children's ſake, 

Tender my ſuit, bequeath not to their lot | 

The ſhame, that from them no device can take, 

The blemiſh that will never be forgot, 

Worſe than a ſlaviſh wipe, or birth-hour's blot : 
For marks deſcrib'd in mens nativity 
Are Nature's faults, not their own infamy. 


Here with a cockatrice dead-killing eye, 
Ho rouſeth up himſelf, and makes a pauſe; 
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While ſhe, the picture of true Piety, 2 
Like a white hind beneath the Gripe's ſharp claws, 
Pleads in a wilderneſs, where are no laws, * 

To the rough þeaſt, that knows no gentle right. 

Nor ought obeys but his foul appetite, 


As when a black-fac'dcloud the world does threat, 
In his dim miſt th' aſpiring mountain hiding, 
From earth's dark womb ſome gentle guft does get, 
Which blow theſe pitchy vapours from their bidding, 
Hindring their preſent fall by this dividing, 

So his unhallow'd haſte her words delays, 

And moody PLuFo winks while OzpHevs plays. 


Like foul night wa cat he doth but daliy, 
While in his hold-faft foot the weak mouſe panteth; 
Her ſad behaviour feeds his vulture folly, 
A ſwa low ing gulf, that e'en in plenty wanteth, 
His ear her prayer admits, but his heart granteth 

No penetrable entrance to her plaining ; 
Teais harden Luſt, tho* marble wear with raining. 


Her pity-pleading eyes are ſadly fix'd 
In the — L:+ nkles of his face : 
Her modeſt eloquence with ſighs is mix'd, 
Whichto her oratory adds more grace, 
She puts the period often from his place. | 
And midſt the ſentence ſo her accent breaks, 
That *twice ſhe doth begin, e'er once the ſpeaks. 
She conjures him, by high Almighty Jove ; 
By knighthood, gentry, and ſweet friendſhip's oath ;- 
By her untimely tears, her huſband's love ; | 
By holy human law, and common troth ; 
By heaven and earth, and all the power of both: 
That to his borrow'd bed he make retire, 
And ſtoop to honour, not to foul deſire. 


* ſhe, reward not hoſpitality 
ith fuch black payment as thou haft pretended ;: 
Mud not the fountain that gave drink to thee, 
Mar not the thing that cannot be amended : 
End thy ill aim, before thy ſhoot be ended. 
He is no wobd-man, that doth bend his bow 
To ſtrike a poor un ſeaſonable doe. 


My huſband is thy friend, for his ſake ſpare me: 
Thyſelf art mighty, for thy own ſake leave me: | 
Myſelf a weakling, do not then enſnare me; - 

e 
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Thou look'ft not like Deceit, do not deceive me; 
My fighs like whirlwinds labour hence to heave thee. 
if ever man was mov'd with woman'g,moans, 
Be moved with my tears, my ſighs, my groans. 
All which together, like a, troubled ocean, 
Beat at thy rocky and wreck-threatning heart, 


1 


” 
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To ſoſten it with their continual motion; % * 


For ſtones diſſolv'd to water do convert, 
O! if no harder than a ſtone thou art, 
Melt at my tears, and be compaſſionate ! 
Soft Pity enters at an iron gate. | 


In TazqQuin's likeneſs I did entertain thee, g 
Haſt thou put on his ſhape to do him ſhame? | 


To all the hoſt of heaven I complain me; 

Thou wrong'ſt his honour, wound'ſt his Princely name: 
Thou art not what thou ſeem'ſt; and if the ſame, p 
Thou ſeem'ſt not what thou art, a god, a king; I 

For kings, like gods, ſhould govern every thing. | | 
How will thy ſhame be ſeeded in thine age, . | 
When thus thy vices bud before thy ſpring ? bye. 0 
If in thy hope thou dar'ſt do ſuch outrage, 38 F 
What dar'ſt thou not, when once thou at a king? | 
O] be remembred, no outrageous thing Mi 

From vaſſal actors can be wip'd away, FIN 

Then Kings miſdecds — te hid in clay. 


4 

This deed ſhall make thee only lov'd for fear, "1 
But / monarchs ſtill are fear'd for love: | #1 
With foul offenders thou perforce muſt bear, 
When they in thee the like offences prove: 
If but for fear of this, thy will remove. | 

For princes are the glaſs, the ſchool, the book, 

Where ſubjects eyes do learn, do read, do look. 


And wilt thou be the ſchool where Tuſt ſhall learn 
Muſt he in thee read lectures of ſuch ſhame ? | 
Wilt thou be glaſs, wWheiein it ſhall diſcern * 
Authority for fin, warrant for blame? | 
To privilege diſhonour in thy name, 
Thou back' ſt Reproach againſt long living Laud, 
And mak'ſ fair Reputation but a bawd. 


Haſt thou commanded ? by him that gave it thee 
From a pure heart command thy rebel will: ©. 
Draw not thy ſword to guard — 91 | 
For it was lent thee all that brood to Kill. L 
Thy princely office how can' thou fulfil, 

When paitern'd by thy fault, foul fin may ſay, 

He learn'd to fin, and thou didſt teach the way. 


Think but how vile a ſpectaele it were, 
To view thy preſent treſpaſs in another: 
Mens faults do ſeldom to themſelves appear 
Their own tranigrefhons partially they mother : 
This guilt would ſeem death-worthy in thy brother. 
O! how are they wrapt in with infamies, 
That from their own miſdeeds aſkaunce their eyes | 


To thee, to thee, m y heav'd up hands appcal, 
Not to ſeducing Luft's outrageous fue; 
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I ſuefor exil'd y's repeal, l 

Let him return and flattering t ts retire. 

His true reſpect will priſon ſalſe Defire, 
And wipe the dim miſt from thy doating eyne, 
That thou ſhalt ſee thy ſtate, and pity mine. 


Have done, quoth he, my uncontrouled tide 

Turns not, but ſwells. the higher by this let ; 

Small lights are ſoon blown out, — 2 abide, 

And with the wind in greater fury fret: 

The petty ſtreams that pay adaily debt 5 
To their ſalt ſovereign wich Meir freſh falſe haſte, ; 
Add to his flow, but alter not the taſte, 


Thou art (quoth the) a ſea, a ſovereign kirg, 

And lo! there falls into thy boundleſs flood 

Black luſt, difhonour, ſhame, miſgoverning, 

Who ſeek to ſtain the open of thy blood. 

If all theſe petty ills ſhould change thy good, 
Thy ſea within a puddle womb is burs'd, 
And not the puddle in thy ſea'diſpers'd. 


So ſhall theſe ſlaves be King, and thou their ſlave ; 
Thou nobly baſe, they baſely dignified; | on, 
Thou their fair life, and · they thy fouler grave : oh 
Thou loathed in thy ſhame, they in hy * a 
The leſſer thing ſhould not the greater hide. 
The cedar ſtoops not to the baſe ſhrub's foot, 
But low ſhrubs wither at the cedar s root. * 


— 

So let thy thoughts low vaſſals to thy ſtate.— 
No more, (quoth he,) by heav'n I will not heat thee: 
Yield to my love; if not, enforced hate, ; 
Inſtead of Love's coy touch, ſhall rudely tear thee : 
That done, T I mean to bear thee 

Unto the baſe bed of ſome raſcal groom, 

To be thy partner in this ſhameful doom. 


This ſaid, he ſets his foot upon the light, | 
For light and luſt are deadly enemies: . 
Shame folded up in blind concealing night, . 
. _ rv, 2 moſt —— 12 : 
e wolf has ſeis & his t cri 
Till with her own white fleece —— — 
Intombs her outcry in her lips ſwect fold. 


For with the nightly linen that ſhe wears, * 
He pens her piteous clamours in her head, 5 
Cooling his hot face inthe chaſteſt tears, c 
That ever modeſt eyes with ſorrow ſhed. 
O that foul luſt ſhould tain ſo pure a bed Y 
The ſpots whereof, could weeping purify, 
Her tears ſhoulddropon them perpetuaily, 


But ſhe hath loft adearer thing than life, 
And be bath won what he would loſe again; 
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This forced league doth force a further ſtri fe, 
This momentary joy breeds months gf pain, 
This hot defire converts to cold diſdain. 
Pure Chaſtity is rifled of her ſtore, 
And Luft the thief far, poorer than before. 


Look as the full-fea. hound, or gorged hawk, 

Vnapt for tender ſmell, or ſpeedy. flight, 

Make flow purſuit, or altogether 4 

The prey wherein by nature they delight: 

So ſurfeit-taking TAR M fears this night; 
His taſte delicious in digeſtion ſouring, 
Devours his will, that liv'd by foul devouring. 


O! deęper fin, than bottomleſs conceit 


-Can c end in ſtill imagination !_. 4 
Drunktn Deſire muſt vomit his receipt * 


E'er he tan. ſee his own abomination. 
While Huſt is in his pride, no exclamation 
Can rb his heat, or rein kis raſh deſire, 
Till, Ne a jade, ſelf-will himſelf doth tire. 
And the with lank and lean diſcolour'd;cheek, 
With heyy eye, knit brow, and ſtrengthleſs pace, 
Feeble DBhre all recreant, poor and meek, 
Like to a bankrupt wails his caſe ; 
The fleſhibeing-proud, Defire doth fight with grace, 
For there it revels, and when that decays, 
The 1105 rebel for remiſſion prays. © 
So fares it with this fault- full Lord of Rome, 
Who this accompliſhment ſo hotly chas'a ; 
For now againſt himſelf he ſounds this doom, 
"That thro' the length of time he ſtands diſgrac'd: 
"Beſides, his ſoul's fair temple is defac' d; 
To whoſe weak ruins muſter — of cares, 
To aſk the ſpotted prineeſs how ſhe fares. 


She oy tr ſubjects with foul inſurtection 
Ani by their mortal fault brought in fubjeftion 
their al fault t in ſub} 

x immortality — made ho was 1 

o living death, and pain by PH 

Which in her preſcience ſhe controuled/ Mill 

But her foreſight could not fore-ſtall their will. 
'Z'en in this thought thro” the dark night he ſtealeth, 
A captive victor, that hath loſt in wn of 
Bearing away the wound, that nothing healeth, 
The ſcar that will, deſpite of -cure, remain: 
Leaving his 28 perplex'd in 1 pain. 

She bears the load of luſt he left behind, 


And he the burden of à guilty mind. 
He like a thieviſh dog creeps ſadly thence, 
She like a weary'd lamb lies panting there: 


Vol. VIII. E 


- wha en ie + 
c s - 4 


— 


40 TARQUIN AND LUCKECE, 


He ſcolds and hates himſelf for his offence, 
She deſperate, with her nails her fleſh doth tear: 
He faintly flies, ſweating withguil fear ; 
She ſtays exclaiming on the direful night, , 
He runs and chides his vaniſh'd loath'd delight, 


He thence departs a heavy convertite; {.. 
She there remains a hopeleſs caſt away : 
He in his ſpeed looks for the mernive. licks $i, 
- e ys e hows Ws Roy 5 
or day, (quoth ſhe) night» th open 
And m 7 eyes have ae e ee 
To cloak offences with a,cunning brow. 
They think not but that every eye can ſee 
The ſame diſgrace, which they themſelves vehold ; 
And therefore would they Rilf in darkneſs lie, * 
To have their unſecn Gn remain 1 N 
For they their — peeing unfold, * 
And grave, like water that doti eat infſteel, os 
Upon their cheeks what helpleſs ſhame they feel. 


Here ſhe exclaims againſt and reſt, 
And bids her eyes herea de blind: 
She wakes her heart, bye mg on her breaſt, 
And bids it leap from thence, where it may-find 
Some purer cheſt to cloſe ſo pure a mind 
Frantick with grief thus breathes ſhe forth her ſpight, 
Againſt the unſeen ſecrecy of night. f 
O comfort, killing night! Image of hell! 
Dim regiſter ! ayd notary of ſhame |! 
Black ſtage for tragedies and murders fell 
Vaſt ſin-concealing chaos] Nurſe of blame?! 
Blind muffigd bawd ! dark harbour of defame! 
, Grim cave of death ! whiſpering conipitator 
With cloſe-tongued Treafon, and the raviſher ! 


O hateful, vaporous, and f night ! 
Since thou ts guilty of 4 crime, 
Muſterthy miſts to meet the eaſtern light, * 
Make war againſt proportion'd courſe of time; 
Or if thou wilt permit the ſun to climb 
His wonted height, yet e er he go to bed, 
Knit poiſonous clouds about his golden head. 
With rotten damps raviſh the morning air, 
Let their exhal'd unwholeſome breaths make ſick 
The life of purity, the ſupreme falt, 
E'cr he arrive his weary noon tide prick : 
And let thy miſty vapours march ſo thick, _ 
That in their ſmoaky ranks his ſmother'd light 
May ſet at noon, and make perpetual night. 
Were TaxqQU1N night, as he is but Nig 's child, 
The filver-ſhining queem him would diſdain; 
Her twinkling hangmaigs too (by him defil'd) 
Thro' Night's black boſom ſhould not peep again, 
So ſhould TI have co-partners in my pain: ' 
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And fellowſhip in woe doth woe aſwage, 
As palmers that make ſhort their pilgrimage. 


Where now ? Have I no one to bluſh with me ?- 
To croſs their arms, and hang ghet heads with mine; 
To. maſk their brows, and nice their infamy. 
But I alone, alone muſt fit and pine, _ 
Seaſoning the earth with ſhowers of ſilver brine: 
Mingling my talk with treats, my grief with groaus, 
Poor waiting monuments of laſting moans. 
O Night! thou furnace of fouk-recking ſmoke ! | 
Let not the jealous was behold that face, 
Which underneath thy black all-hiding cloak 
Immodeſtly lies martyr'd with diſgrace; = * 
* {till poſſeſſion of thy gloomy place, | | 
That all the e which in thy reign are made, 
May likewiſe be ſepulchred in thy ſhade. 
Make me not object to the tell-tale day; AX 
The light ſhall ſhew charactered in my . LL 
The ſtory of ſweet Chaſtity's decay, " | 
The impious breach of holy wedlock's vow. 44 
Yea the illiterate, that know not how 4 
To cypher what is writ in learned books, | 
Will quote my loathſome treſpaſs. in my looks. % 


nurſe, ro ſtill her child, will tell my fat | 
And fright her crying babe with Tazqpin's name: 
The orator, to deck his FI FR F 
Will couple my reproach to Taxqy Ns ſhame, 
Feaſt- finding minſtrels, tun ing my defame, | j 
Will tye th@hearers to attend each line, 
How TaxqQuin wronged me, I CoLATINE. 


Let my good name, that ſenſeleſs reputation, | I 
For rs NE's dear love be kept unfpotted ; [ 
If that be made a theme for diſputation, | 
The branches of angther root are rotted, 
And undeſerv'd reproach to hinvaNotted;- 
That is as clear from this attaint of mine, 
As I, c'er this, was pure to CoBAaTINE. 
O unſcen ſhame ! inviſible diſgrace 
O unfelt*ſore | creſt-wounding private ſcar! 
Reproach is ſtampt in CoLAaTinvY face, 
And Tarzquin's eye may read the mote afar, 4 
How he in peace is wounded, not in war. 
Alas ! how many bear ſhameful blows, 
Which not theraſelves, but he that gives them, knows? 


If, CoLATineg, thine honour lay in me, 

From me, by ſtrong aſſault it is bereft : 

My honey loſt, and I a drone-like bee, 

Have no perſection of my ſummer left, 

But robb'd and ranſack'd ſpnjortou theft : 
In thy weak hive a wand'ring was 1 0 
And ſuck'd the honey which thy chaſte bee kept. x 
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Yet am J guilty of thy honour's wreck ? 
Yet for thy honour did Fentertain him; 
Coming from thee; I eoultd-notepaut him back, 
For it bad been diſhonour to dildajn him. 
Beſides, of wearineſs he did complain bim, 
And talk'd of virtue: O unldo A for evil L 
When virtue is-profan'd in ſuch à devil! 
Why thould the worm intrude the maiden bud? 
Or hateful cuckows hatch in ſpartow s neſts? 
Or toads infect fair founts with venom mud ? 
Or tyrant folly lurk in gentle breaſts? 
Or Kings be breakers: of their own beheſts? 
But no perfection is ſo abſolute, a 
That ſome impurity doth-not pollute, * 
The aged man, that coffers up his gold, 
Is plagu'd with cramps; and gouts, and painful fits; 
and ſcaree hath eyes higareature to behold: + - - 
Put ſtill like pining TANTALVS he ſits, 
And uſeleſs bans the harveſt of his wits. 
Having no other pleaſure of his gain, 
But torment, that it cannot cure his pain. 
So then he hath it, when he cannot uſe it, 
And leaves it to be maſtet d by his young, 
Who in their pride do preſent ly abuſe it: | 
Their father was tou weak, and they too ſtrong, 
To hold their curſed blefſed fortune long. 
The ſweets we wiſh for turn to loathed ſours, 
E'en in the moment that we call them ours. 


Unruly blaſts wait on the _ ſpring; 
— — weeds taker with: ious flowers ; 
The adder hiſſeth where the fweet bilde Hag ; 
What virtue breeds, iniquity devour ss 
We have no good, that we can ſay is ours; 
But ill-annexed opportunity, _ 
Or kills his life, or elſe his quality. 
OI OprorTUNITY! thy guilt is great; 
is thou, that execut'ſt the traitor's-treaſon : 
'Fhou ſet'ft the wolf where hethe _ = get; 
Whcever plots the fin, ar rght, ax | the ſeaſon: 


4 


Tis thou that-ſpurn'ſ at right, at la, at reaſon x 
Aud in thy ſhady cell, where none ma py bers 
Sits Sin to ſeize the fouls, that wander by. cr, 
Thou mak'it the veſtal violate her oath 3 __. 
Thou blow'ſ the fire hen temperance is thaw'd : 
Thou ſmotherꝰ ſt honeſty, thou murder | troth ; 
Thou foul abettor, thou notorious bawd! 
Thou planteſt ſcandal, and dĩſplaceſt laud: 
Thou raviſher, thou traitor, thou falſe thief ! e | 
Thy honey turns to gall, thy Joy to grief. | 
Thy ſecret pleaſure turns to o ame; 
Thy — feaſting to g faſt; 


,* 
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Thy ſmothering titles co a ragged name ES 
Thy ſugar'd tongue to bitter worm-wood taſte ; 

Thy violent vanities canmever laſt. 
How comes it then, vile ftunity, - 

Being (6 bad, ſuch numbers ſeek for thee? ; 
When wilt thou be the humble ſuppliant's friend, 
And bring him where his fuit may be obtain'd > 

When wilt thou ſort an hour ſtrifes to end? ; 
Or free that ſoul, which wretc efs hath chain'dꝰ 
Give phyſic to the fick ee to the pain oy „ 
The poor, lame, blind, halt, creep, cry but for thee? 
But they ne er met with Opportunity. | -- 
The patient dies while the phyſician fleeps ; - 
The — pines — — yo eſſet feeds: 
Juſtice is feaſting while the widow weeps; - 184 
Advice is ſporting while infection breeds: 5 | wi 
Thou grant*ſt no time for charitable deeds. 
Wrath, envy, treaſon, rape; and murder rages; ' 
Thy heinous hours wait on them, as their pages. 
When truth and virtue have to do with thee, | | | 
A thouſand croſſes keep them from thy aid z 691 
They buy thy help: but Sin neler gives a fee ; "0 
He GRATIS comes, and thou art WH paid, 
As well to hear, as grant what he hath faid; - 
My CoLATINE would elſe have come to me, 
When Tax did; but he was ftaid by the. 


Guilty thou art of , and of theft; © — 
Guilty of perjury ation $- 7 - 
Guilty of treaſon, forgery and ſhift; -_ 

Guilty of inceſt, that abomination; « 

An acceſſary by thine inclination” 2 N 
To all fins paſt, and all th to come, iy 
From the creation to the doom. 

Miſhapen Tims, copeſmate of ugly Night ; - | 

Swift tubtil;paſt, caxrier of griſly 4 re} - « 

Eater of falſe ſlave whale — — KA, 

Baſe wait dees Sin's pack horſe, Virtue's ſnare 

Thou gureftallfand murdereſt all that are. 
O! hear mEthew, injurious-ſhifting Time! 
Be guilty of my Jeath ence of my crime. 

Why hath' thy ſervant OyyorTUNITY -- 

Betray d the , thou ga v ſt me to repoſe? | 

Cancel'd 14 7 — and inchalned me | 


1 
** 


— 4 
- * 


To endleſs date of never-ending woes: 
Time's office is to. find te hate of foes, +, "bY 
To eat up Error by Opinion bred; '* „ | 
Not ſpend the dowry of #lawfubbe& 3 . | 
Time's glory is to calm conten kings; 5 | 
TI unmaſk: „and bti truth to icht; : 
o. ſtamp t of Time res things 1 | 


E 2 
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To wake the morn, and centinel the ni — U 21 
To wrong the wren . he render ri 10 4 


bo 


To ruinate proud buildings with th bl | 

And ſmear eich duſt t &jr glifteriog golden 1 — 22 
To fill with worm- holes ately monuments 7 5 
To feed Oblivion with decay af things; | 
To bot old books, and alter eheipfoftents z. 14-443 


To pluck the quills m ane legt rayens wings ; 
To dry the old bak Hp, and cher = q 


To ſpoil an quite hammer iteel, - 
And turn the giddy ung of Fortune wheel: 


To ſhew the beldame daughters of her Uughter ; 

To make the child a man, the —— arc 

To flay the tyger, that doth live b daughter; ä 

To tame the unicorn, and lion . „ 1 

To mock the ſubtle in themſelves ic: 

To chear the plowman with inereaſeful crops, 

And waſte huge ſtones with little water - drops. 
Why work'ſt thou miſchief in t Image, - 
Unleſs thou could'ſt return to — 

= reticing minute in an age; 7 
Wwe purchaſe thee a thouſand thouſand friends ; | 
_ aun wit, chat to-bat debtors leds. | 
this dread n night |- wouldſt thou one hour come backs 

1 Peoale prevent this ſtorm, nd this b 

Thou teaſdeſs Heky ts eternity, 

With ſome miſchance ctels/T Kabir enen 

Deviſe extremes beyond extremity, 

To make him curſe this cure eri meſul night: 

Let ghaſtly ſhadows his lewdegyes aſſrigngt; 
And the dire thought of his committed evil 
Shape every buſh a hideous ſhaygleſs devil. 

Diſturb his hours of reſt with xr trances; 

AMiQ@ him in bis bed. with bedrid/groans oF * 

Let there bechance him pitiful i hances, 1 

To make him moan; but pity not his m cant: 2 

Stone him with harden'd 4 harder than tones . We. » 
And let mild women to him loſt their. mi — . „ 
WI him than tygers in theiꝝ wild . A 

Let him Have time to tear his curled hair;, * 

I. et him _ time a 1 e e Sg %. 

Let him have time ime's Relp to 3 61'S 
Let him have time to live a loathed:Nave ; WW + + 
Let him have-time a 's orts to cra 

And time to ſee one, that by alms does live, 
Diſdain to him diſdained: {craps to give. 


Let him have time to ſee his friends his foes, 
1 fools, to — 2 him havin | 

et him have t — ow {law t «Sang 
In-time of forrow ; and how ſwi ſhort | 
Hia time of folly, his ame 0 


i 


* 


3 


Have time to wail — is time. 
O! Time | thou tutor both x gd, and | 
SY 

y . 


. 


xazautf AND gene 
And ever let his unrecalling time 4 


Teach me to curſe him, t | 
At his own = 
Himſelf, hwy ek - diba thould 6 
Such wretche $ Ho ug] 7 
For who ſo 285 an a ould ll" 


As ſlanderous deaths- fo'baſe viflave? > -- 
The baſer is he coming from 4 Kb; EY j 
To ſhame his hope with deeds” 5 ente; 
The mightier man, the mightiè e thing 


= makes him bogour d os beg! Fun date: 75 


Which thronging thro” 


ateſt ſcandaf waifs on greateſt ſtate. 
rere oon being clouded preſently is miſt ; 
But little ſtat# may hide them) whit they lift, 


The crow may bathe his cole · back wings i in mire, 
And unperceiv'd fly with the filth away ; | 
But if the like the ſnow-white ſwan defire, 
* ſtain upon his ſilver dd WIII ſtay .. 
Poor grooms are ſightleſs Night, ings glorious Nr. 
Gnats are unnoted whereloe&er they fly, 
But eagles gaz'd upon with very eye.. 
— 4 idle words, ſervants to ſhallow fools ! ö 
otitable ſounds, weak atbitrators! ??! 
Buß yourſelves in ſkfkcontengin ſchools ; | 
Det where leiſuce ſerves, with dull debatons 
To trembling clientwhe their ar were | 
For me [ force not argument a ſtra 
Since that my caſe is paſt all dap! 4 law. 


In vain I rait at Opportunity, 

At Time, at TARQU1N, ard unſearchful 3 
In vain [ cavil with mine infamy, 

In vain I ſpurn at my confirm'd deſpight : 

This helpleſs ſmoke of wore doth me no _ 


The remedy indeed to do me Cs 

Is to let forth my foul defiled blood. 
Poor hand iver'ſt at Mera” 
Honour thyſelfo rid. me of Mis ſhame: + / 
For if I die, my honour lives in thee ; 
But if I live, thou liy'ft.in my — 1 1 
Since thou couldſt not deſend thy loyal dame, 


And waſt afraid to ſcratch her Lene foe, 
Kill both thyſelf, and her for yielding u. 


This ſaid, from het betumbled couch 1 128 


To find ſome E inftrument of 
But this ho flaughter-houſe no — = cab 


To make more vent for paſſage of her breath, 


As ſmoke from /E Tr was 
Or that which from di 


| 


* 
- 


8 2 — — 


* 
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1 
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WP. 4 
Tn vain h Lives and fk in vain. ne 
Some ha Sep meandend life; +4 091 155 4s 


I fear'd} Tagge 2 05 3 151 Sn s | 


Yet for the ſelf-ſame purpoſe ſeck 7 Fong 


But when [I fear'd, I was a loyal wife 
So am I now Onno ! that cannot 
Of that — Typ6 hath TazQUIN a me. * 


Oh ! that is gone, 


which I ſought * 


we — cow 40 har? . 
o clear this ſpot t g's YA 
regs. 


To burn the guilt fleſs calket w Kite it * 


Well, well dear CoL.ATpxs.! thou 
d taſte of vi ru + 
I will not wrong thy true affection PL 


The ſtaine 


A badge of fame t N 
A dying life to living nay, FAN'S i» 
Poor helpleſs help, the tre hes ftol'n " 4-468 » 


not — 


To flatter thee Sith, an infringed oath: © 


This baftard grafs | 
He ſhall not boaſt, who did thy ſtoe * | 


That thou art 


ſhall never come to growth; 


doating father of his frui 


Nor ſhall he ſmile at thee in ſecret, t i 
Nor laugh with his companions at thy { — 2 


But thou ſhalt know thy intereſt was not bought h ts 


Baſely with gold, but ſtol'n from forth thy gate... 


For me, I am the miſtreſs.of my fate 
And with my treſpaſs never will di 
Till life to death acquit"my firſt N 


I will not poiſon thee with attaint, 

Nor fold — fault in cleanly e d — ; * 
My fable ground of fin I will not paint, 
To hide the truth of this falſe night's abuſes : 


My tongue thall utter all; mine eyes 1 nies; . 


As from a mountain ſpring that 
Shall guſh pure ſtreams to purge my impure tale. 
By this lamenting PILoXEL. had ended 


The well-tun'd Warble of h htly ſorrow; 
And ſalemn night with to fl y „ 


To ugly hell; when lo! the uff 
Land ight to all fair eyes, that r 


But cloudy L 


t would borrow r : 


UCRECE ſhames Herſelf to ſee, 


And therefore ſtill in night would cloifter'd be. 


Reveali t 
And —_—_— 


int ker our where . E 983 


To whom ſhe obbing ſpeaks, O] eye of eyes 


Why pry'ſt thou thro” m 


Mock wi with thy 


Brand not my 


For day hath 


boa 2 Leave thy 
tickling that 
forehead with thy p 4 n 4 1 


nought to do abb ze * . * 
Thus cavils ſhe with eyery thing | 


True grief is fond, 


as a Chi 


XxX 
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Who way-ward once, his mood with naught agrees. 

Old nant not in fant e them Ns a 

Cont inuanee mes the one, the other wild 
Like an is d ſwimmer plunging ſtill, 
With too much labour drowns for want of (Kill 


So ſhe deep-trenched in a ſea of care, 

Holds diſputation with each thing the views 

And to herſelt all forrow doth compare, 

No object but her paſſions ftrength renews, 

And as one ſhifts, another ftraight enſues. 
Sometimes her grief is dumb, and hath no words; 
Sometime tis mad, and too much talk affords. 


The little birds, that tune their Mornings Jos 
Make her moans mad with their (weet melud y. 
For mirth doth ſearch the bottom of annoy 3 . * 
Sad ſouls are flain in m —_— 8 
Grief beſt is pleas'd withrGrief's ochaty. * 
True ſorrow then is fee ingly eee | 
When with like Semblance it is ſympathiz'd. 
Tis double death to drown in ken of ſhore ; 
He ten times pines, that pines beholding food 
To ſee the ſalve doth make the wound ake more ; 
Great Grief grieves moſt at that will do it good; 
Deep woes roll forward like a gentle flood, 
Which being ſtopt, the bhunding banks o'erflows : 
Grief dallicd with, nor law, nor limit knows. ” 
You mocking birds, quoth ſhe, your tunes intomb 
Whithin your hollow fwclling feather'd breaſts; 
And in my hearing be you ever dumb ; f 
My reſtleſs diſcord loves no ſtops nor reſts: 
A woeful hoſteſs brooks not merry _ 
Reliſh your nimble notes to pleaſing ears, 
Diſtreſs 
Come Paurtomer that ſing'ſt of raviſhment, 
Make thy ſad grove in my diſhevel'd hair: 
As the dank earth weeps-at thy languiſhment, 
So I at each ſad ſtrain will train my tear, 
And with deep groans the Drarp asov bear. 
For burden-wiſe I'll hum on TARO Yi till, 
While thou on Tzxztvs deſeant'ſt better ſkill. 


And while againſt a thorn thou bear'ſt thy part, 
To keep thy tharp woes waking ; wretched I, 
To imitate thee well, againſt my 

Will tix a ſharp knife, to affright mine eye, 
Who if it wink, ſhall thereon fall and die. 

Theſe means, as frets upon an iaſtrument, 

Shall tune our heartitrings to trae languiſhment. 
And for, poor bird, thou fing'| not in the day, 
As ſhaming any eye ſhould, behold; - 
Some dark deep deſart ſea 
That knows not parching 


the w⸗ 
Feu cold, 


likes Dumps, when time Is kept with tears. 


. 


f 


4 
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* 3 1 8 * 
We will find out; and thiere we will unfold | | 
To creatures ſteru, ſad tunes to change their kind? 
Since men prove beaſts, let beaſts bear gentle minas. 
As the poor fright&d deer, that ftands at gaze, 
Wildly determining which way to fly; - 
Or one incompaſt with'a winding maze, 
That cannot tread the way out readily : 
So with herſelf is ſhe in mutiny, 
To live or die, which of the twain were better, 5 
When Life is ſham'd, and Death reproaches debtor. 


To kill myſelf, quoth ſhe, alack ! what were it, 
But with my bd y poor ſoul's pollution? 8 
They that loſe with greater patience bear it, 
Than they whoſe Whole is ſwallow'd in confuſion. 


That mother tries a mercileſs concluſion W 
Who baving two ſweet babes, when Death takes one, 
Will lay the other, and be nurſe to none. 
My body or my ſoul, which was the dearer, 
When the one pure, the other made divine? 
Whoſe love of either to myſelf was nearer. 
| 14-4 both were kept from heaven, and CoLATINE? 
| moe the bark peal'd from the lofty piney | 
His leaves will wither, and his ſap Ws: 7 81 12498 
So muſt my ſoul, her bark being peal'd away. 
Her houſe is lack d, her quitt ititemupted ; 
Her maghon batter*d by the ene 
Her ſacted temple ſpotted, ſpoil d, corrupted, 
Groſſly ingirt with daring intamy. ro wht 
Then let it not be calld: impiety, 
If in this blemiſh'd fort I ke ſome hole, 
Thro' which I may convey this troubled ſoul. 


Yet die I will not, till my CoLarive 
Have heard the cauſe of my untimely death; 
That he may vow, in that ſad hour of mie, 
Revenge on him, that made me to my breath, of 
My Tags blood to, TARQUIN I'll bequeath, . 
hich by him tainted ſhall for him be ſpent, 
And as his due, writ in my teſtament... ' | 
My honour I'll bequeath unto the knife, 
That wounds my body ſodiſhonoured : 
'Tis honour to deprive diſhonour d life; 
The one will live, the other being dead: 
So of Shame's aſhes ſhall my fame be bred. . 
For in my death I murder ſhameful, Scorn ; * 
My ſhame ſo dead, my honour is new born, 
Dear Lord of that dear jewel I have loſt! 
What legacy ſhall I bequeath to thee ? {3 
My reſolution, love, ſhall be thy 1 | 
W whoſe example thou reveng'd be: = 
| How Tazquin muſt be us'd, an, 
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Myſelf thy friend, will kill myſelf thy foe; „ 
d for my ſake ſerve thou falſe TAX ſo. | 5 
ni en t of my will I make: 
My ſoul and to tie tie, and ground; ; FE «6 
y reſolution ( uſband) do you take; | ST... | 


M 
My honour be the knife's, that makes my wound; 
My ſhame be his, that did my fame con found; 
And all my fame that lives, diſburſed be 
To thoſe that live, and think no ſhame of me, + 


When CoLATINE ſhall overſee this wi 
How was I overſeen, that thou ſhalt fee | K 
My blood ſhall waſh the ſlander of Mine ill IL 1 
My life's foul deed, m life's fair end ſhall free it. . 114 
Faint not, faint heart, but ſtoutly u ſo be it; * 
Yield to my hand, and that ſhall conquer thee ; | 
Thou dead, that dies, and both ſhall Victors be. 


This plot of death when ſadly ſhe had laid, 
And wip'd the briniſh pearl from her 71 eyes; .. 
With untun'd tongue ſhe hoarſly call'd her maid, 
Whoſe ſwift obedience to her miſtreſs hies; | 
For fleet-wing'd Pay with Thought's feathers flies, 
Poor LuckxecEx'? cheeks unto her maid ſeem fo, 
As winter meads, when ſun does melt their ſnow. 


Her miſtreſs ſhe doth give demure good-morrow, 
With ſoft flow tongue, true marks of modeſty ; 
And ſortsa ſad” to her lady's ſorrow, 
For why, her face wore Sorrow's livery) 
ut durſt not aſk of her audaciouſly, , 
Why her two ſuns were cloud-eclipſed ſo; 
Nor why her fair cheeks over waſh'd with woe. 


But as the earth doth weep, the ſun being ſet, - 
h flower moiſten'd like a melting eye: 

E'en fo the maid with ſwelling drops gan wet 

Her circled eyne, enforc'd by ſympath 

Of thoſe fair ſuns, ſet in her miſtreſs' & ; 

Who in a ſalt-wav' d occean quench their light, 

Which makes the maid weep like the dewy night. . 
A while theſe pretty creatures ſtand, N 
Like ivary condoits — A filling : 

One juſily weeps, the other takes in'hand 

No cauſe, but company, of her drops ſpilling; | 

Their gentle ſex to weep are often willing; _ 1 
Grieving themſelves to gueſs at other ſmarts ; | 
And then they drown their eyes, or break their hearts, * 


For men have marble, women waren minds, 1 
And therefore they are form'd as marble will: . 
The weak oppreſt, th' impreſſion of ſtrange kinds | 
Is form'd in them by force, by fraud, or ſkill. | 
Then call them not the authors of their ill; © | 

No more than wax ſhall be accounted evil, l ; 
-Whexein is ſtampt the ſemblance of a devil. i ö 
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Their ſmoothneſs, like an even champain plain, 


Lays open all the little worm: that creep. 

In men, as in a rough- grown grove remain 

Cave-kceping evils, that obſcurely $ 5 

Thro' chryftal walls each little mote will peep. 
Tho” men can cover crimes with bold ſtern 
Poor womens faces are their own. faults books. 


No man inveighs againſt the wither'd flower, 

But chides rough winter, that the flower has Kill 

Not that's devour'd, but that, * doth devour, 

Is wort hy blame: O let it not be helle 

Poor womens faults, that they are ſo fulſill'd 
With mens abuſes ; thoſe proud lords to blame, 
Make weak-made women tenants to their ſhame. 


The precedent whereof in Lucztcs view, 
Ale by night with circumſtances 22 
Of preſent death and ſhame that might enſue, 
By that her death to do her huſband wrong ; 
Such danger to reſiſtance did belong, 
The dying fear thro' all her Greed, 
And who cannot abuſe a body ? * 
By this mild patience did fair Luczxcs ſpeak 
To the poor counterfeit of her complaining. 
My girl, quoth ſhe, on what occaſion break 
Thoſe tears from th 
If thou doſt weep for grief of my ſuſtaining, 
Know, gentle 2 it avails my mood; 
If tears cou'd help, mine own would do me good. 


But tell me, girl, when went (and there ſhe Raid, 

Till after a deep groan) TAN x from hence? 

Madam, e'er I was up (reply'd the maid) 

The more to blame m Nupgard ligence: 

Yet with the fault I thus far can diſpenſe; 
Myſelf was ſtirring e'er the break of day, 
Ande'erI roſe was TAxQuin gone away. 


But — if your maid may be ſo bold, 
She wou 4 requeſt to know your heavineſs. 
O peace] (quoth Lucxzcex) if it ſhould be told, 
The repetition cannot make it leſs: 
For more it is than I can well expreſs : 
And that deep torture may be calPd a hell, 
When more is felt, than one hath power to tell. 
Go, me hither r , ink, and 3 
Yet ſave that labour, far I have 3 * 
What ſhould I = 3 one of — men 
id thou be ready oy and by,.to 
A lettcr to my Lord, my love, my dear ; 
Bid him with f. epare to carry it, 
The cauſe craves haſte, and it will ſoon be writ. 


Her maid is gone, and ſhe s to write, 
Firſt hovering o'er the er Sith her quill; 


| 
* 
* 


ce, that down thy cheeks are raining? 
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Conceit and Grief an eager combat fight, 
What Wit ſets down is blotted ftill with Will; 
This is too curious good, this blunt and ill: 
Much like a prets of people at a door, 
Throng her inventions, -Which ſhall go before. 
At laſt ſhe thus begins : Thou, worthy-Lord 
Of that unworthy wife, that greeteth thee ; 
Health to thy perſon, next vouchſafe t* afford 
If ever, love, thy Luczzcx thou wilt ſec) 
me preſent {| to come, and viſit me. 
So I commend me from our houſe in grief; 
My woes arc tedious, tho* my words are brief. 


Here folds ſhe up the tenor of her woe, 
Her ceitain ſorrow wi it uncertainly ; 
By this ſhort ſchedule. CoLATixE may know 
Her ief but not her grief's true quality; 
\She dares not therefore make diſcovery. 
Leithe ſhould hold it her own groſs abuſe 
E'er the with blood had ftain'd her firain'dexcuſe, 


Beſides the life and feeling of her paſſion 
She hords, to ſpend when he is h/ to hear her; 
When Gighs, and groans, and tears may grace the faſhion 
Of her diſgrace, the better ſo to clear her 
From that ſuſpicion, which the world might bear her: 
To ſhun this blot he would-not blot the letter 
With words, till actions might become them better. 


To ſee ſad fights moves more, than hear them told; 
For then the eye interprets to the ear 
= heavy motion, that f — N Wy 
en ev rt a 0 oe dot 
Tis but ry Hog of 4 that we hear. 
Deep ſounds make lefſer noiſe; than ſhallow fords; 
And Sorrow ebbs begin blown with wind of words, 


Her letter now is ſeal'd and on it writ, 

At AR DEA tomy lord with more than hafte ; 

The poſt attends, and ſhe delivers it, 

Charging the four-fac'd groom to hie as faſt, 

As lagging ſouls before the northern blaſt. 
Speed more than ſpeed, but dull and flow ſhe Yeems ; 
Extremity ſtill urgeth ſuch extremes. 


The homely villain curtſies to her low, 

And bluſhing on her with a ſtedfaſt eye, 

Receives the ſcroll without or Yea, or No, 

For outward baſhful innocence doth flie. 

But they, whoſe guilt within their boſoms lie, 

ay — every eye beholds their blame; 

For Luczecs thought he bluſh'd to ſee her ſhame. 


When, filly groom (God wot) it was defect 
Of Spirit, Life, and bold Audacity ; 
Such harmleſs creatures have a true reſpect 


Vol. VIII. *F 
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To talk in deeds, while others faucil * 
Promiſe more ſpeed, but do it leiſurely : 
Even ſo this pattern of the worn |; 
Pawn'd honeſt looks, butlaid no $ to gage. 


His kindled duty Kindled her miſtruſt" 

That two red fires in both their faces blaz'd, 

She thought he bluſh'd as knowing Tarxqurw's luſt, 

And bluthing with him, wiſtly-on him gaz'd; i 

Her carneſt eye did make him more amaz'd : | 
The more the ſaw the blood his cheeks repleniſh, 
The more ſhe thought he ſpy'd in her ſome blemiſh. 


But long ſhe thinks till he return again, 

And yet the duteous vaſlal ſcarce is gone; 

The weary time ſhe cannot entertain, 

For now tis ſtale to heb, to weepy and groan ; 

So Woe hath wearied Woe, Moan tired Moan, 
That ſhe her plaints alittle while doth fray, 
Pauſing for means to mourn ſome newer way. 


At laſt ſhe calls to mind where hangs a piece 
Of (killful painting made for PRIAM's Troy ; 


Before the which is drawn the pagger of GREECE, 
For HELEzN's rape the ws to Ys 83 
Threatning cloud-kifling IL10 with anoy; . 


Which the conceited painter drew ſo proud, 
As heaven (it ſcem'd) to kiſs the turrets bow'd. 


A thouſand lamentable.objcAs there, 

In ſcornof nature, Art gave lifeleſs life: 

Many a dire drop ſeem'd a be: tear 

Shed for the flaughter'd huſband by the wife. 

The red blood reek'd to ſhew the painter's ſtrife, 
And dying eyes gleam'd forth theiraſhy lights, 
Like dying coals-burnt out in tedious Ashes 


There might yau ſee the labouring pioneer 
Begrim'd with ſweat, and ſmeared all with duſt ; 
And from the towers of Troy there wou'd appear 
The very eyes of men thro' loop holes thruſt, 
Gazing upon the GzzzKs with little luſt, 
Such ſweet obſervance.in this work was had, 
That one might ſee thoſe far-off eyes look ſad, 


Ju great commanders, grace and majeſt 
You might bchold triumphing in their faces : 
1n youth quick=-bcaring and dexterity : 
And here 2nd theie the paiuter interſaces 
Pale 6owards marching on with trembling paces ; 
Which heartleſs peaſants did ſo well retemble, 
That one wou'd ſwear he faw them quake and tremb 


In ATAx, and ULyssEs, O] whit art 

Of phyſiognomy might one behold ! 

The face of either cipher'd either's heart; 
Their face, their manners moſt N told. 
In Ajax” eyes blunt rage and rigor rol!'s, 


* 


* 
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But the mild glance that ſhe UL vssESs lent, 
Shew'd deep regard, and ſmiling government. 


There pleading might you ſee brave Ns rox fland, 
As 'twere incouraging the Gzrrxs to fight, 
Making ſuch ſober actions with his hand, 
That it beguil'd attention cham ! q the ſight : 
In 1. it ſeem' d, his beard all filver white, 
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d up and down, and from his lips did fy * , 
- 1 . 


Thin winding breath, which purl'd up to the ky. 


About him were a preſs of gaping faces, 
Which ſeem'd to ſwallow up his found advice; 
All jointly liſtning, but with ſeveral graces, 
As if ſome mermaid did their ears entice; 
Some high, ſome low, the painter was ſo nice. 
The ſcalps of many almoſt hid behind 
To jump up higher ſcem'd to mock the maid. 


Here one man's hand Jean'd on another's head, 
His noſe being ſhadow'd by his neighbour's ear; 
Here one being throng'd bears back all ſwoln and red ; 
Another ſmother'd, ſeems to pelt and ſwear ; 
And in their rage, (ſuch figns of rage they bear,) 
As but for loſs of NzsToR's golden words, 
It ſeeras they would debate with angry ſwords. 


For much Imaginary work was there; 
Conceit degeitful, ſo compact ſo kind, 
That for AcarLLEs' image fioog his ſpear, 
Grip'd in an armed hand, D f behind gf 
Was leſt unſeen ſave in the eye of mind; 
A hand, a foot, a face, a leg, a head, 
Stood for the whole to be imagined. 


And from the walls of ſtrong- beſieged Troy, 
When their brave Hope, bold Hec ror, march'd to field, 
Stood many TRO Jan mothers, ſharing joy 
To ſce their youthful ſons bright weapons Wield; 
And tg their Hope they ſuch odd action yield, 
That thro” their light joy ſeemed to appears 
(Like bright things ſtain'd) a kind of heavy fear. 
And from the Strond of DAR DAN, where they fought, 
To $1M015' reedy banks, the ted blood ran; 
Whoſe waves to imitate the battle ſought 
With ſwelling ridges ; and theirranks began 
To break upon the galled ſhore, and then 
Retire again, till meeting greater ranks 
They join, and {hoot their fome at StMors' banks, 
To this well-painted piece is Luczecs come 
To find a face where all diſtreſs is ſtell'd. 
Many ſhe ſees, where cares have carved ſome, 
But none where all diſtreſs and dolour dwell'd, 
Till the deſpairing Hecvs A beheld, 
Staring on Pzx1am's wounds with her old eyes, 
Who bleeding under Py Kznvys' proud foot lies. 


| 
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In her the painter had angtomiz' d 
Time's ruin, Beauty's wrack, and grim Care's reign ;. 
Her checks with chops and wrinkles were aiſguis'd ; 
Of what ſhe was, no ſemblance did remain ; 
Her blue blood chang' d to black in every vein. 
Wanting the ſpring, that thoſe ſhrouk pipe had fed 
Shew'd Life impriſon'd in a body de; 
On this ſad ſhadow Lucuxzes ſpends her eyes, 


And ſhapes her ſorrow to the beldam's woes; 


Who nothing wants to anſwer her but cries, 

And bitter words to ban her cruel foes. 

The painter was no God tolend her thoſe 
And therefore Lvucxzcs ſwears he did hear wrong, 
To give her ſo much grief, and not a tongue. 


Poor inftrument (quoth ſhe) without a ſound ! 
I'/1 ture thy woes with my lamenting tongue; 
And drop ſweet balm in PiA u's painted wound, 
And rail on Pyxx4vs, that hath done him wrong, 
And with my tears quench Tz ov, that burns fo long 
And with thy knife ſcratch out the angry eyes 
Of all the GxrzKs, that are thine enemies. 


Shew me this ſtrumpet, that began this ſtir, 


That with my nails her beauty I may tear. 
( 


Thy heat of laſt, fond PAxts, did incur 
This load of wrath, that burning Troy did'bear 
Thy eve Kindled the fre that burneth here: 
And here in TRovy, for treſpaſs of thine eye, 
The fire, the ſon, the dame, and daughter die. 


Why ſhould the private pleaſure of fome one. 
Reco-me the public plague of many moe? 
Let fin alone committed, light alone 
Upon his head, that hath tranſgreſſed ſo. 
Let guiltleſs ſouls be freed from guilty woe. 
For one's offence why ſhould fo many fall, 
To plague a private fin in general ? 
Lo here weeps HCA, here Pxram dies 
etre many HecToR faints, here TRo1LvUs ſounds ! 
Here friend by friend in bloody channel lies ! 
And friend to friend gives unadviſed wounds ! 
And one man's luſt theſe many lives confounds ! 
Had doting PRIAM check'd his ſon's deſire, 
Troy had been bright with fame, and not with firc.. 
Here feelingly ſhe weeps Trov's painted woes 
For ſorrow, like a _y hanging bell, 
Once {+ t a ringing, with his own weight goes; 


Then tile ſlrength rings out the doleful knell. 
So Luckrcs ſet awork, ſad tales doth tell 
To pencil'd Penſiveneſs, and colour'd Sorrow; 
She lends them words, and ſhe their looks doth borrow, 


She throws her eyes about the painted round, 
And whom ſhe finds forlorn ſhe doth lament, 
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At laſt ſhe ſees a wretched image bound 

That piteous looks to PR x OIAN ſhepherds lent ; 

His face, tho” full of cares, ye#ſhew'd content. 
Onward to Troy with theſe blunt ſwains he goes, 
So mild, that Patience ſeem'd to ſcorn his woes. v 


In him the painter labour'd with his (kill, 
To hide d<ceit, and give the harmleſs ſhow, 
An humble gate, calm looks, cyes wailing. till,. 
A brow unbent, that ſeem*d to welcome woe; 
Checks, neither red, nor pale, but mingled ſo, 
That bluſhing red no guilty inſtance gave, 
Nor afhy pale, the fair that falſe hearts have. 


But like a conſtant and confirmed devil, 

He entertain'd a ſhow ſo ſeeming jult ; 

And therein ſo inſconc'd this ſerret evil, 

That jealouſy itſelf could not miſtruſt 

Falſe creeping Craft and Perjury ſhould thruſt — 
Into ſo bright a day ſuch black-fac'd ſtorms, 
Or blot with hell-born Sin ſuch ſaint-like forms: 


The well-{kill'd woman this wild image drew 

For perjur'd Si Nx oN, whoſe inchanting ſtory 

The credulous old PRI AM after flew ; 

Whoſe words like wild-fire burnt the ſhining glory 

Of tich-built IL1oN, that the ſkies were ſorry. 
Ard little ſtars ſhot from their fixed places, 
When their glaſs fell wherein they view'd their face 

This picture ſhe adviſedly perus'd; 

And chid the painter for his wondrous ſkill : 

Saying, ſome ſhape in S1x0N's was abus'd, 

So fair a form lodg'd not a miiii ſo ill. 

And ſtill on him ſhe gaz'd, and gazing til), 
Such ſigns of truth in his plain face ſhe (pied, 
That ſhe concludes, the picture was belied. 


It cannot be (quoth ſhe) that ſo much guile, 

She would have ſaid, can lurk in ſuch a look; 

But'Taxquin's ſhape came in her mind the while, 

And from her tongue, can lurk, from cannot, took; 

It cannot ſhe in that ſenſe forſcok, 

And turned it thus, It cannot be I tind, * 
But ſuch a face ſhould bear a wicked mud. 


For e en as ſubtle Sinon hens is painted, 
So ſober ſad, fo weary and ſo mild, 
As if with grief or travel he had fainted) 
To me on, RQUIN armed, ſo beguil' d 
With outward honeſty, but yet def 
With iaward vice: as PAM him did cheriſh, 
So did I TAX, ſo my Troy did periſh. 
Look, look how lining PRTAu wets his eyes 
To ſee thoſe borrow'd tears, that Stnox ſheds ! 
PRian, why art*thou old, and 28 net wile >. 
For every tear he falls, a Trojan bleeds : 
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His eyes drop fire, no water thence proceeds. 
Thoſe round clear pearls of his that move thy pity, 
Are balls of quenchleſs fire to burn thy city. 


Such devils ſteal effects from lightleſs hell; 

Fur Stxo in his fire doth quake with cold, 

And in that cold hot- burning fire doth dwell ; 

Theſe contraries ſuch unity Id, 

Or]; to flatter fools and make them bold: 
So PRIAu's truſt falſe Sygow's tears doth flatter, 
That he finds means to burMhis Troy with water. 


Here all enrag'd ſuch paſſion her afails, 
That pitience is quite beaten from her breaſt ; 
She tears the ſenſeleſs St NN with her nails, 
Comparing him to that unh gueſt 
Whoſe decd hath made herſelf, herſelf deteſt. 
At laſt ſhe ſmilingly with this gives o'er, 
Fool! fool! quoth ſhe, his wounds will not be ſore. 


Thus ebbs and flows the current of her ſorrow 
And Time duth weary Time with her complaining. 
She looks for night, and then ſhe longs for morrow, 
And both he thinks too long with her remaining; 
Short time ſeems long, in Sorrow's ſharp ſuſtaining. 
Tho” Woe be heavy, yet it ſeldom ſleeps; 
And they that watch, ſee Time how ſlow it creeps. 


Which all this time hath over-ſlipp'&her thought, 

That the with, painted images hath ſpent; 

Being from the feeling of hex on grief brought, 

By deep ſurimiſe of others” detriment ; 

Lofing her woes in ſhews of diſcontent. 
It eaſeth ſome, tho” none it ever tur d. 


To think thcu dolour other$have endur'd. 


But now the mindful meſſenger, come back, 
Brings home his lord, and other company ; 
Who finds-his Luczxeck clad in mourning black, 


And round-about her trar-diſtained eye * 


Blue circles ſtream'd, like rainbows. in the ſky. 
Theſe watergalls in her dim element, 
Foretell new ſtorms to thoſe already ſpent. 


Which when her (ad-beholding huſband ſaw, 
Amarzedly in her (ad face he ſtares : 
Her byes, tho" ſod in tears, look red and raw, 
Her lively colour Kill'd with deadly cares. 
He has no power to aſk her how ſhe fares ; 
But ood, like old acquaintance in a trance, 
Met far from home, wond'ring each other's chance. 


At laſt he takes her, by the bloodleſs hand, 

And thus begins: What uncouth ill event 

Hath thee befa!l'n, that thou doſt trembling ſtand? 
Sweet love! what ſpite hath oY fair colour ſpent ? 
Why. art thou thus attir'd in diſcontent? 


* 
e 
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Unmaſk, dear Dear! this moody heavineſs, 
And tell thy grief, that we may give 


Three times with ſighs ſhe gives her ſorrow fire, 
Ere once ſhe can diſcharge one word of woe: 
At length addreſs d to anſwer his defire, 
She modeſtly prepares to let them know 
Her honour is ta'en prifoner by the foe ; 
While CoLaT1NxE and his conſorted lords 
With ſad attention long to hear her words. 


And now this pale ſwan in her wat'ry neſt, 
Begins the ſad dirge of her certain ending. 
Few words, quoth ſhe, ſhall fit the treſpaſs beſt, n 
Where no excuſe can give the fault amending; 
In me more woes than words are now depending: 
And my laments would be drawn out too long, 
To tell them all with one poor tired tongue. 


Then be this all the taſk it hath to ſay ; 
Dear huſband, in the intereſt of thy bed 
A ſtranger came, and on that pillow lay 
Where thou will wot to reſt thy weary head 
And what wrong elſe may be imagined 
By foul enforcement might be done to me, 
From that, alas! thy Luckzce is not free. 


For in the dreadful dead of dark midnight, 
With ſhining felchion in my chamber came 
A creeping creature with a flaming light, 
And ſoftly ery'd, Awake, thou Roman dame 
And entertain my love; elſe laſting ſhame 

On thee and thine this night J will inflict, 

If thou my love's deſire dv contradict. 


For ſome hard-favour'd 0 of thine, quoth he, 
Unleſs thou yoke thy liking to my will, 
I'll murder ſtraight, and then I'll laughter thee, 
And ſwear I found you where you did fulfill. 
The loathſome act of luſt ; and ſo did kill 

The lechers in their deed: this act will be 


My fame and thy perpetual infamy. 


With this I did begin to ſtart and cry, 
And then againſt my heart he ſets his ſword; 
Swearing, unleſs I took all patiently, 
I ſhould not live to ſpeak another word : 
So ſhould my ſhame ſtil] reſt upon record, 
And never be forgot in mighty Rome 
Th' adult'rate death of Luc xx and'ber grooms. 


Mine enemy was ſtrong, my ſelf weak, 
And far the weaker with ſo ftrorg a fear) 
y bloody judge forbade my tongue to ſpeak : 
No righttul plea might plead for juſtice there: 
His ſcarlet luſt came evidence to ſwear 
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That my poor beauty had purloin'd his eyes; 
And when the judgè is robb'd the priſoner dies. 
O! teach me how to make mine own excuſe ! 
Or, at the leaſt this refuge let me find; 
Tho' my groſs blood be ſtain'd with this abuſe, 
Immaculate and ſpotleſs is my mind: | 
That was not forc'd; that never was inclin'd - 
To acceflary yieldings; but fill pure, 
Doth in her poiſon'd cloſet yet endure. 


Lo! here, the hopeleſs merchant of this loſs, 
With head declin'd, and voice damm'd up with woe, 
With ſad-ſet eyes, and wretched arms acroſs, 
From lips new-waxen pale begins to blow 
The grief away, that ſtops his anſwer ſo: 
But wretched as he is, he ſtrives in vain; 
What he breathes out, his breath drinks up again. 


As thro' an arch the violent roaring tide 
Out-runs the eye that doth behold his haſte; 
Yet in the xDby boundeth in his pride 4 
Back to the ſtrait that forc'd him on ſo faſt, * 
In rage ſent out, recall'd in rage, being paſt: 

Even ſo his ſighsj his ſorrows, make a ſaw, 

To puth grief on, and back the ſame grief draw. 


Which ſpeechleſs woe of his, poor She attendeth, 
And his untimely frenzy th us awaketh z5 7 
Dear lord | thy ſorrow to my ſorrow lendeth 
Another power, no flood my raining ſlacketh 
My woe too ſenſible thy patſion maketh 
ore feeling-painful ; let it then ſuffice 

To drown one woe, one pair of weeping eyes. 
And for my ſake, when I might charm thee fo, 
For ſhe that was thy Luczect---now attend me; 
Be ſuddenly revenged on my foe, 
Thine, mine, his own ; ſuppoſe thou doſt defend me 
From what is paſt, the help that thou ſhalt lend me 

Comes all too late; yet let the traitor die; " 

For ſparing Juſtice feeds Iniquity. ; 
But ere I name him, you fairords, quoth ſhe, 

Speaking to thoſe that came with CoLATINI) 
hall plight your honorable faiths to me, — 

With fit purſuit to venge this wrong of mine: 
For tis a meritorious fair deſign, 

To chaſe Injuſtice with revenge ful arms; 

Knights, by their oaths, ſhquld right poor ladies“ harms... 


At this requeſt, with noble diſpoſition 
Each preſent lord began to promiſe aid, 
As bound in _—y ood-to her impoſition, 
Longing to hear the hateful foc bewray'd :, 
But the, that yet her ſad taſkHath not ſaid, 
The proteſtation ſtops, O ſpeak ! | ſhe, 
How way this forced ſtain be wip'd from me? 
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What is the quality of my offence, 

Being conſtrain'd with dreadful circumſtance? 

May my pure mind withthe foul act diſpenſe, 

My low-declined honour to advance? 

May any terms acquit me from this chance? 
The poiſon'd fountain clears itſelf again ; 
And why not I from this compelled ſtain? 


With this, they all at once began to ſays 
Her body's ſtain her mind untainted clears; 
While with a joyleſs (mile ſhe turns away 
The face, that map, which deep impreſſion bears 
Of hard misfortune carv'd in it with tears, 
No, no, quoth ſhe, no dame, hereafter living, 
By my excuſe ſhall claim excuſe's giving, 
Here with a ſigh, as if her heart would break, 
She throws forth TazqQuin's name. H, ux, ſhe ſays: 
But more than uE her poor tongue could not ſpeak; 
Till after many accents and delays, 
Untimely breathings, fick ahd thort aſſays, 
She utters this, He, he, fair lord, tis he 
That guides this hand to give this wound to me. 


Even here ſhe ſheathed in her harmleſs breaſt 
A harmful knife, that thence her ſoul unſheath'd ; 
That blow did bail it from the deep unreſt 
Of that polluted priſon where it breath'd: 
Her contrite ſighs unto the clouds bequeath'd 
Her winged ſprite, and thro' her wounds doth fly 
Life's laſting date from cancel'd deſtiny. 


Stone-ſtill, aſtoniſh'd with this deadly deed, 

Stood CoLATINE and all his lordly crew, 

Till Lucrxcs' father, that beholds her bleed, 

Himſelf on her ſelf- ſtaughter'd body threw : 

And from the purple fountain BxUrus drew 
The murd'rous knife, and as it left the place, 
Her blood, in poor revenge, held it in chaſe. 


And bubbling from her breaſt, it doth divide 
In two ſlow rivers, that the crimſon blood 
Circles her body in on every fide, 
Who like a late ſack'd iſland vaſtly ſtood, 
Bare and unpeopled, in this fearful flood, 
dome of her blood till pure and red remain'd, 
And ſome look'd black, and that falſe TazqQuin ftain'd. 


About the mourning and congealed face 
Of that black blood, a watry rigol goes 
Which ſeems to weep upon the tainted place ; 
And ever ſince, as pitying LuexECE' woes, 
Corrupted blood ſome wat'ry token ſhows ; 
And bl ntainted ſtill doth red abide, 
Bluſhing at that which is ſo putrify'd. 
Daughter dear Daughter! old LucxzT1vs cries, 
That life was mine, which thou haſt here depriv'd g 
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Tf in the child the father's image lies, $ 
Where ſhall I live, now 'Lucxece is unliv'd? © 
Thou waſt not to this end from me deriv'd. 
If children pre-deceaſe progenitors, | 
We are their offspring, and they none ef our s. 


Poor broken glaſs I often did bchold 
In thy ſweet ſemblance my old age new-born ; 
But now that fair freſh mirror, dim and old, 
She ws me a bace-bon'&Death by time out worn, 
O! from thy cheeks my image thou haſt torn ! 
And ſhiver'd all the beauty of my glaſs, 
That I ng more can fee what once I was. 


O Time! ceaſe thou thy courſe, and laſt no longer, 

If thou ſurceaſe to be, that ſhoy!d ſurvive : 

Shall rotten Death make conqueſt of the ſtronger, 

And leave the fault'ring feeble ſouls alive? 

The old bees die, the young poſſeſs their hive: 
Then live ſweet Lucktce, live again, and ſee 
Thy father die, and not thy FATAER thee. 


By this ſtarts CoLATINE as from a dream, 
And bids Lucxzrius give his forrow place; 
And then in key-cold LVCREZCE' bleeding ſtream 
He falls, and bathes the pale fear in his face, 
And counterfeits to die, with her a ſpace; 
Till manly ſhame bids him poſſeſs his breath, 
Ana live, to be revenged on her death. _ 


The deep vexation of his inward ſoul 
Hath ſerv'd a dumb arreſt upon his tongue: 
Who mad that ſorrow ſhould his uſe contron!, 
Or keep him from heart eaſing words ſo long, 
Begins to talk; but thro* his l. ps de th throng 
eak words, ſo thick come, in his poor heart's aid, 
That no man could diftinguiſh what he ſaid. 


Yet ſometimes Ta R qui was pronounced plain, 
But thro' his tecth, as if his name he tore. 
This windy tempel, ti it blew up rain, 
Held back his ſorrow's tide, to make it more. 
At laſt it rains, and buſy winds give o'er; 
Then ſon and father weep with equal firife, 
Who ſhould weep moſt for daughter, or for wife. 


The one doth call her his, the other his; 

Yet neither may poles the claim they lay. 

The father ſays, ſhe's mine; O mine ſhe is, 

Replies her huſband ; do not take awa 

My ſorrow's inteteſt ; let no mourner lay, 
He _ for her; for ſhe was only mine, 
And only muſt be wail'd by CoLATINE, 


O! quoth Lucxerrvs, I diq give that life, 
Which ſhe too early and tog lags hath ſpill'd. 
Woe! woe! quoth Col ATi NR, ſne was my wife, 
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I own'd her, and 'tis mine that ſhe hath kill d. n 
My DAUGHTER and MY WIFE with clamours fill d 
The diſperſt air, who holding Luczxc' life, | 
Anſwer'd their cries, MY DAUGHTER and MY WIFE. 


' BxvTvs who pluck'd the knife from Luckecr” ſide, 
Seeing ſuch emulation in their woes & 
Began to cloath his wit in ſtate and pride, 4 
Burying in Lucxcx' wound his folly's ſhow: 
He with the Romans was eſteemed fo, « 

As ſilly-jeering 1DEoTS are with kings, 

For ſportive words, and uttering foolith things. 


But now he throws that ſhallow habit by, 
Wherein deep policy. did him diſguiſe ; 
And arm'd his long-hid wits advifedly, © ; 
To check the tears in CoLATINUS' eyes.” ] 
Thou wronged lord of Roux, quoth he, ariſe; : 
Let my unſounded ſelf, ſuppos d a fool, 
Now {et thy long-experienc'd wit to ſchool. 


Why CoLATINE, is woe the cure for woe? 
Do wounds help wounds, or grief help grievous deeds ? 
Is it revenge to give thyſelf a blow, 
For his foul act by whom thy fair wife bleeds ? 
Such childiſh humour from week minds proceeds. 
Thy wretched wife miſtook the matter fo 
To ſlay herſelf, that ſhould have ſlain her foe, 


Courageous RoMAN ! do not ſteep thy heart 
in ſuch relenting dew of lamentations ; 
But kneel with me, and help to bear thy part, 
To rouſe our Roman Gods with invocations, 
That they will ſuffer theſe abominations * 
(0 Rome herſelf in them doth ſtand diſgrac'd) 
y our ſtrong arms from forth her fair ſtreets chas'd, 


Now by the capitol, that we adore ! 
And by this chaſte blood ſo unjuſtly ſtain'd ! 
By Heaven's fair ſun, that breeds the fatearth's ſtore ! 
By all our country rites in Roms maintain'd, 
And by chaſte Luczece' ſoul, that late complain'd 
Her wrongs to us, and by this blcody knife ! 
We will revenge the death of this true wife. 


This ſaid, he ſtruck his hand upon his breaſt, 
And kiſs'd the fatal knife, to end his vow ; 
And to his proteſtation urg'd the reſt, 
Whowond'ring at him, did his words allow: 
Then jointly to the ground their knees thy bow 
And that deep vow which BxuTvus made before, 
He doth again repeat, and that they ſwore. 


When they had ſworn to this adviſed doom, 
They did conclude to bear dead Lucztce thence, 
To ſhew her bleeding body throughout Rome, 
And ſo to publiſh TarqQuiNn's toul offence, 
Which being done with {peedy: diligence, 

The Roma ws plauſibly did give conſent 

To TRG vis everlaſting baniſhment. 
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FROM faireſt creatures we defire increaſe, J 
That thereby Beauty's Roſe may never die; * 
But as the riper ſhould by time decreaſe, 
His tender heir might bear his memory. 
But thou, contracted to thine own = eyes | 
Feed'ſt thy Light's flame with ſelf-ſubſiantial fuel, T 
Making a famine where abundance lies, * 
Thy ſelf thy foe, to thy fweet ſelf too cruel : A 
Thou that art now the World's freſh ornament, Fe 
And only herald to the gaud Spring, Te 
Within thine own bud burieſt thy content Sa 
And, tender churl, makes waſte in niggarding, Be 
Pity the world, or elſe this glutton be . Th 
To eat the world's due, by the grave and thee. A 
When forty winters ſhall beſiege thy brow Be 
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty's geld, N 
Thy youth's proud livery, ſo gaz d on now, I | 
Will be a tatter'd weed, of ſmall worth held: ; 
Then, being aſk'd where all thy beauty lies, Th 
Where all the treaſure of thy luſty days; | In 
To ſay, within thme own nken eyes, M. 
Were an all- eating ſhame, and thriftleſs praiſe Wi 
How much more praiſe deſerv'd thy beauty's uſe, Th 
If thou could'ſt anſwer, This fair child of mine WI 
Shall ſum my count, and make my cold excuſe, Th 
Proving his beauty by ſucceſſion thine, * Or 
This were to be new made when thou art old, Ter 
And ſee thy blood warm, when thou feel'| it cold. If t 
Look in thy glaſs, and tell the face thou vieweſt, Th 
Now is the time that face ſhould form another ; Le: 
Whoſe freſh repair if now thou not reneweſt, , E 
Thou do'ſt beguile the world, unbleſs ſome mother. 1 
For where is ſhe ſo fair, whoſe un- eard womb Lo 
Diſdains the — of thy huſbandry ? Lift 
Or who is he ſo fond, will be the tomb Dot 
Of tus telf love, to ſtop poſterity ?- Ser 
Thou art thy mother's glaſs, and ſhe in thee Ane 
Calls back the lovely April of her prime. Reſt 
So thou thro* windows of thy age ſhalt ſee, . Yer 
Deſpight of wrinkles, this thy golden time. Atte 
. But if thou live, remember*'d not to be, But 


Die ſingle, and thine image dies with thee. pa 30 
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Unthrifty Lovelineſs ! why doſt thou ſpend * 1 
Upon if thy Beauty's ac ? pus | i Bl | 
Nature's bequeſt gives nothing, but doth lend; 1400 | 
And being frank, ſhe lends to thole are free. 4 
Then, beauteous Niggard, why doit thou abuſe 16 | 
The bounteous Larges given thee to give? r 
Profitleſs uſurer, why doſt thou uſe 
So great a ſum of ſums, yet can'f not live ? 
For having traffic with thy:eif alone, | | 
Thou of thyſelf thy ſweet ſel doft deceive; . 
Then how, when Nature calls thee to be gone, 
What acceptable Audit canft thou leave ? | 

Thy unus'd beauty muſt be torb'd with thee, 

Which, uſed, lives th” executor to be; © + 


Thoſe hours, that with gentle work did frame 
The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell, 
Will play the tyrants to the very ſame, 

And that unfair which faicly doth excel. 

For never-reſting Time leads Summer on 

To hideous W inter, and confounds him there ; 
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Sap check d with froſt, and lafty leaves quite gone 1 
Beauty o' er- now d, and barenefs every where. l 10 
Then wy 5 Summer's * 25 W 
A liquid prifoner pent in walls of g Mi. 
Beauty's effect with Beauty were bereft, x 1 
Nor it, nor. no remembrance what it was. "8 
But flowers diſtill'd, tho“ they with winter meet, — 
Loſe but their ſhow, their ſubſtaſice till lives ſwes. i 
1 


— 


Then let not Winter's ragged hand deface b 
In thee thy Summer, &er thou be diſtill'd: , 
Make ſweet ſome phial ; treaſure thou ſome place 1 
With Beauty's treaſure, er it be ſdf-kilFd: | 

[ 
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That uſe is not forbidden uſury, 
Which happies thoſe that pay the willing loan; 
That's for thyſelf to breed another thee, 
Or ten times happier, be it ten for one: 
Ten times thyſelf were happier than thou art, My 
If ten of ghine ten times reteur'd thee; o + 4 
Then what could do, if thou ſhould'> depart, =. 
Leaving thee living poſterity ? | | 
5 Be not ſeIf-will'd, for thou art much too fair, 4 
To be Death's conqueſt, and make worms thine he. | | 
Lo! in the Orient when the gracious light v.14 Þ 
Lifts up his burning head, each under eye | 
Doth homage to his new appearing ſight, 1. 
Serving with looks his ſacred majeſty: ' 
And having climb'd the y 'p 
Reſembling itrong youth in his middle age, | 
Vet mortal locks adore his beauty ſtill, ; 
Attending vn his golden prilgrimage. \ 7 j . 
But when from high-moſt pitch, with weary cat | 
Like feeble age, he ceelech from the day, 
The eyes (re- qutebus) now converted are 
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-up heavenly hill, 
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From his low tract, and look another way. 
So thou, thyſelf out going in thy noon, 
Unlook'd on dy'ſt, unleſs thou get à ſon. 
Muſic to hear, why hear ſt thou muſic ſadly ? 
Sweets with ſweets war not, joy delights in joy: 
Why lov*ft thou that, which th eiv'ſt not gladly ? 
Or elſe receiv*ſt with pleaſure thine annoy? 
If the true concord of well-tuned ſounds, 
By unions married, do offend thy ear; | 
They do but ſweetly chide thee, whoconfounds 
In ſingleneſs the parts that thou ſhould'ſt bear. 
Mark how one ſtring, ſweet huſband to anot 
Strikes each in each, hy mutual ordering; 
Reſembling fire and child and happy mother, 
Who all in one, one pleafing note do ſing; 
Whoſe ſpeechleſs ſong being many, ſeeming one, 
Sings thisto thee, „ thou fingle wilt prove none“ 


Is it for fear to wet a widow's eye, « 
That thou con ſumꝰ ſt thyſelf in fin le life 
Ah ! if thou iſſueleſs ſhalt bap to die, 
The world will wail thee, like a makeleſs (mateleſs wife ;) 
The world will be thy widow and ſtill weep, | 
That thou no form of thee haſt left behind; 
When every private widow well may keep, 
By children's eyes, her huſband's ſhape and mind : 
Look, what an unthrift in the world doth ſpendj 
Shifts but his place, for ſtill the world enjoys it ; 
But Beauty's waſte hath in the world an end, « 
And kept unus'd, the ufer ſo deſtroys it. 

No love toward others in that boſom fits, 

That on himſelf ſuch-murd'rous ſhame commits. 


For ſhame ! deny that thou bear'fi love to any, 
Who for thyſelf art ſo unprovident; 
Grant if thou wilt, thou art belov'd of many, 
But that thou none lov'ſt, is moſt evident: 
For thou art ſo poſſeſt with murd'rous hate, 
That *gainft thyſelf thou ſtick' ſt not to conſpire ; 
Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate, 
Which to repair ſhould be thy chief deſiſe. 
O] change thy thought, that I may change my mind: 
Shall Hate be fairer lodg'd than gentle Love ? 
Be, as thy preſence is, 22 and kind, 
Or to thyſelf, at leaſt, Kind- hearted prove. 
Make thee another ſelf, for love of me, 
That beauty ſtill may live in thine, or thee. 


As faſt as thou ſhalt wane, fo faſt thon grow'ſt, 

In one of thine, from that which thou departeſt, 

And that freſh blond which youngly thou beſtow'ſt, 

Thou may'ſt call thine, when thou from youth converteſt: 
Here lives Wiſdom, Beauty, and Increaſe ; | 
Without this, Folly, Age, and cold Decay; 

If all were minded fo, the times ſhould ceaſc, 


Aud three ſcore years would make the world away: 
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Let thoſe, whom Nature hath not made for ſtore, 
Harſh, featureleſs, and rude, barrenly perith : 
Look whom ſhe beſt endow?d, the gave thee, more; wth 
Which bounteous gift thou ſhouldſt in bounty cherath-: 5 * 

She carv'd thee for her ſeal, and meant thereby | 

Thou ſhould print more not let that copy die. 


When I do count the clock that tells the time, & 
And ſee the brave day ſunk in hideous night ; . . 
When I behold the violet paſt prime, E 14 
And ſable curls, all filver'd&o'er with white; | F. 4 
When lofty trees I ſee barren of leaves, 0 
Which erſt from heat did canopy the herd, 
And Summer's green all girded up in theaves, 5 
Borne on the bier with white and briſtly beard : y 
Then of thy beauty do I | wc make, 4 
That thou among the waſtes of time muſt go; | 3 
Since ſweets and beauties do themſelves forſake, 1 
And die as faſt as they ſee others grow ; | | 

And nothing gainſt Time's ſcythe can make defence, 

Save breed, to brave him, when. he takes thee hence. ' Bf 
O, that you were vourſelf ! but, love, you are \. 
No longer yours, than you youtſelf here live; 11 
Againſt this coming end you ſhould prepare, 1 
And your ſweet ſemblance to ſome other give. a 7 7 
So ſhou'd that beauty, which you hold in leaſe, 4 
Find no determination: then you were 4 i 
Yourſelf again, after yourſelf” s,deceaſe,. i 
When your ſweet iſſue your ſweet form ſhou'd bear. q 
Who lets fo fair a houſe fall to MA, | 4" 8 1 
Which huſbandry in honour might uphold, 70 
Againſt the ſtormy guſts of Winter's day, b 14 
And barren rage of Death's eternal cold ? i | 

O ! none but unthrifts, dear my love, you know, 11 

You had a father; let your ſou ſay fo. 8 | 
Not from the ſtars do I my judgment pluck ; | 
And: yet methinks I have aſtronomy ; | | 
But nut to tell of good, or evil luck, | 
Of plagues, of d or ſeaſons” quality: % 70 
Nor can I fortuns irf minutes tell, 
Pointing to each hi#thunder, rain, and wind; iy 
Or ſay with Princes if it ſhall go well, a. | 
By oft predict, that I in heaven find 4 | 
But from thine eyes my knowledge 1 deri ve, | | | 
And (conſtant ſtars) in them [ read ſuch art, 
As Truth and Beauty ſhall together thrive, 

If from thyſelf to ſtore thou. wouldſt convert: 6, | 
Or elſe of thee this I prognoſticate | 
Thy end is Truth's and Beauty's doom and date. 

When I confider every thing that grows 


Holds in perfection but a little moment; [ 
That this huge fate preſenteth nought but ſhows, ' 
Whereon the ſtars in ſecret influence comment: | 


When I perceive that men as plants increale, = | 
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Cheared and check'd, even by the ſelf· ſame ſky, 
Vaunt in their youthful ſap, at height decreaſe, 
And wear their brave ſtate out of memory: 
Then the conceit of this inconſtant ſtay 
Sets you molt rich in youth before my fight, 
Where waſteful Time deb-teth with Pee , 
To change your day vf youth to ſullied night; 
And all in wor with time, for love of you, 
As he takes from you, I ingraft you new. 


But whereſ-re do not yoù a mightier way 
Make war upon this bloody tyrant, Time ? 
And fortify yourſelf in your decay 
With mens more blefſed than my barren thyme? 
Now ſtand you on the top of happy hours; 
And many maiden gardens, yet unſet, 
With virtuous wiſh would bear you ling flowers, 
Much liker than your painted counterfeit, 
So ſhou'd the lines of Life that life repair, 
Wh'ch this (Time's pencil, or my pupil pen) 
Neithcr in inward woith, nor outward fair, 
Can make you live yourſelf in eyes of men. 
To give aw. v yourſelf, keeps yourtelf till ; 
And you mutt live, drawn 5 your own ſweet fill. 
Who will believe my verſe in time to come, 
If it were fill'd with your moſt high deſerts ? 
Tho' yet Heaven knows, it is but as a tomb, 
Which hides your life, and ſhows not half your parts: 
Tf I could write the beauty of your eyes, 
And in freſh numbers number all your graces, 
The 2ge to come wou'd lay this poet hes, 
Such heavenly touches ne'er touch'd earthly faces. 
do ſhould my popets (yellow'd with their age) 
Be ſcorn'd, like old men of leſs truth than tongue 
And your true rights be term'd a poet's rage, 
And ſtretched metre of an antique ſong. F 
Put were ſome child of yours alive that time, 
You ſhould live twice,---in it, and in my rhime. 


© hall T cemprre thee to a ſumryer's day? 

Thou art more lovely and morgtemperate —_ 
Rough winds do dak the datlin buds of May, 
And ſummer's leaſe hath all toc mort a dates. 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven ſhines, 
And often is bis gold complexian dimm'd ; 
And every fair from fair ſometime declines, 
Py chance, or Nature's changing courſe, unttimm'd; 
put thy eternal ſummer ſhall net fade, 
Nor loſe poi ſſi- n of that fair thou oweſt; 
Nor ſhall Death brag thou wander'ſt in his ſhade, 
When in eternal lines th time thou groweſt: 

So long as men can breathe, or eyes can fee, 

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee, © © 


Devouring Tim*, Huntthau the lion's paws, 
And make the carth devour her own ſweet bro o 
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\ Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce 's | 
er pro jay; 


And burn the long-liv'd ern in h 
Make glad and ſorry ſeaſons as thou fleet'ſt, 


And do whate'er thou wilt, ſwift-footed Time, 


To the wide world, and all ber fading ſweets; 
But I forbid thee one moſt heinous crime: 
O, carve not with t hy hours my love's fair brow, 
Nor draw no lines there with thy antſque pen; 
Him in thy courſe untaiuted do allow, 
For beauty's pattern to ſucceeding men. 
Yet, do thy worſt, old Time; deſpight thy wrong, 
My love ſhall in my verſe ever live young. x 
A woman's face, with Nature's own hand painted, 
Haſt thou the maſter-miſtreſs of my paſhon ; 
A woman's gentle heart, but not acquainted _ 
With ſhifting change, as is falſe women's faſhion ; © 
An eye more bright than theirs, leſs falfe in rolling, 
Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth. » 
A man in hue all Hues in his controuling, 
Which ſteals men's eyes, and women's touls,amazeth : : 


And for a woman wert thou firſt created. 


* 


Till Nature, as ſhe wrought thee, fell a doting, 
"pt * of thee no” rh ; : 
adding one thing to m e notlingng. 
ut — ſhe prick'd the: Lt fop-womgh's re, , 
Mine be thy love, and thy love's uſe their treaſure, ., 


So is it not with me, as with that muſe 
Stirr'd by a painted beauty to his Verſe; # 
Who heaven itſelf for ornament dathule; 
And every fair with his faigdeth rehearſe ; 
Making a couplement of proud compare, 
With ſun and moon, with earth and ſea's rich-gems, , 
With#April's firſt-born flowers, and all things rare * 
Thattheaven's air in this buge rondure hems. | 
O let me, true in love, but truly write, 
Andthen believe me, my love 1s as fair 1 
As a mother's child, though not ſo bright . 
As thöfe gold candles fx d in heaven's air: 1 
Let them ſay mereThat like of hear- — 1 
I will not praiſe, that purpoſe not to ſell. 


My glaſs ſhall not perſuade me I am old, 

Sd long as youth and thou art of one date: 

But when in thee Time's furrows I behold, 

Then look I death my days ſhould expiate. 

For all that beauty that doth cover thee, , 

Is hut the ſeemly raiment of my heart, & 

Which in thy breaſt doth live, as thine in me; 

How can I then be elder than thou art? @ 

O therefore, love, be of thyſelf fo waty, 

As I not for myſelf but for thee wil; 

Bearing thy heart, which I will keep ſo charx 

As tender nurſe her babe from faring ill. © 
Preſume not on thy heart, when mine is ſlain: 
Thou gav'ſt me thine, not to give back again. 
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As an unpei fect ac r on the ſtage, 
Who w.th his tear is put befide his 
Or ſome fherce thing replete with too much rage, 
Whoſe ſtrength's abundance weakens his own heart; 
So I, for fear of truſt, forget to ſay 
The perfect ceremoſ of love's rite 3%) 
And in mine own Jove's ſlxgpgth ſeem to decay, 
O'er-charg'd w.th burthen mine own love's might. 
O, let my books be then the eloquence 70 
And dumb pc ſeges of 7 eaking breaſt; 
Who plead for love, an be for 1ccompence, 
More than that tongue that more hath more expreſs d. 

O, learn to read what filent love hath writ ; 

To hear with eyes belongs to love's fine wit; 


Mine eye bath play'd the painter, and hath ſteel'd 
Thy beeuty's to m in table of my hezr:; 
My body is the frame wherein tis held, 
And perſpective it is beſt painter's art. 
For through the p' inter muſt you ſee his ſkill, 
To find where your true image pictur'd lies; 
Which in my boſom's ſnop is hanging ſtill, 
That hath his wind -ws glazed with thine eyes. 
Now ſee what god turns eyes for-eyes have done; 
Mine eyes have drawn thy ſhape, and thine for me 
Are windows to my breaft, where-th:cugh the Tun 
Delights ro peep, to gaze therein on thee ; 
Yet eyes this cunning wage grace their art. 
They draw buwwlat they know not the heafs. 
Let thoſe who are in fav e their Kars, 
Of public bonout and praud titles boat, 
Whilſt I, whom f-rtune of ſuch triumph bars, 
Unlook'd tor oy in that I honour moſt. 70 
Great prince favourites their fair Icaves ſpread ! * 


And in themſelves their pride lies buricd, | 
For at a frog hey in their plory die, | — 
The pain ful Warrior famcuſed for tight, . 
After a thouſand victories once foil'd, 
Is from the book of honour razed quite, | | 
And all theireft forgot for which he told ws 
Then happy I, that love and am belov'd, = tt 
Where I may not remove, nor be remov's, 4 ö 
Lord of my love, to whom in vaſſalage 
Thy merit hath my duty ſtrongly knit, 
To thee I fend this written embaſſage, 
To witneſs duty, not to ſhow my wit: | 
Duty ſo great, which wit ſo poor as mine 
y make ſeem bard; in wanting words to ſhow ite 
But that I hope Tome good conceit of thine , _ 
In thy ſoul's thought, ali naked, will beftow it: 
Till whatſoever for that guides my moving = 
Points on me gratioufly with fair aſpect, * 
And puts apparel.on my tattered loving, 
To ſhow me wathby of thy ſweet reſpect: 


But as the marigold :t the ſun's eye; Dir 
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Then may1 dare to boaſt how I do love tl.ce ; 
Till then, not ſhow my head where thou may'ft prove me. 


Weary with toil, I haſte me to my bed, 
The dear repoſe for limbs with travel tir'd; 11 
But then begins a journey in my head, „ 
To work my mind, when body's work's expir'd: Fin {j 
Far then my thoughts (from far where I abide) 10 
"Iatend a zealous pilgrimage to thee, 
And keep my drooping eye-lids open wide, 
Looking on darkneſs which the blind do ſee: 
Save that my ſoul's imaginary fight 
© Preſents thy ſhadow to my ſightſeſs view, 
Which, like a-jewel hung in ghaſtly night, 


een 12 PE — 0 old face = *; 
o thus ay my limbs night my mi ns 1 
For thee, t for myſelf, no Calet find. r 1 
How can I then return in happy plight, ' Wi 


That am debarr'd the benefit of reſt 

When day's oppreſſion is not eas'd by night, 

But day by night, and night by day, oppreſs'd ? : 
Ard each, though enemies to either's reign, 
Do in conſent ſhake hands to torture me; 13 
The one by toil, the other to complain FF 
How far I t:il, ſtill farther off from thee. an 1 
I te}l the day, to pleaſe him, thou art bright, 


And doſt him grace when clouds do blot the heaven: 0 
So flatter I the ſwat complexion'd night; 4 
When ſparkling ſtars twire not, thou gild'ſt the even. #11 
But day doth daily draw my ſorrows longer, 4; 
And night doth nightly maKkegrief's length ſeem ſtronger. 


When in diſgrace with fortune and men's eyes, 
I all alone dev my out · caſt ſtate, 
And trouble deaf heaven with my bootleſs cries, 
And look upon myſelf, and curſe my fate, 
Wiſhing me like tage more rich in hope, 
Featur'd like him, him with friends poſſeſs d, Wn 
Deſiring this man's art, and that man's ſcope, (|| 
With what I moſt enjoy contented leaſt ; | | 
Yet in theſe thoughts myſelf almoſt deſpiſing, 
Haply I think on thee,---and then my ftate 
Like to the lark at break of day ariſing | 
rom ſulen earth) fings hymns at heaven's gate: 
For thy ſweet love remember'd, ſuch wealth brings, | 
That then I ſcorn to change my ſtate with kings. | 
When ta the ſeſhons of ſweet filent thought | 
I ſummon up remembrance of things paſt, | 
I ſigh the lack of many a thing I ſought, | 
And with old woes new wail my dear tirne's waſte: 
Then can I drown an eye, unu-'d to flow, 
For precious fiiends hid in death's dateleſs night, | fl 
And weep afreth love's long- ſince-cancel'd woe, f 
And moan the expence of many a vaniſh'd fight. 
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Then can I grieve at grievances fore=gone, | 
And heavily from woe to woe tell o'er 
The ſad account of fore-bemoaned moan, 
Which I new pay as if not pay'd before. 
But if the while I think on thee, dear friend, 
All loſſes are reſtor'd, and ſorrows end. | 


Thy boſom is endeared with all hearts, 
Which I by lacking have ſuppoſed dead; 
And there reigns love, and all love's loving parts, 
And all thoſe friends which I thought buried. 
How many a holy and obſequious tear 
Hath dear religious love ſtolen from mine eye, 
As intereſt of the dead, which now appear 
But things remov'd, that hidden in hes lie] 
Thou art the grave where buried love doth live, 
Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone, 
Who all their parts of me to thee did give; 
That due of many now is thine alone: 

Their images Pior [ view in thee, 

And thou (all they) haſt all the all of me. 


If thou ſurvive my well contented day, 
When that churl Death my bones with duſt ſhall cover; 
And thalt by fortune once more re-ſurvey 
Theſe povr rude lines of thy deceaſed lover, 
Compare them with the bettering of the time, 
And though they be out- ſtripp'd by every pen, 
Reſerve them for my love, not for their rhyme, 
Exceeded by the height of happier men. 
O, then vouchſafe me but this loving thought ! 
Had my friend's muſe grown with this growing age, 
A dearer birth than this his love had brought, 
To march in ranks of better equipage : 
But ſince he died, and poets better prove, 
Theirs for their tyle III read, his for his lo 


Full many a glorious morning have I ſeen 2 

Flatrer the mountain tops with ſovereign eye, 

Kiſſing with golden face the mEadows green, 

Gilding pale ftreams with heavenly alchymy; 

Anon permit the baſeſt clouds to ride . 

With ugly rack on his celeſtial face, 

And from the forlorn world his viſage hide, 

Stealing unſeen to weſt with this diſgrace: . 

Even fo my ſun one early morn did ſhine, 

With all triumphant ſplendour on my brow ; 

But out, alack ! he was but one hour mine, 

The region cloud hath maſk'd him from me now. 
Yet him for this my love no whit diſdaineth ; 


Suns of the world may ſtain, when heaven's ſun ſtaineth. 


Why didſt thou promiſe ſuch a beauteous day, 
And make me travel forth without my cloak, .. 
To let baſe clouds o'er-take me in my way, 2 
Hiding thy bravery in their rotten ſmoke? 
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"Tis not enough that through the cloud thou broak, 


To dry the rain on my ſtorm-beaten face, 

For no man well of ſuch a ſalve can ſpeak, 

That heals the wound, and cures not the diſgrace: 
Nor can thy ſhame give prone to my grief; 
Though thou repent, yet I have ſtill the loſs: 
The offender's ſorrow lends but weak relief 

To him that bears the ſtrong offence's croſs. 


Ah! but thoſe tears are pearl, which thy love ſheds, 


And they are rich, and ranſom all ill deeds. 


No more be griev'd at that which thou haſt done: 
Roſes have thorns, and filver fountains mud ; 
Clouds and eclipſes ſtain both moon and ſun, 
And loathſome canker lives in ſweeteſt bud. 
All men make faults, and even I in this, 
Authorizing thy tre'pa's with compare, 
Myſelf corrupting, ſalving thy amils, 
Excuſing thy fins more than thy fins are; 
For to thy ſenſual fault I bring in ſenſe, 
(Thy adverſe party is thy 2dvocate,) 

nd *'gaint myſelf a lawful plea commence; 
Such civil war is in my love and hate, 

That I an acceſſary need muſt be 

To that ſweet thief, which ſourly robs ſcom me. 


Let me confeſs that we two muſt be twain, 
Although our undivided loves are one: 
So ſhall thoſe bl ;ts that do with me remain, 
Without thy help, by me be borne alone, 
In our two [ves there is but one reſpect, 
Though in our lives a ſeporable ſpite, 
Which though it alter not love's ſole effect, 
Yet doth it ſteal ſweet hours from love's delight, 
] may not evermore acknowledge thee, 
Left my Y-wailed guilt ſhould do thee ſhame; 
Nor thou with public kindneſs honour we, 
Unleſs thor! toke that honour from thy name: 
But do n+ C5; 1 love thee in ſuch fort, 
As thou being mine, mine is thy good report. 
As a decrepi* father takes delgüt 
To ſez his active child do d--ds of youth, 
So I, maſe lame by fortune's deorett ſpite. 
Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth; 
For whether beaute, birth, or wealth, or wit, 
Or any of theſe all, or al!, or more 
Entitled in thy parts da crowned fits 
I make my love engraſted to this ſtore: 
So then I am nt lame, poor, nor deſpis d. 
Whilft that this ſhadow doth ſuch ſubſtance give, 
That I in thy abundance am ſuffic'd, 
And by a part of all thy glory live. 
Look what is beſt, that beſt I wiſh in thee ; 
This wiſh I have then ten times bapyy me 
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How can my muſe want ſubject to invent, 
While thou duſt breathe, that pour'ft into my verſe 
Thine own ſweet argument, too excelent 
For every vulgar paper to rehearſe? 
O, give thyſelf the thanks, if aught in me 
Worthy peruſal, ſtand againſt thy fight; 
For who's ſo dumb that cannot write to thee, 
When thou thyſelf doſt give invention light? 
Be thou the tenth muſe, ten times more in worth 
Than thoſe old nine, which rhy mers invocate ; 
And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth 
Eternal numbers to out-live long date. 
If my flight muſe do pleaſe theſe curious days, 
The pain be mine, but thine ſhall be the praiſe. 


O, how thy worth with manners may I ſing, 

When thou art all the better part of me? 

What can mine own praiſe to mine own ſelf bring ? 

And what is't but mine own, when I praiſe thee ? 

Even for this let us divided live, 

And our dear love loſe name of ſingle one; 

That by this ſeparation I may give 

That due to thee, which thou deſerv'ſt alone. 

O abſence, what a torment would'ft thou prove, 

Were it not thy ſour leiſure gave ſweet leave 

To entertain the time with thoughts of love, 

(Which time and thoughts ſo ſweetly doth deceive,) 
And that thou teacheſt how to make one twain, 
By praiſing him here,. who doth hence remain. 


Take all my loves, my love; yea, take them all; 

What haſt thou then more than thou hadſt before? 

No love, my love, that thou may*f true love call; 

All mine was thine, before thou had'ft this more. 

Then, if for my love thou my love recejv* ſt; 

I cannot blame thee, for my love thou uſeſt ; 

But yet be blam'd, if thou thyſelf deceiveſt 

By wilful taſte of what thyſelf refuſeſt. 

I do forgive thy robbery, gentle thief, 

Although thou ſteal thee all my poverty; 

And yet love knows, it is a greater grief 

To bear love's wrong, than hate's known injury. 
Laſcivious grace, in whom all ill well ſhows, 
Kill me with ſpites; vet we muſt not be foes. 


Thoſe pretty wrongs that liberty commits, 
When I am ſometime abſent from thy heart, 
Thy beauty and thy years full well befits, 

For ſtill temptation follows where thou art. 
Gentle thou art, and therefore to be won, 
Beauteous thou art, therefore to be aſſail'd; 
And when a woman wooes, what woman's ſon 
Will ſourly leave her till ſhe have prevail'd. 
Ah me! but yet thou might'ſt, my ſweet, forbear, 
And chide thy beauty and thy ſtray ing youth, 
Who lead thee in their riot even there 

Where thou art forc'd to break a two-fold truth. 
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Hers, by thy beauty tempting her to thee, 
Thine, thy beauty being falſe me. 

That thou haſt her, it is not all my grief, 

And yet it may be ſaid I lov'd her dearly ; 

That ſhe hath thee, is of my wailing chief, 

A loſs in love that touches me more nearly. 

Loving offenders, thus I will excuſe ye :--- 

Thou doſt love her, becauſe thou know'ſt I love her; 

And for my ſake even ſo doth ſhe abuſe me, 

Suffering my friend for my ſake to e her. 

If I loſe thee, my loſs is my love's gain, | 

And loſing her, my friend hath found that loſs ; 

Both find each other, and I loſe both twain, 

And both for my ſake lay on me this croſs : 
But here's the * my friend and I are one; 
Sweet flattery !---then the loves but me alone. 


When moſt I wink, then do mine eyes belt ſee, 
For all the day they view things unteſpected; 
But when I ſleep, in dreams they look on thee, 
And darkly bright, are bright in dark directed. 
Then thou, whoſe ſhadow ſhadows doth make bright, 
How would thy ſhadow's form form happy ſhow 
To clear the day with thy much clearer light, 
When to unſeeing eyes thy ſhade ſhines fo ? 
How would (I ſay) mine eyes be bleſſed made 
by looking on thee in the living day, 
hen in Kad night thy fair imperfect ſhade 
Through heavy fleep on fightleſs eyes doth ſtay ? 
All days are nights to ſee, till I fee thee 
And nights, bright days, when dreams do ſhow thee me. 


If the dull ſubſtance of my fleſh were thought, 
Injurious diſtance ſhould not ſtop my way; 
For then, deſpite of ſpace, I would be brought 
From limits far remote, where thou doſt ſtay. 
No matter then, although my foot did ſtand 
Upon the fartheſt earth remov'd from thee ; 
For nimble thought can jump both ſea and land, 
As ſoon as think the place where he would be. 
But ah thought kills me, that I am not thought, 
To leap large lengths of miles, when thou art gone, 
But that, ſo much of earth and water wrought, 
muſt attend time's leiſure with mv moan ; 
Receiving nought by elements ſo flow _ 
But heavy tears, badges of either's wee: 


The other two, ſlight air and ng fice, 
Are both with — ere ends 

The firſt my thought, the other my defire 

Theſe preſerit-abſent with ſwift motion flide. 

Eor when theſe quicker elements are gone 

I tender emba y of love to thee, 

J y life, being made of four, with two alone 
inks down to death, oppreſs'd with melancholy; 
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Unitil life's compoſttion be recar” 8 * 
— thoſe ſwift meſſengers return d in ee, 1 wh 

ho even but now come back again aſſur Sh 
Of thy fair health, recounting it to me: 


] | i | As 
This told, I joy; but then wo longer glad, 1 8 
I ſend them bark again, and ſtraight grow ſad. _ "oO N. 
Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war by +} | To 
How to divide the conqueſt of t g' i | 'T 
Mine eye my heart thy 2 1 would bar, Si 
My heart mine eye the freedom of that Fu 7 | Hou 
My heart doth plead, that thou in him doſt lie, | Whe 
A cloſet never pierc'd with eryſtal eyes,) Dot! 
t the defendant doth that ple den, Thu 
- And ſays in him thy fair appearance lie- | | The 
To 'cide this title is 1 4 Plod 
A queſt of thoughts, a „ ty ths heart; 1 
Ang by their verdict is determined. * | His 
The clear cye's moiety, and the dear heart's part: The 
As thus ; mine eye's due 15 thy outward part, . That 
And my heart's right thine in ward love of heart. as Whit 
Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took, | More 
And each doth good turns now-unto the others © Fo 
When that mine eye is famiſh' d for a loox, M. 
Or heart in love with ſighs himſelf doth mother, Thus 
With my love's picture then my eye doth feaft, | Of m 
And to the painted banquet bids my heart: From 
Another time mine eye is my heart's gueſt, | Till I 
And in his thoughts of love doth ſhare a part: O, w 
So, either by thy picture or my love, ö _ When 
Thyſelf away art pretent ſtill with me; Then 
For thou not farther than my thoughts canſt move, In wi 
And I am ſtill with them, and they with-thee; - Then 
Or, if they ſleep, they picture in my * | 
Awakes my heart to heart's and eye's delight. 
How careful was I, when I took my way, 
Each trifle under teueſt bars to thruſt ; ö 
That, to my uſe, it might unuſed ſtayx Tow 
From hands of falſhood, in ſure wards of truſt - So am 
But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are, Can bri 
Moſt worthy comfort, now my e 4} The wi 
Thou, beſt of deareſt, and mine only | For blu 
Art left the prey of 2 vulgar thief. a Theref, 
Thee have I nat lock'd up in any cheſt, | Since ſ. 
Save where thou art not, though I feel thou art, Like te 
Within the gentle cloſure, of my 1 | cart 
From whence with pleaſure thou may'ft come and part; So is 
And even thence thou wilt be ftolen, I fear, Or as th 
For truth proves thieviſh for a prize ſo dear. To mak 
Againſt that time, if ever that time come, By new 
When I ſhall ſee thee frown on my defects, Bleſſe 


Whenas thy love hath caſt his utmoſt ſum, 
Call'd to that audit by advis'd reſpects; 


* 


Againſt that time, when thou ſhalt ſtrangely paſs, | hat mi 
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And ffeey greet me with that ſun, that 
When love, converted from the thing it 
Shall reaſons find of ſettled gravity ;' 
Againſt that time do I enſconce me here, 
Within the knowledge of mine own deſert, 
And this my hand againſt myſelf uprear, 
To guard the lawful reaſons on thy part: 
| To leave me thou, haſt the ſtrength of laws, 
Since, why to love, I can allege no cauſe. 

How heav do I journey on the 8 " 

When what I EE 12 

Doth teach that caſe and that ſe to ſay, | 

Thus far the miles are meaſur'd from thy friend 

The beaſt that bears me, tired with my woe, 

Plods dully on, to bear that weight in me, | $ 

As if by {ome inſtinct the wretch did know '* 1 

His rider lov'd not ſpeed, being made from thee, 

The bloody ſpur cannot provoke him on 

That ſometimes anger thruſts into his hide; 

Which heavily he anſwers with a groan, 

More ſharp to me than ſpurring to his fide ; 
For that ſame groan doth = this in my mind,--- - 
My grief lies onward, and my joy behind“ 

Thus can my love excufe the flow offence 

Of my dull bearer, when from thee I ſpeed: 

From where thou art why ſhould I hafte me thence? 

Till I return, of poſting is no need. 

O, what excuſe will my pocr beaſt then find, 

When ſwift extremity can ſeem but flow ? 

Then ſhould I ſpur, though,mounted on the wind ; 

In winged ſpeed no motion ſhall I know : * 

Then can no horſe with my defire keep pace; by 

Therefore defire, of perfect love being made, 11 

Shall neigh (no dull fleſh) in his fiery race; 0 

But love, for love, thus ſhall excuſe my jade: 
Since from thee going he went wilful-ſlow, 
Towards thee II run, and give him leave to go. 

So am I as the rich, whoſe bleſſed —4 f 

Can bring him to his ſweet up-locked treaſure, 

The which he will not every hour ſurvey, 

For blunting the fine point of ſeldom pleaſure. 

Therefore are feaſts ſo ſolemn and ſo rare, 

Since ſeldom coming, in the long year ſet, 

Like ſtones of worth they thinly Placed are, 

Or _— jewels in the carcanet. 

So is the time that — w as my cheſt, : 

Or as the wardrobe, which the robe doth hide, 

To make ſome ſpecial inſtant ſpecial-bleſt, 

By new unfolding his impriſon'd pride. 

Bleſſed are you, whoſe worthineſs gives ſcope, 

Being had, to triumph, being lack'd, to hope. 
What is youu ſubſtance, whereof are you made, 
That millions of ſtrange ſhadows on you tend ? 


Since every one hath, every one, one ſhade, 
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And you, but one; &ty ſhadow 
Deſcribe Adonis, and the F bunterfeit 
Is poorly imitated after you; 
On Helen's check all art of beauty ſet, 
And you ig,Grecian tires are painted new: 
Speak of ſpring, and foizon of the year; 
X* 55 doth adov N 
e other as your bounty doth appear z 
And you in — bleſſed ſhape n * 
In all external grace you have ſome part, 


: : 
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But you like none, none you, for canftant heart. 


O, how. much more doth beauty beauteous ſcem, 
By that ſweet ornament which truth doth give 
roſe looks fair, but fairer we it deem 


The canker-bloom? have full as deep a dye, 

As the perfumęd tincture of the roſes ; '4 

Hang on ſuch thorns, and play as wantonly 

When ſummer's breath thgir maſked buds. diſcloſes; 

But, for their virtue only is their ſhow, 

They live unwoo'd, and unteſpected fade; 

Die to themſelves, Meet roſes do not ſo ; 

Of their ſweet dea x ſweeteſt odours made: 
And ſo of yo cous and layely youth, 

Me, my verſc diſtils your truth. 

Not marble, nor the gilded-monuments * 

Of princesfWhall out- live this powerful rhyme ; - 

But you ſhall ſhine mere bright in theſe contents 

Than unſwept ſtone, beſmear'd with ſluttiſh time. 

When waſteful war ſhall ſtatues overtugn, 

And broils root out the works of maſonry, 

Nor Mars his ſword nor war's quick fire ſhall burn 

The living record of your memory. 

* Gainſt death and all-obliviqus.cam 


i 6 
Shall you pace forth; your praiſe ſhall fill find room 


Even in the eyes of all poſterity, 

That wear this world out- to the ending doom. 
So, till the judgment that yourſelf ariſe, 
You liye in this, and dwell in lover's eyes. 


Sweet love, renew thy force; be it not ſaid, 
Thy edge ſhould blunter be than a tite,; 
Which but to-day by feeding is allay'd, 
To-morrow ſharpen'd in his former might: 
So, love, be thou; — 4 to-day thou $11 
Thy hungry eyes, even till they Wink with fulneſs, 
To-morrow ſee again, and do not kill. 
The ſpirit of love With a perpetual dulneſs. 
Let this ſad interim like = ocean be, 
Which parts the ſhore, where two eoutracted- ne w 
Come pally to the banks, that, When they ſee 
Return of love, more bleſt may be the view : 

Or call it winter, which being full of care, 


Make tummer's welcome thrice. more wiſh'd, more gare. 


w cf your beauty thow, 175 ; 


that ſweet odour which doth in it live. a wt, 
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t Veur ſabe, what ſhould I do bat tene \ "BE 
| n the hours and times of your defire - 42 z4 1 
"Thaye no precious time at all to ſpend, « ; l 


Nor ſexxices to do, till you requifſe. 
hk Nor hide thewoild-without-end/hour,” | © 
WhiltiZmy ſovereign, watch the clock for you, 
cthinEthebirterneſs of abſence four, _ . 
When you „on ſec vant once adieu; 


Nor dae 1 0 on with my jealous thought, 

BG ou Nagy ER fuppole | ** 
ae, a and think of noughty$-. 
Safe vou are, how happy you make | 

er is loſe, Hat in your wi 7 . J. 
© (Thou do a thing) he thinks no ill. | WH 
That God forbid, that made me firft your laue, 94 
I thould in thought controulyyour times of pleaſure, 
Or at your hand the account of hours to crave, y; 
Being your vaſſal, bound-to tay your leifure ; 
O, let me ſuffer (being at your beck) TK 
The impriſon'd abience of 5 6 4 


And pat:ence, tame to ſuffet he, bite each check, g F 
Without accuſing you-of injury.” a . | © 
Be where you liſt ; your charter Gllen. 6 | 1. 
That you yourſelf may privilege hi Ame: OP ill 
Do what you will, to you it dath belong - + 45” at 
Yourſelf to pardon of jd | 


| elf-doing crime. SIP" OY | 
I am to wait, though waiting fo be hell; | 
Not blame your pleaſure, be it ill or well. 4 
If there be nothing new; but that, which is, 4 
Hath been before, how are our brains beguil'd, # 
Which, labouring for invention, bear amiſs 7 
The ſecond burthen of a former child? * | 
O, that record could with a backwaid look, | 10 
Even of five hundted courſes of the ſun, 101 
Show me yuur image in ſome antique book, "KI 
Since mind at firit in character was done 
That I miglit ſee what the old world could ſay, i 
To this comp»ſel wonder of your frame; 182 | 
Whether we are mended, or whe'r better they, 
Or whether revolution be the ſame. ; 
O] ſure I am, the wits of former days | 13 0 
To ſubjects worſe have given admixing praiſe. 


Like as the waves make toward the pebbled ſhore, 6} | 


So do our minutes haſten to their end; 
Each changing place with that which goes before, 
In ſequent toil all forwards do ante 


Nativity once in the main of light, 4 at j 
C-awls to maturity, wherewith being crown'd, 11 
Crooked eclipſes gainſt his glory fight, 1 
And time that gave, doth now this gift confound. if | 
Time duth transfix the flouriſh ſet on youth, | fl | 
A nd delves the parallcls in beauty's bro; * if 
Feeds on the rarities of nature's truth, I» "(lj 
And nothing ſtands but for his ſcythe to mow?” uf 
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And yet, to times in hope, my verſe ſhall land 

Fraiflng thy worth, deſpight vis cruel hand. 
Is it thy will, thy image ſhould keep open © 
My haivy eyelids to the weary ni be CTY 
Doſt thou defire my ſlumbers ſhould be broken, 
While ſhadows, like to thee, do mock my fight ? 
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Is it thy ſpirit that thou ſend'ſ from thee . 255 WP 


So far from home, into my deeds to pry ; 
To find out ſhames and idle hours in n. 


0 hy ede much, is not ſo great; 
t is my love eeps mine eye awake; . 
Mine own true love thas doth x reſt cat, 6 ba p 


To play the watchman ever for thy ſake 
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The ſcope and tengur of thy jealouſy ? Fl * Ah 
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For thee watch I, whilſt thou doſt wake elſewhere, 


From me far off, with others all-too=near. 


Sin of ſelf-love poſſeſſeth all mine eye, . 
And all my ſoul, and all my every part; 
And for this ſing is no remedy, 
It is ſo ground ard in my x 
Methinks no face fo gracious is ine, 
No ſhape ſo true, no truth, account; 
And for myſelf mine CW do define, 
As I all other in all worths furmount. | 
But when my glaſs ſhews me myſelf indeed, 
Beated and . d with tann' d antiquity, 
Mine own ſelf-love quite contrary L ok 
Self to ſelf- loving were iniquity. 
Tis thee (myſelf) that for myſelf I * 
Painting my age with beauty of thy days. 
Againſt my love ſhall be, as I am now, 
ith Time's injurious hand cruſh'd and o'er-worn ; 


When hours have dram'd his blood, and =P his brow 


With lines and wriakles ; when his 2 ul morn 
Hath travell'd on to age's ſteepy night; _ 
And all thoſe beauties, whereof now he's King, 
re vaniſhing or vaniſh'd out of fight 
=. ape the treaſure of his ſpring ; 
"Tuch a time do I now fort! 
Againſt confounding age's cruel knife, 
That he ſhall never cut from mem 
My ſweet love's beauty, though my lover's life : 
His beauty ſhall in theſe black lines be ſcen, 
And they ſhall live, and he in them ftill green. 


When I have ſeen by Time's fell hand defac'd 
he rich proud coſt of out-worn bury'd age; 
When ſometime lofty towers I ſee down raz'd, 

And braſs cternal ſlave to mortal 1A 
Advantage on the kingdom of the 

And the firm ſoil win of the watery main, 
Increafing ſtore with loſs, and loſs with ſtore; 
When I have ſeen ſuch interchange of ſtate, 
Or ſtate itſelf confounded to decay; 


. 


Ruit lu th taught us to ruminate - 
That Time will 0 and take my love away. 
This thougl. t is . th, which cannot chooſe 


But weep to have that which it fears to loſe, 


Since braſs, nor lone, nor earth, nor boundleſs ſea, 
But ſad mortality o'er-ſways their power, | 
How with this rage ſhall beauty hold a plea, . 
Whoſe action is no ſtronger than a flower? xk 
O, how ſhall ſummer's honey breath hold out 


| Againſt the wreckful ſiege of battering days, 


en rocks impregnable are not ſo ſtout, * © 
Nor gates of ſteel fo ſtrong, but by decays ? 
O fearful meditation ! where, alack, ,, 
Shall Time's beſt jewel from Time's cheſt lie hig? 
Or what ſtrong hand can held his ſwift foot back | 


Or who his ſpoil of mean forbid? _. 
O none, unleſs this have might, | 
That in black ink my loy&may ilk ige bright. 


Tir'd with all theſe, for reſtful death I cry,--- © 
As, t6 behold defert a beggar born 24 y 
And negdy nothing trimm'd in jollity, 
And pureſt faith unhappily forſworn,” © 
And gilded honour ſhamefully miſplac'd, + 
And maiden virtue rudely ftrumpeted, _ 
And right perfection wrongfully © x10 ". 
And ſtrength by limping ſway difabled, - 
And art made tongue-ty d by ——_ * 
And folly (doQorl-ike) conttoling (kill, ©, 
And ſimple truth miſcalFd ſimplicity, _. _ 
R tive good attending captain Ill: 
i 

Save that, to die, I leave my love alone. 
Ah! wherefore with infe&ion ſhould he live, 
And with his preſence grace ing 
That fin by him-advamage ſhould 
And lace itſelf with his ſociety ? * 
Why ſhould falſe painting imitate his cheek, 
And fteal dead ſeeing of his living hue? 
Why ſhould poor beauty indirectly ſeek * 
Roſes of tbo, ſince his roſe is true?” 
Why ſhould he live, now nature bankrupt is, 
Beggar'd of blood to bluſh th lively veins? 
For ſhe hath no exchequer now but his, 
88 of many, lives upon his gains. 
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ſhe ſtores, to ſhew what wealth ſhe had, 


In days long fince, befvre theſe laſt ſo bad. 


Thus is his cheek the map of daysout-worn, 
When beauty liv'd and died, as flowers do now, 
Before theſe baſtard figns of fair were borne, - 
Or durſt inhabit on a living brow ; * 
Before the golden treſſes of the dead, 
The right of ſepulchres, were fhorn away 
To live a ſecond life on ſecond _ ; 
2 - 


ith all theſe;' from theſe would I be gone, 


| 
1 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Ere beauty's dead fleece made another gay: 
In him thoſe holy antique hours are ſeen, "3 
Without all ornament, itfelf, and true, 
Making no ſummer of another's green, | 
Robbing no old to drefs his beauty new; 
And him as for a map doth nature ſtore, 
To ſhow falſe art hat beauty was of yore. 
Thoſe parts of thee that the world's eye doth view, 
Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mend; 
All tongues (ihe voice. of ſouls) give thee that due, 
Uttering bare truth, even ſo as foes commend. 


Thine outward thus with;outward praiſe is crown'd; | 


But thoſe ſame tongues that give thee ſo thinc own, 
In other accents dothis yu e confound, 
By ſecing farther than the eye hath ſhow, I 
The look into the beauty of thy mini ; 
And that, in gueſs, they needs; 
Then (churls) their thoughts, altho 
To thy fair flower add the rank ſmell of weeds : 
But why thy odour matcheth not thy ſhow, 
The ſolve is this,---that thou doſt common grow. 


That thou art blam'd ſhall not be thy defect, 
For ſlander's mark was ever yet the fair; 
The ornament of beauty is ſuſpe&, 
A crow that flies in heaven's ſweeteſt air. 
So thou be good, flander doth but approve 
Thy worth the greater, being woo'd of time 
For canker vice the ſweeteſt buds doth love, 
And thou preſcnt'ſ a pure unſtained prime. 
Thou haſt paſs'd by the ambuſh of young days, 
Either not afſail'd, or viſor being charg'd ; 
Yet this thy praiſe canndt be ſo thy praiſe, * 
Fo tie up envy, evermore enlarg'd : 

If ſome ſuſpꝰ ct of ill maſk'd not thy ſhow, 
- Then thou alone kingdoms of hearts ſhould'ft owe. 


No longer mourn for me when am 

Than you ſhall hear the ſurly ſullen bell 

Give warning to the world that I am fled 

From this vile world, with vileſt worms to dwel! ; 

Nay, if you read this line, remember not 

The hand that writ it; for I love you ſo, 

That I in your ſweet thoughts woll be forgot, 

If thinking on me then ſhould make you woe. 

O if (I ſay) you look upon this hater] 

When I perhaps compounded am with clay, 

Do not ſo much as my poor name rehearſe ; 

But let your love even with my life decay : 
Leſt the wiſe world ſhould look into your moan, 
And mock you with me after I am gone. 

O, left the world ſhould taſk you to recite 

W hat merit liv'd in me, that you ſhould bhove 

After my death,---dear love, fo et me quite, 

For you in me can nothing worthy prove; 
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Unleſs you would deviſe ſome virtuous lie, 
To do more for me t ine own deſert, 


And hang more praiſe upowt deceaſed I, 
Than niggar@truth would willingly impart ; 
O, left you true love may ſeem falſo in this, 
That you for love ſpeak well of me unttue, 
My name be buried where my body iss, 
And live no more to ſhame nor me nor you. 
For I am ſham'd by that which 1 bring forth, 
And ſo ſhould you, td love things nothing worth. 
That time of year thou may'f in me behold, 
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang 
Upon thoſe boughs which ſhake againſt the cold, 
Bare ruin'd choirs, where late the Tweet birds fang. 
In me thou ſeeſt the twi of ſuch | 
As after ſun- ſet fadeth in the weit; IP 
Which by and by black night doth take away, 
Death's fecond ſelf, that Teals up all in reſt. 
In me thou ſeeſt the glowing of ſuch fire, 
That on the aſhes of his youth doth lie; 
As the death-bed whereon it muſt expi 
Conſum'd with that which it was nouriſhed by, 
This thou perceiv*ſt, which makes thy love more ſtrong, 
To love that well which thou muſt leave ers Jong: 
But be contagted ben that fell arreſt © 
Without all bailſhalt cry me away 
My life hath inthis line ſome intcreft, | 
Which for in with thee ſhall ſtay. 
When thoureviewelt this, thou doſt review , 
The very part Was confecrate to the. "0 
The earth can have but earth, which is his due; 
My ſpirit is thine, the better part of me : 
So then thou haſt but loſt the dregs of life, 
The prey of worms, niy body being dead; 2 
The coward conqueſt of a wretch's knife, * 
Too baſe of thee to be remembered. 
The worth of that, is that which it contains, 
And that is this, and this with thee remains, 


So are * to my thoughts, as food to life, 
Or as ſweet ſcaſon'd ſhowers are to the $ 
And for the peace of you I hold ſuch ſtrife 
As twixt a miſer and his wealth is found; 
Now proud as an enjoyer, and anon 
Doubting the filching age will ſteal his treaſure ; 
Now counting beſt to be with you alone, 
Then better'd that the world may ſee my pleaſure : 
Sometime, all full with feaſting on your ſight, 
And by and by clean ſtarved for alook ; 
Poſſeſſing or purſuing no delight, et 
Save what is had or muſt from you be took. 

Thus do I pine and furfeit day by day, 

Or gluttoning on all, or all away. 


ny is my verſe ſo barren of new pride? 
So far from variation or quick change ? 
4 
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Why, with the time, do I not glance aſide N N 0 
To new- found methods and to compounds ſſrange? | K 
Why Write I fill all one; Wer dg Ens, 


And keep invent ion in a noted weed, iy. : + T. 
That every word doth aàlmoſt tell my name; i. B. 
Showing their birth, ani y here they did proceed? ＋T. 
O know, ſweet love, always write of you | M 
And you and love are fill My argument: 0 
So all my beſt is dreſſing gd words new | Y 
Spending again what 18 a ſpent⸗ © IF! IF W 
For as the ſun is dai ne old, 2 "$4 9 O1 
So is my love ſtill telling whats d. H 
Thy glaſs will ſhew thee ho kh beauties wear; | 
Thy dial how thy precious minuregwaſte ; 1 I 
The vacant leaves thy mind's imprint will bear, * Or 
And of this book this learning may ſt thou taſte. . - 0 
The wrinkles which oy glaſs will truly ſhow, 2 Fr 
Of mouthed graves will gtyethee memory; 47 Al 
Thou by thy dial's hacy th may ſt know | . Ye 
Time's thieviſh progreſs to eternity. | Tt 
Look, what thy — — contain, Tt 
Commit to theſe waſte blanks, and thou ſhalt find w 
Thoſe children.nurs'd; deliver d from thy brain, Ye 
To take a'new acquaintance of th * * | ww 
Theſe offices, ſo-oft as thou wilt look, - | At 
Shall profit thee, and much enrich thy book. W. 
So oft have I invok'd thee for my muſe/, 
And found ſuch fair aſſiſtance in my -verſe, - 3 
As every alien pen hath got my uſe, * I g 
And under thee their 5 diſperſe. f Ar 
Thine eyes, that taught the dumb on high to ſing, Th 
And heavy ignorance aloft to fly, | Of 
Have added feathers to the learned's wing,. Th 
And given grace a double majeſty. | Fir 
Yet be moſt proud of that which I compile, - Ar 
Whoſe influence is thine, and born of thee : 5 So1 
- 4 * _ doſt but mend 4 ſtile, | — 
nd arts with t weet graces graced be; « 
But thou-art all my 4, va doſt advance Th 
As high as learning my rude ignorance... RO Ini 
Whilit I alone did call upon thy aid, : 
My verſe alone had all thy gentle grace; 
But now my gracious numbers are decay d. In 
And my ſick muſe doth give another place. An 
I gcant, ſweet love, af lovely argument T fe 
Deſerves the travail of a worthier pen; Th 
Yet what of thee thy poet doth invent, An 
He robs thee of, and pays it thee again. Th. 
He lends thee virtue, and he ſtole that word _ Ho 
From thy behaviour ; beauty doth he give, 155 
And found it in thy cheek; he can afford | * Th 
No praiſe to thee but what in thee doth live. W 
hen thank him not for that which he doth ſay, . For 


Since what. he owes thee thou thyſelf doſt pay, | WI 


O, how I faint when J of you do . 

Knowing a better ſpirit doth uſe your * 

And in the praiſe thereof ſpends A his might, -_ 

To make me tongue-ty'd, ſpeakingiof your fame 

But fince your worth (wide, bean is,) 

The humble as the proudeſt ſail Mar, 

My ſauq bark, inferior far to his B | 

On your broad main doth, wilfully appear ** 

Your ſhalloweſt help will hold me up wi.» 

Whilſt he upon your ſoundleſs deep doth ride; 

Or, being wreck'd, I am a worthleſs boat, 

He of tall building, and of goodly pride: | 
Then if he thrive, and I be cat away, © 
The worſt is this ;---my love was my decay. 


Or I ſhall live your epitaph to make, 
Or you ſurvive when I in earth am rotten ; 
From hence your memory death cannot take, 
Although in me each part will be forgotten. 
. Your name from hence immortal life ſhall have, 
Though I, once gone, to all the world muſt die: 
The earth can yield me but a common grave, 
When you entombed in men's eyes ſhall lie. 
Your monument ſhall be my gentle verſe, 
Which eyes not yet created ſhall o'er-read; * 
And tongues to be, your being ſhall rehearſe, 
When all the breathers of this world ate dead; 
You ſtill ſhall li (ſuch virtue hath my pen,) 
Where breath mot breathes,---even in the mouths of men. 
I grant thou wert not married to my muſe; x 
And therefore may'| without attaint o*er-look 
The dedicated words which writers uſe * 
Of their fair ſubject, blefling every book. 
Thou art as fair in knowledge as in hue 
Finding thy worth a limit paſt my praiſe ; 
And therefore art cnfore'd to ſeek anew 
Some freſher ſtamp of the time-»bettering days. > 
And do ſo, love; yet when they have devis'd' 
What, ſtrained touches rhetorick can lend, 
Thou truly fair wert truly ſpmpathiz'd 
In true plain words, by thy true-telling friend ; * 
And their groſs painting might be better as'd: 
Where cheeks need blood; in thee it is abus'd. 
I never ſaw that you did painting need, 
And therefore to you fair no painting ſet ; 
I found, or thought I found, you did exceed 
The barren tender of a poct's debt: | 
And therefore have I ſlept in your 7 
That oy yourſelf, being extant, well might ſhow 
How far a modern quill doth come too ſhort, 
Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth grow. _ _ 
Ibis filence for my fin you did i * "x06 
Which ſhall be moſt my glory, N 


Js 
T 


; dumb; 
For I impair not beauty, being Milte 
When others would give life, aug bring a tomb. 


of your fair eyes 
Life deviſe. 
can fay more, 
lone are you? 


Than this rich praiſe---that 
In whoſe confine immured i Nerc, 
Which ſhould example A r equal gre 
Leangenury within, en Goth dwell, 
That to his ſubjeAlendsmot tome ſmall glory; 
But he that writes . he can tell! : 
That you are youyh@81ignifies Nis ſtory, FS, 
Let him but copy Mat in you is writ, * Ws" 
Not making wor hat nature e ſo clear, 
And ſuch a counter-part-ſhall fame his wit, 
Making his ftile admired every Where. 
You to your beauteous ble ſſings add a curſe, 
Being fond on praiſe, Which makes your praiſes worſe, 


My tougue- ty d muſe in manners holds her ftill, 
While comments of your praiſe, richly compil'd, 
Reſerve their chatacter with golden quill, 
And precious phraſe by all the muſes fill d. 
1 think good thoughts, whilſt others write good words, 
And, like unletter'd clerk, ſtill c AMEN, - 
To every hymn that able ſpirit affords, 
In poliſh'd form of well-refined pen. a 
Hearing you prais'd,.T ſay, 118 $0, 'TI ox, 
And to the moſt of praiſe add ſomething 
But that is in my thought, whoſe love to y 
Though words come hindmoſt, holds his rat 
Then others for the breath of words reſpect | 
| Me for my dumb thoughts; ſpeaking in effect. 


Was it the fall fail of his great verſe, - 

Bound for the prize of all-too-precious you, 

That did my ripe thoughts in my brain inherſe, 
Making their tomb the womb wherein they grew? 
Was this ſpirit, by ſpixits taught to write | 

Above a mortal pitch, that ſtruck me dead 
' No, neither he, nor his compeers by nig 


W. 


E, 


Giving him aid, my verſe aſtoniſhed. . 


He, nor that affable familiar ghoſt, . | fa * 

Which nightly gulls him wit n : K 

As victors, of my ſilence cannot ; F 

I was not fick of any fear from thence : <4. 
But when your,countenance fill'd up his line, 

Then lack'd I matter; that enfeebled mine. 


Farewell ! thou art too dear for my poſſeſſing, 

And like enough thou knowꝰ'ſt thy eſtimate : 
The charter of thy worth Ares thee releaſing; 

- My bonds in thee are all determinate. 

For how do I hold thee but by © ow pu 
And for 3», <barh ey erving? 
The cauſe oF this fair pit in is wanting, &” 
ing. 
* 


n. 
And ſo my patent bac * 


| * 
ML 


- 


- 
* * 
CY 
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*Thy{AFthou gav', thy own worth then not knowing, 
Or meg hom thou gav'ſt it, elſe miſtaking; ©: 
So thy gift, upon miſpriſion grow ing 
Comes home again, on better judgment ing. 4 


ve I had thee, as a dream doth flatterr, 281 


Thus 

In ſleep a king, but waking, no ſuch matter.. 1 0 
When thou ſhalt be diſposd to ſet me light.. 
And place my merit in the 77 of Scorn /n; - 
Upon thy fide againſt myſelf PI fight, ” 
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And prove thee virtuous though than art forfNwũÜ— ]—d .. 


With mine own weakneſs being beſt acquain te, 

Upon thy part I can ſet down a ftory - xy, | 

Of faults conceal'd, wherein Lam attainted; 4 16» 
That thou, in loſing me, ſhalt win much glory; 10% i das: in 
And I'b this will be a zalner too; 7 ore 1 {plc th 1 7 
For bending all my loving thoughts on thee, 1 +1 22 
The injuries that to myſelf I do, 7 Ag 


Doing thee vantage, double-vantage me. 
Such is my love, to thee I ſo belong, 7 
That for cb myſelf will bear allavrong. 
Say that thou didſt forſake me for ſome fault 
And I will comment upon that oſſence: 
Speak of my lameneſs, and: Iftraight will halt 


Againſt thy reaſons: ing no defence. rn: 
Thou canſt not, I Aicgrace me half ſo ill, 
d change, 


To e bo deſire * * 
As elf diſgrace: ing thy will. 
1 * nne drang e les ſt range: 
Beabſent from thy walks; and in my tongue 
Th — name no more ſhall} dwell; 7 
 Anihaply of our old acquaintance tell. 

-For thee, againſt myſelf I'll vow debate, 

For I muſt ne'er love him horn thou doſt hate, 


Then hate me when thou wilt; if ever, now; 
Now while the world is bent my deeds to croſs, 
Join with the ſpite of fortune, make me bow, 
And do not drop in for an after-loſs : 1 
Ah! do not, when my heart hath ſcap'd this ſorrow, 
Come in the rearward of a conquet d woe; 
Give not a windy night a rainy morrow, 
To linger out a purpos'd overthrow. 
If thcu wilt leave me, do not leave me laſt, 
When other petty griefs bave done their ſpite, 
Rut in the onſet come; ſo ſhall I taſte 
At tirſt the very worſt of fortune's might; 
And other ſtrains of woe, which naw ſeem woe, 
Compar'd with loſs of thee, will not ſęem fo. 


Some glory in their birth, ſome in their ill, 

Some in their wealtk, ſome in their body's force ; 
Some in their garments, though new-fangled ill, 
Some in their — hounds, ſome in their horſe ; 


oo much profane) ſhould do it wrong, 


And every humour hath his adjunct pleaſure, 
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W herein it fiuds joy above che reſt; 
But theſe particulars ate not my meaſure, 
All theſe I better in one be. , -: 
Thy love is better than h 
Richer than wealth, — 
Of more delight than haw | 
And having thee, of all men's pride I boaſt, | 
Wretched in this alone, that thou may ſt take 
All this away, and me moſt wretched make. 


But do thy worſt to ſteal th 
For term of life thou art 
And life no longer than thy love will ſta , 
For it depends upon that love of thine. Wa 
Then need I not to fear the worſt of wrongs, 
When in the leaſt of.them my life hath end. 
I ſee a better ſtate to me nt 
Than that which on thy hum our doth depend: 
Thou canſt not vex me with inconftant mind, ; 
Since that my life on thy revolt doth lie. We 
O, what a happy title do I find, * 
Happy to have thy love, happy to die! J 
Br what's ſo blefſed-fair that fears no blot ? 
Thou may ſt be falſe, and yet I know it not 
So ſhall I live, ſuppoſing thou art true, FP 
Like a deceived huſban 


* 
* „ 
1. 


; fo love's face 4 
May till ſ-em love to me, though alter'd new; mn 
Thy looks with me, thy heart in others : 1 
For there can live no hatred in thine eye, a 
Therefore in that I cannot know thy change. :; 
In many's looks the falſe heart Hiſtory wt 
9 


Is writ, in moods and frowns and wrinkles ſtrange; 
But heaven in thy creation did decree, 
That in thy face ſweet love ſhould ever dwell; 
Whate'er th thoughts or thy heart's workings be, 
Thy looks ſhould nothing thence but ſweetneſs tell. 
ow like Eve's apple doth thy beauty grow, 
If thy ſweet virtue anſwer not thy ſhow ! 


They that have power to hurt and will do none, 
That do not do the thing they moſt do ſhow, 
Who, moving others, are themſelves as ſtone, 
Unmoved, cold, and to temptation flow ; 
They rightly do inherit heaven's graces, 
And huſband nature's richers from expence; 
They are the lords and owners of their faces, 
Others but ſtewards of their excellence. 
The ſummer's flower is to the ſummer ſweet, 
Though to itſelf it only live and die; | 
ut if that flower with baſe infection meet, 
The baſeſt weed out-braves his dignity ; 
For ſweeteſt things turn foureſt by their deeds ; 
Lilies that feſter, ſmell far worſe than weeds. 


How (ſweet and lovely doſt thou make the ſhame, 
Which, like a canker in the fragrant roſe, 
Doth ſpot the beauty of thy budding name ? 


red mine LOST * 


wat at Af wad 


O, in what ſweets doſt thou thy font 


That gange that tells therftory of thi 
Mak eee comments on thy 
Cannot diſpraiſe but in a kind of prai 


I 
Naming thy name bleſſes an ill report. 
O, what a manſion have thoſe vices got, 
Which for their habitation choſe out thee ? 
Where beauty's veil doth cover every blot, 
And all things turn ta fair, that eyes can ſee ! 
Take heed, dear heart, of this large privilege; 
The hardeſt knife, ill-us'd doth loſe his edge. 


_ ay thy fault is youths * — 
me lay, thy grace is yout ; 
Both oral and Faults 3 of more an lefur 
Thou małkꝰſt faults graces that to thee reſott. 
As on the finger of a throned queen ; 
The baſeſt jewel will be well eſteem'd; 
So are thoſe errors that in thee are ſeen, 
To truths tranſlated, and for true 3 deem'd. 
How many lambs might the ſtern wolf betray, 
If like a lamb he could his looks tranſlate 
How many gazers might'ſt thou lead away, 
If thou wouldꝰ ſt uſe the ſtrength of all thy ſtate ! 
But do not fo ; I love thee in ſuch ſort, 
As thou being mine, mine is thy good report. 
How like a winter hath my abſence been 
From thee, the pleaſure af the — 
What freezings have I felt, what dark days ſeen ? 
What old December's bareneſs every where 
And yet this time remov'd! was ſummer's time; 
The teeming autumn, big with rich increaſe, 
Bearing the wanton burden of the prime. 
Like widow'd wombs after their lor@s deceaſe: 
Yet this abundant iſſue ſeem'd to me | 
But hope of orphans, and unfather'd fruit ; 
For ſummer and his pleaſures wait on thee, 
And, thou away, the very birds are mute; 
Or, if they fing, tis with ſo,gull a cheer, 
That leaves look pale, dreadi 
From you have I been abſent in the ſpring, GOT, 
When proud-pied April, drefs'd in all his trim, 
Hath put a ſpirit of youth in every thing; 
That heavy — Bugh'd and leap'd with him. 
Yet nor the lays of birds, nor the tweet ſmell 
Of different flowers in odour and in hue, 
Could make me any ſummei's ſtory tell, 


Or f,om their proud lap pluck them where they grew : 


Nor did I wonder at the lily's white, 

Nor praiſe the deep vermillion in the roſe ; 

They were but ſweet, but figures of delight, 

Drawo after you ; you pattern of all thote. 
Yet ſecm'd it winter ſtil}, and, you away, 
As with your ſhadow I with theſe did play: 
Vol, VIII. 14 


e winter's near. 
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Sweet thick, whence ſteal th et that "7% 
If not from my loves the urplh pride ma A 


Which on thy ſoft cheek for complexion dwells, 

In my love's veins thou haſt too groſsly dy'd. 

The lily I condemned for thy-hand 

And buds of marjoram had ſtolen thy hair : 

The roſes fearfully on thorns did ſtand, 

One bluſhing ſhame, another white deſpair; 

A third, nor red nor white, had ſtolen of both, 

And to his robbery had annex'd thy breath ; 

But, for his theft, in pride of all his growth 

A vengeful canker eat him up to death. 
More flowers I noted, yet I none could ſee, - _ 
But ſweeter colour it had ſtolen from thee. 1 


art thou, Muſe, that thou forget' ſt ſo lon 
o ſpeak of that which gives thee all thy might 
Spend'ꝰſt thou thy fury on ſore worthleſs ſong, 
Darkening thy power, to lend baſe ſubje&s light? 
Return, forgetful Muſe, and ftraight redeem 
In gentle numbers time ſo idly ſpent ; 
Sing to the ear that doth thy lays eſteem, 
And gives thy pen both ſkill and argument. 
Riſe, reſtive Muſe, my love's ſweet face ſurvey, 
If Time have any le graven there; 
If any, be a ſatire to decay, 
And make Time's ſpoils deſpiſed every . 
Give my love fame faſter than Time waſtes life; 
So thou prevent'ſt his ſcythe, and crooked knife. 


O truant Muſe, what ſhall be thy amends, 
For thy neglect of truth in beauty dy d? 
Both truth and beauty on my love depends ; 
So doſt thou too, — therein dignify'd. 
Make anſwer, Muſe: wilt thou not haply fay, 
Truth needs no colour, with his colour fix'd; 
Beauty no pencil, beauty's truth to lay; 
But beſi is eſt, if never imtermix'd ? 
Becauſe he needs no praiſe, wilʒ thou be dumb? 
Excuſe not filence ſo; for it lies in thee 6 
To make him much out-live a gilded tomb, 
And to be prais'd of ages yet to be. 

Then do thy office, Mule; I teach thee how 

To make him ſeem long hence as he ſhows now. 


My love is ſtrengthen'd, though more weak in ſeeming ; 
I love not leſs, though leſs the ſhow appear: 

That love is herchindiz'd, whoſe rich eſteeming 
The owner's tongue doth publiſh every where. 

Our love was new, and then but in the ſpring, 
When I was wont to greet it with my lays; 

As Philomel in ſummer's front doth fing, 

And ſtops his pipe in growth of riper days; 

Not that the ſummer is lefs pleaſant now 

Than when her mournful hymns did huth the night, 
But that wild muſic burdens every bough, _ 

And ſweets grown common loſe their dear delight. 
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Therefore, like her, I ſometime hold my tongue, 
Becauſe I would not dull you with my fong, 
Alack h het! my Muſe brings forth, 

* having R 4 to ſhew Wy pride, 

The argen, all bare, is of more worth, 

Than when it hath my added praiſe beſide. 2 
O, blame'me not, if I no more can write! 

Look in your glaſs, and there zpp2as a face, 
Thatover-goes my blunt invention quite, 
Dulling'my lines, and doing me diſgrace. ©" 
Were it not finful then, ſtriving to mend, 
To mar the ect that before was well? 

For to na ges my verſes tend, 
Than of s and your gifts to tell ; 
And cas more, than in my verſe can ſit, 
Your ownglats ſhows you when you look in it. 
To me, fair friend, you never can be old, 

For as you were, when firſt your eye I ey d, 
Such ſeems your beauty ſtill. Three winters cold 
Have from the foreſts ſhook three ſuramers' pride ; 
Three beauteous ſprings to yellow autumns turn d, 
In proceſs of the ſeaſons have I feen ; 

The April perfumes in three hot Junes burn'd, 
Since ficſt I ſaw you freſh, which yet are green. 
Ah! yer doth beauty, like a dial-hand, 

Steal from his figure, and no pace perceiv'd; 


So your ſweet hue, which methinks ſtill doth ſtand, 


Hath motion, and mine eye may be deceiv'd: 
For fear of which, hear this, you age unbred, 
Ere you were born, was beauty's ſummer dead. 


Let not my love be call'd idolatry, 

Nor my beloved as an idol ſhow, 

Since all alike my ſongs and praiſes be, 

To one, of one, ſtill ſuch, and ever ſo. 

Kind is my love to-day, to-morrow kind, 

Still conſtant in a wondrous excellence; 

Therefore my verſe to conſtancy confin'd, 

One thing expreſſing, leaves out difference. 

Fair, kind, and true, is all my argument, 

Fair, kind, and true, varying to other words ; 

And in this change is my invention ſpent, 

Three themes in one, which wondrous ſcope affords. 
Fair, kind, and true, have often liv'd alone, 
Which three, till now, never kept ſeat in one. 


When jn the chronicle of waſted time 

I ſee de ſcriptions of the faireſt wights, 

And beauty making beautiful old rhyme, 

In praiſe of ladies dead, and lovely Knights, 
Then, in the blazon of ſweet beauty's beſt, 

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow, 

I ſee their their antique pen would have expreſs d 
Even ſuch a beauty as you maſter now, 

S0 all their praiſes are but plophecies 
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Of this our time, all you prefiguring ; 1 5 1 
And, for they look'd but with divining eyes, 8 8 
They had not {kill enough your worth to fing: EY bd M 
For we, which now bchold theſe preſent days, - #6408 0¹ 
Have eyes to wonder, but Jack tongues to praiſe. R 1 2 A 
Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic ſoul n a 
Of the wide world dreaming on things to come, is 1 f 
Can yet the leaſe of my true love controul, + E 0 
Suppos'd as forfeit to confin'd doom, Ni Tf 
The mortal moon hath her eclipſc cndur'd, Th 
And the ſad augurs mock their own preſagey. 83 = 
incertainties now crown themſelves aſſur d, * ; Tt 


And peace proclaims olives of endleſs age. 172 "i 
Now with the drops of this moft — ume * To 
My love looks freſh, and death to me fubſcribes, * Pit 


Since, ſpite of him, I' live in this rhyme, WI 
V hile he infults o'er dull and ſpeechleſs tribes ; Por 
And thou in this ſhalt find * IF 
When tyrant's creſts and tombs of byais are ſpent. Nor 
What's in the brain that ink may character, P 
Which hath not figur d to thee my true ſpitit? E. 
What's new to ſpeak, what new to regilter, i You 
That may expreſs my love or thy dear merit ? Wh. 
Nothing, ſweet boy ; but yet, like prayers divine, For 
I muſt each y a7 o'er the very ſame; 8 5 
Counting no old thing old, thou mine, I thine, You 
Even as when firſt T hallow'd thy fair name. | To k 
So that eternal love in love's freſh caſe 4. 
Weighs not the duſt and injury of age, That 
Nor gives to neceſſary wrinkles place, In fo 
Bur rakes antiquity for aye his ; Of v 
Finding the firſt conceit of love there bred, To c: 
Where time and outward form would ſhow it dead. Mark 
O, never ſay that I was falſe of heart, Ye 
Though abſence ſcem'd my flame to qualify, Th 
As eaſy might I from myſelf depart, TY 
As from my ſoul which in thy breaſt doth lie: * 
That is my home of love: if I have rang'd, Doth 
Like him that travels, I return again ; — 
Juſt to the time, not with the time exchang'd,--- For it 
So that myſelf bring water gor my flain, Of ts 
Never believe, though in nature reign'd Of hi, 
All frailties that beſiege all Kinds of blood, Nor h. 
That it could fo prepoſterouſly be ſtain'd, For if 
To leave fornothing all thy ſum of good, The n 
For nothing this wide univerſe I call, * 
Save thou, my roſe; in it thou art my all. 2 The d. 
Alas, 'tis true, I have gone here and there, WP Inc; 
And made myſelf a motley to the view; _ My 
Gor'd mine own thoughts, ſold cheap what is moſt dear, Or wh 
Made old offences of affections new: Dink 


Moſt true it is, that J have look'd on truth 
Aſkance and ſtrangely; but, by all above, 
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* 
Theſe blenches gave my heart another youth, 
And worſe eſſays d thee my beſt of love. 
Now don e what ſhall have no end: 
Mine appetite I never more will grind 
On newer proof, to try an older friend, 
A God in love, to whom I am confin d. 
Then give me welcome, next my heaven the beſt, 
Even to thy pure and moſt moſt loving breaſt 


O, for my ſake do you with fortune chide, 
The guilty goddeſs of my harmful deeds, 
That did not better for my lite provide 
Than public,gigans, which public manners breeds, 
Thence co bat my name receives a brand; 
And alma vr nature is ſubdu'd 
To what id ei, une the dyer's band: 
Pity me then, Ad Wilk T were renew'd; 
Whilſt, like a willing patient, I drink. 
Potions of eyſell, gainſt my ſtrong infection; 
No bitterneſs that I will bitter think, 
Nor double penance, to correct correction. 
Pity me then, dear friend, and I aſſure ye, 
Even that your pity is enough to cure me. 


Your love and pity doth the impreſſion fill 

Which vulgar icandal ſtamp'd upon my brow ;- 

For what care I who calls me well or il, 

So you o' er- green my bad, my good allow ? 

You are my all-the-world, and I muſt ftrive 

To know my ſhames and praifes from your tongue; 

None elſe to me, nor I to none alive, 

That my ſteel'd ſenſe or changes, right or wrong. 

In fo profound abyſm I throw all care | 

Of others' voices, that my adder's ſenſe 

To critic and to flatterer ſtopped are. 

Mark how with my neglect I do diſpenſe :--- | 
You are ſo ttrang'y in my purpoſe red, 
That all the wer! beſides methinks they are dead. 

Since I left you, mine eye is in my mind; 

And that which governs me to go about, 

Doth part his function, and is partly Mind, 

Seems ſeeing, but effectually is out: 

For it no form delivers to the heart 

Ot bird, of flower, or ſhape, which it doth latch z 

Of his quick objects hath the mind no part, 

Nor his own viſton holds what it doth catch; 

For if it ſee the rud/ſt or gentleſt ſight, 


The moſt ſweet favour, or deformed'ſt creature, 

The mountain or the ſea, the day or night, {1 3:5] 

The crow or dove, esse them to your featuie: 12 of 
Incapable of mot teplete With you, 224 


My moſt true mind thus maketh mine untrue. 
Or whether dot my mind, being crown'd with you, 
Diiuk up the monuich's plague, this flattery, 
I 2 
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Or whether ſhall I ſay, mine eye ſaith true, 
And that your love taught it this alchymy, 
To make, of monſters and things indigeſt, ” 4 
Such cherubims as your ſweet elf reſemble; * 
Creating every bad a perfect beſt, 
As faſt as objects to his beams aſſemble ? 
O, tis the firſt ; "tis flattery in my ſeeing, 
And my great mind moſt kingly drinks it up: 
Mine eye well knows what with his guſt is greeing, 
And to his palate doth prepare the cup : 
If it be poiſon'd, 'tis the leſſer fin 
That mine eye loves it, and doth firſt begin. 


Thoſe lines that I before have writ, do lie, 
Even thoſe that ſaid I could not love you d* 
Yet then my judgment knew no reaſon wh Ins 
My moſt full lame ſhould afterwards burn e ** 
But reckoning time, whoſe million d accidents” 
Creep in 'twixt vows, and change decrees of kings, 
Tan ſacred beauty, blunt the ſharp'ft intents, 
Divert ſtrong minds to the courſe of altering things; 
Alas! why, fearing of tinke's tyranny, 
Might I nct then ſay, now I Loves You nsr, 
When I was certain o'cr incertainty, 
Crowning the preſent, 8 the reſt ? 

Love is a babe; then might I not lay to 

To give full growth to that which fill doth grow ? 


Let me not to the marriage of true minds 
Admit impediments. Love is not love, 
Which alters when it alteration finds; 
Or bends, with the remover to remove: 
Ono! it is an ever-fixed mark, 
That looks on tempeſts, and is never ſhaken ; 
It is the flar to every wandering bark, 
Whoſe worth's unknown, although his height be taken. 
| Love's not Time's fool, though ny lips and cheeks 
Within his bending ſickle's compaſs come; 
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 
But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 
If this be error, and upon me prov'd, 
I never writ, nor no man ever lov'd. 


Accuſe me thus ; that I have ſcanted all . 
Wherein I ſhould your great deſerts repay ; 
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Forgot upon your deareſt love to call, 

And given to time your own dear-purchas'd right; 
Rook boti my wilfulneſs and errors down, 

But thoot not at me in your waken'd hate: 


W hereto all bonds do tie me day by day; 
That I have frequent been with unknown minds, 
hat I have hoiftes ſai! to all the winds 

Which ſhculd tranſport me fartheſt from your Wb: 

And on juſt prof, ſurmiſe accumulate, 

Fring me within the level of your frown, . 
Since my appeal ſays, 1 did ftrive to prove 
The conſtancy and vintue of vour love, 
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Like as, to make our appetites more keen, 
With cager compounds we our 2 urge 3 
As, to 4 our maladies unſeen, 
We ficken to ſhun ſickneſs, when we purge ; 
Even ſo, being full of your n&er-cloying ſweetneſs, 
To bitter ſauces did I frame my feeding | 
And, ſick of welfare, found a Kind of meetneſs 
To be diſeas'd, ere that there was true needing. _ 
Thus policy in love, to anticipate 
The ills that were not, grew to faults aſſur d, 
And hrouglit to medicine a healthful fate, 
Which, rank of goodneſs, would by ill be cur'd: 
But thenge I learn, and find the leſſon true, 
Drugs polſon him that ſo fell ſick of you. 


What potions have I drank of ſyren tears, N 
Fenda "ew r — ell 4 ? 
A ing fears to hopes, and hopes to fears, 
SUN Lau when I 2 ſelf to win 4 ” 
What wretched errors hath my heart committed, 
Whilſt it hath thought itſelf fo bleſſed never! 
How have mine eyes ut of their ſpheres been fitted 
In the diſtraction of this madding fever 
O benefit of i ! now I find true, 
That better is by evil ſtill made better; 
And ruin's love, when it is built anew, 
Grows fairer than at firſt, more (trong, far greater. 
So I return rebuk'd to my content, 
And gaia by ill thrice more than I have ſpent. 


That you were once unkind, befriends me now, 
And for that ſorrow, which I then did feel, 
Needs muſt 1 under my tranſgreſſion bow, 
Unleſs my nerves were braſs or hammer'd ſteel. 
For if you were by my unkindneſs ſhaken, f 
As I by. yours, you have paſs'd a hell of time; Met 
And I, a tyrant, have no leiſure taken il 
To weigh how once I ſ{uffer'd in your crime. qi} 
O that our night of woe might have remember'd, fl 
My deepeſt ſenſe, how hard true ſorrow bits | 
And ſom to you, as you to me, then tender'd 
The humble talve which wounded boſoms ts“! 1 
But that your treſpaſs now becomes a fee ; | 1 
Mine ranſoms yours, and yours muſt rauſom me. 19 


Tis better to be vile, than vile efteem'd, 4 
When not to be receives reproach of being; { 
And the juſt pleaſure loſt, which is ſo deem'd Y 
Not by our feeling, but by others” ſecing. | 1 
For why ſhould others” falſe adulterate eyes 3 PA 
Give ſalutation to my ſpartive blood ? ' 
Or on my frailtſes why are frailer ſpies, i 
Which in their wills count bad what I think good? 
Nog---I am that T am ; and they that level | 
At mv abuſes, reckon up their own . WHY 
I may be ſtraight, though they themſelves be bevel; : es” 
By their tauk thoughts my deeds muſt not be (ſhown ; 1 
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Unleſs this general evil they maintain, 
All men arc bad, and intheir badneſs reign : 
Thy gift, thy tables, are within my brain 
Full character'd with laſting memory, 
Which ſhall above that idle rank remain, 
Beyond all date, even to eternity: | 
Or, at the leaſt, ſo long as brain and heart 
Have faculty by nature to ſubſiſt ; , 
Till each to rais'd oblivion yield his pait | 
Of thee, thy record never can be mis d. 
That poor retention could not fo much hold, 
Nor need I tallies, thy dear love to ſcore; 


Therefore to give them from me was I bold, | 4 
To truſt thoſe tables that receive thee more: AMS 
To keep an adjunct to remember thee, 4 * 7 


Were to import forgetfulneſs in me. 


No! Time, thou ſhalt not boaſt that I do change: 
Thy pyramids, built up with newer might, 
To me are — novel, nothing ſtrange; 
They are but dreſſings of a former fight. 
Our dates are brief, and therefore we admire 
What thou doſt foiſt upon us that is old; 
And rather make them born to our defire, 
Than think that we befbre bave heard them tolds. 
Thy regiſters and thee I both defy, | 
Not wondering at the preſent nor the paſt; . 
For thy records and what we ſee do lie, 7 
Made more or leſs by thy continual haſte: 

This I do vow, and this ſhall ever be, 

I will be true, deſpite thy ſcythe and thee; 


If my dear love were but the child of Rate, . 
It might for fortune's baſtard be unſather'd, 
As ſubject to time's love, or to time's hate, 
Weeds among weeds, or flowers with flowers gather d. 
No, it was builded far from accident ; 
It ſuſſers not in ſmiling pomp, nor falls 
Under the blow of thralled diſcontent, . 
W hereto the inviting time cur. faſhion calls: 
It fears not policy, that heretic, 
Which works on leaſes of ſhoit-number'd hours, . 
Put all alone flards hugely politic, 
That it nor grows with heat, nor drowns with ſhowers. 
To this I witneſs call the fools of time, 
Which die for goodneſs, who. have liv'd for crime... 


Were it aught to me I bbre the can«py,. 

With my extern the outward honouring, . 

Or lay'd great baſes for eternity, : 
Which prove more ſhort than waſte or ruining ? + 
Have I not feen dwel *.3 on. form and favour 
Loſe all, and more, by paying too much rent; 
For comp und ſweet foregoing fimple ſavour, 
Pitiſul thrivers, in their gazing ſpent? 
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No ;---let me be obſequious in thy bat, 
And take thou my oblation, poor but free, 
Which is not mix'd with ſeconds, Kn 
But mutual render, only me for the 

Hence, thou ſuborn'd informer! a true ſoul, 
© When moſt impeach'd, ſtands leaſt in thy controul. e 


O thou, my lovely boy, who in thy power 

Doſt hold Time's fickle glaſs, his fickle, hour ; a 
Who haſt by waning grown, and therein ſnow“ſt 
Thy lovers withering, as thy ſweet ſelf grow'ſt; 

If nature, ſovereign iniftreſs over wreck, | 
As thou goeſt onwerds, ſtill will pluck thee back, i 
She keeps thee to this purpoſe, that her (kill 70 
May time diſgrace, and wretched minutes Kill. 8 

Yet fear her, O thou minion of her r 
She raay detain, but not ſtill Keep her treaſure: 
Her audit, though delay'd, anſwer'd muſt be, 
And her quietus is to render thee, 


In the old age black was n -t counted fair, 

Or if it were, it bote not beauty's name; 

But now is black beauty's ſucceſſive heir, 

And beauty flander'd with a baſtard ſhame: 

For fince each hand hath put on nature's power, 

— dr foul with art's falſe-borrow'd face, f 

Sweet beauty hath no name, no holy hour, 

But is profan'd, if not lives in diſgrace, . 

Therefure my miftreſs* eyes are raven black, 

Her eyes are ſuited ; and they mourners ſeem 

At ſuch, who, not born fair, no beauty lack, 

Slandering creation with a falſe eſteem : | | 
Yet ſo they mourn, becoming of their woe, We F 
That every tongue ſays, beauty ſhould look fo, If 


How oft, when thou, ray tufic, muſic play'ft, "ny! 
Upon that bleſſed wood whoſe motion ſounds | 
With thy ſweet fingers, when thou 2 ſway ſt 
The wiry concord that mine ear confounds, 7 111 
Do I envy thoſe jacks, that nimble leap it 
To kits the tender inward of thy hand, 14 
Whilſt my poor lips, which ſhould that harveſt reap, l 
At the wood's boldneſs by thee bluſhing ſtand ! 
To be ſo tickled, they would change their ſtate b 
And ſituation with thoſe dancing chips, 41 
O' er whom thy fingers walk with gentle gait, ˖ [ 
Making dead wood more bleſs'd than living lips. tl 
Since ſaucy jacks fo happy are in this, "4 
Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to kiſs. J 0 
The expence of ſpirit in a waſte of ſname 
Is luſt in action; and till action, luſt 101 5 
Is perjur'd, murderous, bloody, full of blame, 1. 
| Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trult ; 
Enjoy'd no ſooner, but deſpiſed ſtraight ; 
Pait reaſon hunted ; and, no ſooner had, 
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Paſt reaſon hated, as a ſwalloyfd bait, 
On y= poſe laid to make the taker mad: 
Mad in purſuit, and in po nfo ;- 
Had, having, and in queſt ve, extreme ; 
A bliſs in proof, and pong! a very woe; 
Before, a joy propos d hind, a cream: 

„All this the world well knows; yet none knows wen 

To ſhun the heaven that leads men to this hell. 


My miſtreſs' cyes are nothing like the ſun ; 
Coral is far mortered than her lips" red: 

If ſnow be white, why then her breaſts are dun; 
If hairs be wires, black Wires grow on her hcad, 
I have ſeen roſes damaſk'd, red and white, 

But no ſuch roſes ſee I in her cheeks ; 

And in ſome perfumes is there more delight 
Than in the breath that fr m my miſtreſs :eeks, 
T love to hear her ſpeak,---yet Well I know 
That muſic hath a far more pleaſing ſound ; 
Tee I never ſaw a goddeſs go, 

y miſtreſs, when ſhe walks, treads on the ground: 

And yet, ty heaven, I think my love as rare 

As any the, bely d with falſe compare; 
Thou art as tyra nous, ſo as thou art, 

As thofe whoſe beautics proudly make them cruel ; 
For well thou know'ſt to my dear doting heart 
Thou art the faireſt and moſt precious jewel. 

Yet, in good faith, ſome ſay that thee behold, 
Thy face hath not the power to make love groan : 
To ſay they err, I dare not be ſo bold, 

Although I ſwear it to myſelf alone. 

And, to be ſure that is not falſe I ſwear, 

A thouſand groans, but thinking on thy face, 
One on another's neck, do witneſs bear 

Thy black is faireſt in my * ment's place. 

In nothirg art thou black, ſave in thy deeds, 
And thence this ſlander, as I think, proceeds. 
Thineeyes I love, and they, as pitying me, 
— thy heart, — — with diſdain ;. 
Have put on ack, and loving mourners be, 
2 with pretty ruth upon my pain. 

And truly not the morning ſun of heaven 

Better becomes the grey cheeks of the caſt, 

Nor that full ſtar that uſhers in the even 

Doth half that glory to the ſober weſt, 

As thoſe two mourning eyes become thy face: 

©, let it then as well beſeem thy heart 

To mourn for me, fince mourning doth thee grace, 
And ſuit thy pity like in every part. 

Then will 1 ſwear, beauty herſelf is blac 

And all they foul that thy complex ion lack. 
Beſhrew that heart that makes my heart to groan 
For that deep wound it gives my friend and me h 
I;'t. not enough to torture me alone, 
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But flaye to ſlavery my ſweetꝰ ſt friend muſt be? 
Me E myſelf thy cruel eye hath taken, 
And my next ſelf thou harder haſt engroſs'd ; 
Of himgmyſelf, and thee, I am forſaken ; 

A torment thrice threefold thus to be croſs'd. 
Priſon my heart in thy ſteel boſom's ward, 


But then my friends heartlet my poor heart bail ; 


Who e'er keeps me, let my heart be his guard; 

Thou canſt not then uſe = in my gaol : 
And yet thou wilt; for I, being pent in thee, 
Perforce am thine, and all that is in me. 


So now I have confeſs'd that he is thine, 
And I myſelf am mortgag'd to thy will; 
Myſelf I'll forfeit, ſo that other mine 
Thou wilt reſtore, to be my comfort till : 
But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free, 
For thou art covetous, and he is kind; 
He learn'd but, ſurety-like, to write for me, 
Under that bond that him as faſt doth bind. 
The ſtatute of thy beauty thou wilt take, 
Thou uſurer, that put*ſt forth all to uſe, 
And ſue a friend, came debtor for my ſake; 
So him loſe, through my unkind abuſe. 
Him have I loſt; thou haſt both him and me; 
He pays the whole, and yet I am not free. 


Whoever hath her wiſhz thou haſt thy will, 
And will to boot, and will in over-plus ; 
More than enough am I that vex thee ſtill, 
To thy ſweet will making addition thus. 
Wilt thou, whoſe will is large and ſpacious, 
Not once vouchſafe to hold my will in thine? 
Shall will in others ſeem right gracious, 
And in my will no fair acceptance ſhine ? 
The ſea, all water, yet receives rain till, 
And in abundance addeth to his ſtore ; 
So thou, being rich in will, add to thy will 
One will of mine, to make thy large will more! 
Let no unkind, no fair beſeecher kill; 
Think all but one, and me in that one W1LL, 


Tf thy foul check thee, that I come ſo near, 
Swear to thy blind ſoul that I was thy WII t, 
And will, thy ſoul knows, is admitted there; 
Thus far for 4 my love-ſuit, ſweet, fulfill. 
W1LL will fulfill the treaſure of thy love, 
Ay, fill it full with wills, and my will one. 
In things of great receipt with caſe we prove 
Among a number one is reckon'd none: 

Then in the number let me paſs untold, 
Though in thy ſtoresꝰ account I one muſt be; 
For nothing hold me, ſo it pleaſe thee hold 
That nothing me, a ſomething ſweet to thee : 


Make but my name thy love, and love that ain, 
And then thou lov'ſt me,---for my name is WIL. 
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Thou blind fool, Love, what to mine eyes, ' 
That they behold, and ſee not what they ſee ? * | 
They know what beauty is, fee where it lies, 
Yet what the beſt is, take the worſt to be. «+ In 
If eyes corrupt, by over-partial looks, Þ 4 Fo 
Be anchor'd in the bay where all men ride, * Bu 
Why of eyes” falſehood haſt thou forged hooks, W 
W hereto the judgment of my heart is ty d? No 
Why ſhould my heart think that a ſeveral plot, Ne 
Which my heart knows the wide world's common place? Ne 
Or mine eyes ſeeing this, ſay, this is not, 4, 
To put fair truth upon ſo foul a face? Di 
In things right true my heart and eyes have err'd, — 
And to this falſe plague are they now tranaſetr d. Th 
When my love ſwears that ſhe is made of truth, | ( 
I do believe her, though I know ſhe lies ; 4 
That ſhe might think me ſome untutor'd youth, 15 
Unlearned in the world's falſe ſubtleties. Ha 
Thus vainly thinking that ſhe thinks me young, _ 
Although ſhe knows my days are paſt the beſt, * 
Simply 1 credit her falſe-ſpeaking tongue; Or. 
On both ſides thus is bmp t truth ſuppreſt. Th, 
But wherefore ſays ſhe not, ſhe is unjuſt ? Ag 
And wherefore ſay not I, that I am old? Rob 
O, love's beſt habit is in ſeeming truſt, Be; 
And age. in love loves not to have years told: Wh 
Therefore I lie with her, and ſhe with me, _ 
And in our faults by lies we flatter'd be. | h 
O, call not me to juſtify the wrong, I 
That thy unkindneſs lays upon my heart; B 
Wound me not with thine eye, but with thy tongue; 5 
Uſe power with power, and flay me not by art. Od 
Tell me thou lov'ſt elſewhere; but in my tight, Sets 
Dear heart, forbear to glance chine eye aſide. = 
What need'ſt thou wound with cunning, when thy might WH 
Is more than my o*er-preſs'd defence can *bide ? Crie: 
Let me excuſe thee: ah] my love well knows To 5 
Her pretty looks have been my enemies; Not 
And therefore from my face ſhe turns my foes, 80 nd 
That they elſewhere might dart their injuries : Whil 
Yet do not ſo; but fince I am near ſlain, But i 
Kill me out-right with looks, and rid my pain. And! 
Be wiſe as thou art cruel; do not preſs So 
My tongue-ty'd patience with too much diſdain If t 
Left ſorrow lend me words, and words expreſs Two 
The manner of my pity-wanting pain Whic 
Ik I might teach thee wit, better it were, The b 
Though not to love, yet, love, to tell me fo; The v 
(As teſty fick men, when their deaths be near, To wi 
No news but health from their phyſicians know ; Tem 
Por, if I ſhould de pair, I ſhould grow mad, Andi 
And in my madneſs might ſpeak Ill of thee : Wooir 
Now this ill-wreſting world is grown ſo bad, And v 
Mad ſlanderers by mad ears believed be. Vol 
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That I not be ſo, nor thou bely'd, ; 
Bear this eyes ſtraight, though thy proud heart go wide. 
In faith I do not love thee with mine eyes, 
For they in thee a thouſand errors note 
But 'tis my heart that loves what they deſpiſe, 
Who in defpight of view is pleas d to dote. 
Nor are mine ears with thy tongue's tune delighted; 
Nor tender feeling, to touches prone, 
Nor taſte nor ſmell, defire to be invited 
To any ſenſual feaſt with thee alone: 
But my five wits, nor my five ſenſes can 
Diſſuade one fooliſh heart from ſerving thee, 
Who leaves unſway'd the likeneſs of a man, 
be roud heart's ſlave 9 etch to be: 
aly my pl thus far I count my gain, 
Thal ſhe that makes me fin, — pain. 
Love is my ſin, and thy dear virtue hate, 
Hate of my ſin, grounded on ſinful loving: 
O, but with mine compare thou thine own ſtats, 
And thou ſhalt find it merits not reproving,. 
Or, if it do, not from thoſe lips of thine, 
That have profan'd their ſcarletornaments, 
And ſeal'd falſe bonds of love as oft as mine; 
Robb'd others” beds revenues of their rents. 
Be it lawful I love thee, as thou lov*it thoſe 
Whom thine eyes woo as * npethne thee : 
Hou pity in thy heart, that when it grows, 
hy pity may deſerve to pity'd be. 
I thou doſf ſeek to ge thou doſt hide, 
By ſelf-example may be deny'd! 


Lo, as a careful houſe-wife runs to catch 

One of her feather'd creatures broke away, 

Sets down her babe, and makes all ſwitt diſpatch 

In purſuit of the thing ſhe would have ſtay ; 

Whilſt her neglected child holds her in chace, 

Cries to catch her whoſe buſy care is bent 

To follow that which flies before her face, 

Net prizing her poor infant's diſcontent ; 

So run' ſt thou after that which flies from thee, 

Whilſt I thy babe chace thee afar behind 

But if thou catch thy hope, turn back to me, 

And play the mother's part, kiſs me, be kind: 
So will I pray that thou may*ſt have thy will, 
If thou turn back, and my loud crying itill. 


Two loves I have of comfort and deſpair 
Which like two ſpirits do ſuggeſt me {till ; 
The better angel is a man right fair, 
The worſer ſpirit a woman, colour'd ill. 
To win me ſoon to hell, my female evil 
Tempteth my better angel from my fide, 
And would corrupt my faint to be a devil, 
Wooing his purity with her fou! pride. 
And whether that my angel be turn'd fiend, 
Vol. VIII. K 
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Suſpect I may, yet not directly tell; 

But being both from me, both to each friend, 

4 gueſs one angel in another's hell: 
Yet this ſhall I ne'er know, but live in doubt, 
Till my bad angel fire my good one out, 


Thoſe lips that Love's own hand did make, 
Breath'd forth the ſound that ſaid, I HATE, 
To me that languiſh'd for her ſake : 'Y 
But when ſhe ſaw my woeful ſtate, 
Strait in her heart did mercy come, 5 
Chiding that tongue, that ever ſweet 
Was us d in giving gentle doom; 
And taught it thus anew to greet: 
I aTE ſhe alter'd with an end, 
That follow'd it as gentle day 
Doch follow night, who, like a fiend, 
From heaven to hell is flown away : 

I HATE from hate away ſhe threw, 

And ſav'd my life, ſaying---wnoT you, 


Poor ſoul, the center of my finful earth, 
Fool'd by thoſe rebel powers that thee array, 
Why doſt thou pine within, and ſuffer dearth, 
Painting thy out ward walls fo coſtly gay? 
Why ſo large coſt, having ſo ſhort a — 
Doſt thou upon thy fading manſion fi nd ? 
Shall worms, inheritors of this — 
Eat up thy charge? Is this thy body's end? 
Then, ſoul, live thou upon thy ſervant's loſs, 
And let that pine to aggravate thy ſtore; 
Buy terms divine in ſelling hours of droſs ; 
Within be fed, without he rich no more: 
So ſhalt thou feed on death, that feeds on men, 
And, death once dead, there's no more dying then. 


My love is as a fever, longing til] 
For that which longer nurſeth the diſeaſe ; 
Feeding on that which doth preſerve the ill, 
The uncertain fickly appetite to pleaſe. 
My reaſon, the phyſician to my love, 
Argry that his preſcriptions are not kept, 
Hath left me, and I deſperate now approve, 
Defire is death, which phyſic did except. 
Paſt cure I am, now reaſon is paſt care 
And frantic-mad with ever-more unreſt ; 
My thoughts and my diſcourſe as madmen's are, 
At random from the truth vainly expreſs'd; 
For I have ſworn thee fair, and thought thee bright, 
Who art as black as hell, as dark as night. 


O me! what eyes hath love put in my head, 
Which have no correſpondence with true fight! 
Or, if they have, whe e is my judgment fled, 
Thet cenſures falſely what they ſee aright? 

If that be fair whercon my ſelſe eyes dote, 
What means the wald to ſay it is not ſo? 

If it be not, then love doth well denote 

Love's eye is not ſo true as all men's: no, 
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How can it? O, how can Loye's eye be true 

That is ſo vex'd with watching and with tears? 

No marvel then though I miſtake my view; 

The ſun itſelf fees not, till heaven clears. . 
O cunning Love! with tears thou keep'ſt me blind, 
Leſt eyes well-ſceing thy foul faults ſhould frad. 


Can'ft thou, O cruel! fay I love thee not, 
When I, againſt myſelf, with thee partake ? 
Do I not think on thee, when I forget 
Am of myſelf, all tyrant, for thy ſake? 
Who hateth, thee, that I do call my friend? 
On whom frown'ſ thou that I do fawn upon 
Nay, if thou low'rſt on me, do I not ſpend 
Revenge upon 9 with preſent moan? 
What merit do I in myſelf reſpect; 
That is ſo proud thy ſervice to deſpite, 
When all my beſt doth — thy defect, 
Commanded by the motion of thine eyes? 
But, love, hate on, for now 1 know thy mind; 
Thoſe that can ſee thou lovꝰ'ſt, I am blind. 


O, from what power haſt thou this powerful might, 
With inſufficiency my heart to ſway ? 
To make me give the lie to my true fight, 
And ſwear that brightneſs doth not grace the day ? 
Whence haſt thou this becoming of things ill, 
That in the very refuſe of thy deeds 
There is ſuch ſtrength and warrantiſe of (kill, 
That in my mind thy worſt all beſt exceeds ? 
Who taught thee how to make me love thee more, 
The more I hear and ſee juſt cauſe of hate 
O, though I love what others do abhor, 
With others thou ſhould*{ not abhor my ftate; 

If thy unworthineſs raiſe love in me, 

More worthy I to be belov'd of thee. 


Love is too young to know hat conſcience is? 
Yet who knows not, conſcience is born of love? 
Then, gentle cheater, urge not my amils, 
Leſt guilty of my faults thy ſweet ſelf prove. 
For, thou betraying me, I do betray 
My nobler part to my groſs b:dy's treaſon; 
My ſoul doth tell my body that he may 
Triumph in love; fleſh ſtays no farther reaſon; 
But riſing at thy name, doth point out thee 
As his trrumphant prize. Proud of this pride, 
He is contented th drudge to be, 
To ftand in thy affairs, fall by thy fide. 
No want of conſcience hold it that I call 
Her---love, for whoſe dear love I riſe and fall. 


In loving thee thou know'ft I am forſworn, 

But thou art twice forſworn, to me love ſwearing ; 
In a& thy bed-vow broke, and new faith torn, 

In vowing new hate after new love bearing. 

But why of two oaths” breach do I accuſe thee, 
When 1 break twenty? I am perjur d moſt; 
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For all my vows are oaths but to miſuſe thee, 
And all my honeſt faith in thee is loſt: 
For I have ſworn deep oaths of thy deep kindneſs, 
Oaths of thy love, thy truth, thy conſtancy ; 
And, to enlighten thee, gave eyes to blindneſs, 
Or made them ſwear againſt the thing they ſee; 
For I have ſworn thee fair: more perjur'd I, 
To ſwear againſt the truth, ſo foul a lie 


Cupid lay'd by his brand, and fell aſleep: 

A maid of Dian's this advantage found, 

And his love-kindling fire did quickly fieep 

In a cold valley-fountain of that ground; 

Which borrow'd from this holy fire of love . 

A dateleſs lively heat, ſtill to endure, 

Aud grew a ſeething bath, whigh yet men prove, 

Againſt ſtrange maladies a ſovereign cure. 

Put at my miltreſs” eye love's brand new-fir'd, 
he boy for trial needs would touch my breaſt; 

I ſick withal, the help of bath defir'd, 

And thither hied, a ſad diſtemper'd gueſt, 
But found no cure: the bath for my help lies 
Where Cupid got new fire; my miſtreſs“ eyes. 

The little love-god lying once aſſcep, 

Laid by his fide his heart-inflaming brand, 

Whilſt many 1 that vow'd chaſte life to keep, 

Came tripping by ; but in her maiden hand 

The faireſt votary took up that fire 

Which many legions of true hearts, had warm'd; 

And ſo the general of hot defire 

Was fleeping by a virgin hand diſarm'd. 

This brand ſhe quenched in a cool well by, 

Which from love's fire took heat perpetual, 

Growing a bath and healthful rem. 

For men diſeas'd; but I, my miſtrefs' thrall, 
Came there for cure, and this by that I prove, 
Love's fire heats water, water cools not love. 


Come live with me and be my dear, 
And we will revel all the year, 

In plains and groves, on hills and dales, 
Where fragrant air breeds ſweeteſt gales. 
T here ſhall you have thebeauteous pine, 
The cedar, and the ſpreading vine, 
And all the woods to be a ſkreen, 

Leſt Phoebus kiſs my ſummer's queen, 
The ſeat of your diſport ſhall be 

Over ſome river in a tree; 

Where filver ſands and pebbles fing 
Eternal ditties to the ſpring. 

There ſhall you ſee the nymphs at play, 
And how the ſatyrs ſpend the day ; 

The fiſhes gliding on the ſands, 

Offering their bellies to your hands ; 
The birds with heavenly-tuned throats 
Poſſeſs woods echoes with ſweet notes; 
Which to your ſenſes will impart 
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A muſic to inflame the heart. 
Upon the bare and leafleſs oak, 
The ring-doves wooings will 2 
A colder blood than you poſſeſs, 
To play with me, and do no leſs. 
In bowers of laurel trimly dight, 
We will outwear the ſilent night; 
While Flora buſy is to ſpread 
Her richeſt treaſure on our bed. 
The glow-worms ſhall on you attend, 
And all their ſpaikling lights ſhallſpend, 
All to adorn and beautify & 
Your lodging with moſt majeſty. 
Then in my arms will I incloſe 
Lilies fair mixture with the roſe ;. 
Whoſe nice perfections in love's play, 
Shall tune me to the higheſt key. 
Thus as we paſs the welcome night 
In ſportful pleaſures and delight, 
The nimble fairies on the grounds 
Shall dance and fing melodious ſounds 
It theſe may ſerve for to intice 
Your pre ſence to Love's paradiſe, 
Then come with me, and be my dear, . 
And we will trait begin the year. 
Why ſhould this a deſart be, 
For it is unpeopled ? No, 
Tongue Pl hang on every tree, 
That ſhall civil ſayings ſhow. 
Some-how brief the life of man 
Runs his erring pilgrimage, 
That the ſtretching of a ſpan 
Buckles in his tum of ages. 
Some of violated vows . 
Twixt the fouls of friend and friend. 
But upon the faireſt boughs, | 
Or at every ſentence end, 
Will I Roſalinda write; 
Teaching all that read to know 
The quinteſſence of every ſprite, 
Heaven would in little ſhow. 
Therefore heaven nature chang'd, 
That one body ſhould be fill'd 
With all graces wide enlarg'd, 
Nature preſently diſtill'd, 
Helen's cheek, but not her heart, 
_ Cleopatra's majeſty ; 
Atalanta's better part, 
Sad Lucretia's modeſty. 
Thus Roſalind of many parts, 
By heavenly ſynods was devis'd, 
f many faces, eyes and hearts, 
To have the touches deareft priz d. 
Meaven would theſe gifts ſhe ſhould have, 
And I to live and die her ſlave. 
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Sweet Cytherea, fitting by a brook, 
With young Adonis, lovely, freſh and green, 
Did court the lad with many a lovely look, 
Such looks as none could look but beauty's queen. 
She told him ſtories to delight his ear; 
She ſhew'd him favour's to allure his eye; 
To win his heart, ſhe touch'@him here and there: 
Touches ſo ſoft ſtill conquer chaſtity. 
But whether unripe years did want conccit, 
Or he refus'd to take her figur d proffer, 
The tender nibbler would not rok the bait, 
But ſmile and jeſt at every gentle offer: 
Then fell ſhe on her back, fair queen, and toward : 
He roſe and ran away ; ah, fool too frowacd ! 


Scarce had the ſun dried up the dewy morn, 
And ſcarce the herd gone to the hedge for thade, 
When Cytherea, all in love forlorn 
A longing tarriance for Adonis made, 
Under an ozier growing by a brook, | 
A broek where Adon us'd to cool his ſpleen; 
Hot was the day 3 ſhe hotter that did look ; 
For his approach, that often there had been. * 
Anon he comes, and throws his mantle by, 
And ſtood ſtark naked on the brooks green brim; 
The ſun look'd on the world with glorious eye, 
Yet not fo wiſtly, as this qucen on him: * 
He ſpying her, bounc'd in, whereas he ſtood; 
O Jove, quoth ſhe, why was not Laflucd ? 


i the morn, when the fai m of | 
Fair was em - {a c fair ERP ove, 


, 
Paler for ſorrow than her milk-white dove, 
For Adon's ſake, a youngſter proud and wild 
Her ſtand the takes upon a ſteep-up hill: 
Anon Adonis comes with horns and hounds ; 
She filly queen, with more than love's good will, 
Forbade the boy he ſhould not pals thoſe grounds; 
Once, quoth ſhe, did Tee a fair ſweet youth 
Here in theſe brakes decp-wounded with a boar, 
Deep in the thigh, a (pe acle of ruth | 
See in my thigh, qu th the, here was the ſore: 
She ſhowed her's ; he ſaw more wounds than one, 
And bluſhing fled, and left her all alone, 
Faie Venus with Adonis fitting by her, 
Under a myitle ſhade, began to woo him; 
She told the youngling how Mars did try her, 
And as he fell to her, ſhe fell to him. 
F ven thus, quoth ſhe, the wa like god embrac'd me; 
And then the clipp'd Adonis in her ams: | 
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ven thus th ſhe, the warlike god unlac'd me, 

1 if the boy thould uſe like loving charms: 

Even thus, quoth ſhe, he ſeized on my lips, 

And with her lips on his did act the ſeizure; 

And as ſhe fetched breath, away he ſkips, 

And would not take her meaning nor her pleaſure. 
Ah ! that 1 had my lady at this bay, 
To kiſs and clip me till I run away. 


Crabbed age and youth 
Cantior live 1 
Youth is full of pleaſance, 
Age is full of care: 
Youth like ſummer morn, 
Age like winter weather; 
Youth like ſummer brave, 
Age like winter bare. 
5 is full of ſport, 
.Age's breath is ſhort, 
outh is nimble, age is lame: 
Youth is hot and bold, 
Age is weak and cold; 
outh is wild, and age is tame. 
Age, I do abhor thee, 
Youth, I do adore thee ; 
O, my ehe love is young; 


855 I do defy thec; 


eet ſhepherd, hie thee, 
Por methinks thou ſtay' ſt too long. 

Sweet roſe, fair lower, untimely pluck'd, ſoon faded, 

Pluck'd in the bud, and faded in & 

Bright orient pearl, alack ! too timely thaded! 

Fair creature, kill'd too ſoon by death's ſharp ſting ! 


Like a green plumb 1 2 s upon a tree, 
And falls, through win! 2 the fall ſhould be. 
I weep for thee, and yet ne cauſe I have; 
For why? thou left'ſt me nothing in thy will. 
And yet thou leſt'ſt me more than I did crave; 
For why? I craved nothing of thee ſtil]: 


O yes, dear friend, I pardon crave of thee: 
Thy diſcontent thou didit bequeath to me. 


Fair is my love, but not ſo fair as fickle, | 
Mildes a dove, but neither true nor truſty; © 
Brighter than glaſs, and yet, as glaſs is, brittle, 
Softer than wax, and yet, as iron, ruſty : 
A me — with damaſk die to grace her, 
None fairer, nor none falſer to deface her. 


Hier lips to mine how often hath ſhe join'd, 
Bet ween each kiſs her oaths of true love ſwearing ! 
How many tales to pleaſe me hath ſhe coin'd, 
Dreading my love, the loſs thereof ſtill fearing ! 

Yet in the midſt of all her pure proteſtings, 

Her faith, her oaths, her tears, and all were jeſtings. 


* 
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She burn'd with love, as ſtraw with fire flameth ; 
She burn'd out love, as ſoon as ſtraw out burneth; 
She fram'd the love, and yet ſhe foil'd the framing ; - 
She bade love laſt, and yet ſhe ſell a turning. 

Was this a lover, or a lecher whether? 

Bad in the beſt, though excellent in neither, 


Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye, 
*Gainſt whom the world cannot hold argument, . 
Perſuade my heart to this falſe perjury ? 
Vous for thee broke deſerve not puniſhment. 
A woman I forſwore ; but I will prove, 
Thou being a g«.ddeſs, I furſwore not thee: 
My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love; 
Thy grace being gain'd, cures all diſgrace in me. 
My vow was breath, and breath a vapour is; 
Then thou fair ſun, which on my earth doſt ſhine; . 
Exhal'f this vapour vow; in thee it is: N 
If broken, then it is no fault of mine. 

If by me broke, what fool is not ſo wiſe 

To break an oath, to win a paradiſe? 


If love make me forſworn, how thall I ſwear to love? 
O, never faith could hold, if not to beauty vow'd: 
Though to myſelf forſworn, to thee I'll conſtant prove; 
Thoſe thoughts, to me like oaks, to thee like pziers bow'd. 
Study his bias leaves, and makes his book thine eyes, 
Where all thoſe pleaſures live, that art can comprehend. / 
If knowledge be the mark, to know thee ſhall ſuffice; 
Well learned is that tongue that well can thee command; 
All ignorant that ſoul that ſees thee without wonder ; 
Which is to me ſome praiſe, that I thy parts admire: 
Thine eye Jove's lightning ſeems, thy voice his dreadful thunder 
- Which (not to anger bent) is mafic ang ſweet fire. | 
Celeſtial as thod art, O do not love nf; 
To ſing the heavens” praiſe with 8 y tongue. 
Beauty is but a vain and doubtful good, 
A ſhining gloſs, that fadeth ſuddenly ; 
A flower that dies, when firſt it *gins to bud; 
A brittle glaſs, that's b:oken preſently ; 
A doubtful good, a gloſs, a glaſs, a flower, 
Loft, faded, broken, dead within an hour. 


And as goods loſt are ſeld or never found, 
As faded gloſs no rubbing will refreſh, 
As flowers dead, lie wither'd on the ground, 
As broken glaſs no cement can redreſs, 
So beauty blemiſh'd once, for ever's loft, * 
In ſpite of phyſie, painting, pain, and coſt. 
Good night, good reſt. Ah! neither be my ſbare: . 
She bade good night, that kept my reſt away; 
And daff d me to a cabbin hang'd with care, 
To deſcant on the doubts of my decay. 
Farewell, quoth ſhe, and come again to-morrow ; : 
Fare well I could not, for I ſupp'd with forrow. 
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Vit at my parting ſweetly did ſhe ſmile, 
In ſcorn or friendſhip, nill I eonfirue whether: 
Tmay be, the joy'd to jeſt at my exile, 
Tmay be, again to e me wander thit ber 
WANDER, a word for ſhadows like myſel 
As take the pain, but cannot pluck the pelf. 2 
Lord, how mine eyes throw gazes to the eaſt | 
My heart doth charge the watch; the morning riſe 
Dcth cite each moving ſenſe from idle ref, 
Nut daring truſt the office of mine eyes, 
While Philomela fits and fings, I fit and mark, 
And wiſh her lays were tuned like the lark; 


For ſhe doth welcome day-light with her Jitty, 

And drives away dark diſmal-dreaming night: 

The night ſo pack'd, I poſt u to my pretty; 

Heart hath his hope, and eyes their withed fight ; 
Sorrow chang'd to ſolace, ſolace mix'd with ſorrow ; 
For why ? ſhe ſigh'd, and bade me come to-morrow. 


Were I with her, the night wou!d poſt too ſoon ; 

But now are minutes added to the hours ; 

To ſpite me now, each minute ſeems a moon; 

Yet not for me, ſhine ſun to ſuccour flowers; 
Pack night, peep day; good day, of night now borrow: 
Short, night, to-night, and length thyſelf to-morrow. 


It was a lordling's daughter, tha faireſt one of three, 
That liked of her maſter as well as well might be, 
Till looking on an Engliſhman, the faireſt eye could ſee, 
Her fancy fell a turning 
Long was the combat doubtful, that love with love did fight, 
To lcave the maſter loveleſs, or kill the gallant knight: 
To put in practice either, alas it was a ſpite 
nto the filly damſel, a 
But one muſt be refuſed, more mickle was the pain. 
That nothing could be uſed to turn them both to gain 
For of the two the truſty knight was wounded with diſdain: 
Alas ! he could not help it!. 
Thus art with arms contending was victor of the day, 
Which by a gift of learning did bear the maid away; 
Then lullaby, the learned man hath got the lady gay; 
For now my ſong is ended, 


On a day (ala. k the day) 

Love, whoſe month was ever May, 
Spy'd a bloſſom paſling fair, 
Playing in the wanton air : 
Through the velvet leaves the wind, 
All unteen, gan paſſage find; 

That the lover, ſick to death, 
Wiſh'd himſelf the heaven's breath. 
Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow ; 
Air, would I might triumph fo! 
But, alas! my hand hath ſworn 
Ne'er to pluck thee from thy thorn: 
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Vow, alack, for youth unmeet ; 

Youth, ſo apt to pluck a ſweet. » 

Do not call it fin in me, 

That I am forſworn for thee; X 


Thou for whom Jove would wer 


Jo but, an Ethiope were ; 
nd deny himſelf for ſove. 
Turning mortal fof thy love. 


My flocks feed not, 
| wy ewes _ not, 
rams not, 
All is arid | 
Love's denying, - 
Faith's defying, | * 
Heart's renying, 
N of this. N 
my merry jigs are quite forgot, 
All oy lady's love is 10, God wot: 
Where her Faith was firmly fix'd in love, 
There a nay is plac'd without remove. 
One ſilly croſs 
Wrought all my loſs; 
O frowning fortune, curſed fickle dame | 
For now I ſee 
Inconſtancy 2 — 
More in women than in men remaia. 


In black mourn I, 

All fears ſcorn I, 

Love hath forlorn me, © 
wg in thrall : 

Heart is bleeding, 

All help needing, 

(O cruel ſpeeding !Y- 

Fraughted with gall. ; 
My ſhepherd's pipe can ſound no deal, 
My wethers' bell rings doleful knell; 

My curtail dog that wont to have play d; 
Plays not at all, but ſcems afraid; 

My hghs fo deep, 

Procure to e a | 

In howling-wifſe, to ſee my doleful plight. 
How fighs reſound 
Through harkleſs ground, | 

Like a thouſand vanquiſh'd men in bloody fight! 


Clear wells ſpring not, 
Sweet birds ſing not. 
Loud bells ring not 
Chearfully ; 
Herds ſtand weeping,. 
Flocks all fleeping, 
Nymphs back creeping 
| Fea fully : | 
All our pleaſure known to us poor ſwains, 
All our merry mectings on the plains,, 


— 
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All our evening ſport from us is fled, 
All our love is loſt, for love is dead. 
Farewell, ſweet laſs, 
Thy like ne'er was 
or a ſweet content, the cauſe of all my moan : 
Poor Coridon 
Mutt live alone, 

Other help for him I ſee that there is none. 
When as thine eye hath choſe the dame, 
And ſtall'd the deer that thou would' ſtrike, 
Let reaſon rule things worthy blame, 

As well as fancy, partial tike : 
Take counſel of ſome wiſer head 
Neither too young, nor yet unwed. 


And when thou com'f thy tale to tell, 
Smooth not thy tongue with filed talk, 
Leſt ſhe ſomc ſubtle practice ſmell; * 
(A cripple ſoon can find a halt:) 
But plainly ſay thou lov*ſt her well, 
And ſet thy perſon forth to ſell. 


And to her will frame all thy ways; 
Spare not to ſpend, and chiefly there 
Where thy deſert may merit praiſe, 
By ringing always in her ear: 
The ſtrongeſt caſtle, tower, and town, 
The golden bullet beats it down. 


Serve always with aſſured truſt, 
And in thy ſuit be humble, true; 
Unleſs thy lady prove unjuſt, 
Seek never thou to chooſe anew : | 
When time ſhall ſerve be thou not ſlack | 
To proffer, though ſhe put thee back. | 


What though her frowning brows be bent, 
Her cloudy looks will clear ere night ; 
And then too late ſhe will repeat 
That ſhe difſembled her delight j 
And twice defire, ere it be day, 1 
That with ſuch ſcorn ſhe put away. | 
What though ſhe ſtrive to try her ftrength, 
And ban and brawl, and ſay thee nay, 
Her feeble force will yield at length, 
When craft hath taught her thus to ſay,--- 
Had women been to ſtrong as men, 
In faith you had not had it then. 
The wiles and guiles that women work, 
Diſſembled with an outward ſhow, 
The tricks and toys that in them lurk, 
The cock that treads them ſhall not know. 
Have you not heard it ſaid full oft, 
A woman's nay doth ſtand for nought ? 


Think, women love to match with men, 
And not to live ſo like a faint: 
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Here is no heaven; they holy then 
Begin, when age doth them attaint, 

ere kiſſes all the joys in bed, 
One woman would another wed. 


But ſoft ; enough,---too much I fear; 

For if my lady hear my ſong, 

She will not ſtick to ring mine ear, 

To teach my tongue to be ſo long : 
Yet will the bluſh, here be it Bid, 
To hear her ſecrets ſo bewray'd. 


Take, oh, take thoſe lips away, 
That fo ſweetly were forſworn; 
And thoſe eyes, the break of day, 
Lights that do miſlead the morn ; 
But my kKiſſes bring again, 
Seals of love, but ſeal'd in vain. 
Hide, oh, hide thoſe hills of ſnow 
Which thy frozen boſom bears, 
On whoſe tops the pinks that grow - 
Are of thoſe that April wears: 
But firſt ſet my poor heart free 
Bound in thoſe icy chains by thee. 


Let the bird of loudeſt lay, 

On the ſole Arabian tree 

Herald ſad and trumpet be, 

To whoſe ſound chaſte wings obey. 
But thou ſhrieking harbinger, 

Foul pre-currer of the fend, 
Augur of the fever's end, 

To this troop come thou not near ! 


From this ſeſſion interdict 


Every fowl of tyrant wing, 
Save the eagle, eather'd King: 
Keep the obſeguy fo ſtrict. 


Let the ptieft in ſurplice white, F 
That defunctive muſic can, 

Be the death-divining ſwan, 

Left the REQUitm lack his right. 


And thou, treble-dated crow, 

That thy ſable gender mak ſt 

Mich the breath thou giv'ſt and tak'ft, 
*Mongft our mourners ſhalt thou go. 


Here the anthem doth commence ;-== 
Love and conftancy is dead; 
Phœnix and the turtle fled 

In a mutual flame from hence. 


Zo they lov'd, as love in twain 
Had the eſſence but in one; 
Two diſtincts, diviſion none: 


Number there in love was Halm. 
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Hearts remote, yet not afunder ; 
Diſtance, and no ſpace was ſecn 
*Twixt the turtle and his queen: 
But in them it were a wonder. 


So between them love did ſhine, 
That the turtle ſaw his right 
Flaming in the phœnix' Acht: 
Either was the other's mine. 


Pro was thus appall' d 
Th the ſelf was a0 che lame 3 


Single nature's double name 
Neither two nor one was call'd. 


Reaſon, in itſclf confounded, 
Saw diviſion grow —_; 
To themſelves yet either-neither, 
Simple were ſo well compounded ; 


That it cry'd, how true a twain 
Seemeth this concordant one 
Love hath reaſon, reaſon none, 
If what parts can ſo remain. 


Whereupon it made this threne ; 
To the pheœnix and the dove, 
Co-ſupremes and ſtars of love; 
As chorus to their tragic ſcene, 


THRENOS, 


Beauty, truth, and rarity, 
Grace in all ſimplicity, 
Here inclos'd in cinders lie, 


Death is now the phœnix' neſt ; 
And the turtle's loyal breaſt 
To eternity doth reſt, 


Leaving no poſterity :==- 

Twas not their infirmity, 

It was married chaſtity. 

Truth may ſeem, but cannot be; 
Beauty brag, but tis not ſhe; 
Truth and beauty buried be. 

To this urn let thoſe repair 

That are either true or fair; 


For theſe dead birds ſigh a prayer. 
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A Lover's Complaint. 


FROM off a hill whoſe concave womb re-worded 
A plaintful tory from a ſiſtering vale, 

My ſpirits to attend this double voice accorded, 

And down I lay to liſt the ſad-tun'd tale: 

Ere long eſpy*'d a fickle maid full pale, 

Taring of papers, breaking rings a-twain, 

Storming her world with forrow's wind and rain. 

Upon her head a platted hive of ſtraw, 

W hich fortified her viſage from the ſun, 

Wheeon the thought might think ſometime it ſaw 

The carcaſe of a beauty ſpent and done. 

Time had not ſcythed all that youth begun 

Nor youth all quit; but, IP of heaven's fell rage, 

Some beauty peep'd through lattice of ſear'd age. 


Oft did ſhe heave her napkin to her eyne, 
Which on it had conceited characters, 
Laundring the filken figures in the brine 
That ſeaſon'd woe had pelleted in tears, 

And often reading what contents it bears; 
As often ſhrieking undiſt inguiſh'd woe, 

In clamours of all fize, both high and low. 
Sometimes her level'd eyes their carriage ride, 
As they did battery on the ſpheres intend; 
Sometimes diverted their poor balls are ty*d 
To the orbed earth ; ſometimes they do extend 
Their view right on ; anon their gazes lend 
To every place at once, and no where hx'd, 
The mind and fight diſtræctedly commix'd. 


Her hair, nor looſe, nor ty'd in formal plat, 
Proclaim'd in her a carelets hand of pride; 
For ſome, untuck'd, deſcended her fheav'd hat, 
Hanging her pale and pined cheek beſide ; 

Some in her threaden fillet ſtill did bide, 

And, true to bondage, would not break from thence, 
Though ſlackly braided in looſe negligence. 


A thouſand favours from a maund ſhe drew 

Of amber, cryſtal, and of bedd d jet, f 
Which one by one ſhe in a river thre w, 

Upon whoſe weeping margent ſhe was ſet; 

Like uſury, applying wet to wet, 

Or monarch's hands, that let nct bounty fall 
Wheie want cries sou, but where excels begs all. 


Of folded ſchedules had ſhe many a one, 


Which the perus'd, ſigh'd, tore, and gave the flood; 


Ciack'd many a ring of poſied gold and bone, 
Bidding them find their ſepulchres in mud; 
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Found yet more letters ſadly penn'd in blood, 
With ſſeided filk feat and affectedly 
Enſwath'd, and ſeal'd to curious ſecrecy. - 


Theſe often bath'd ſhe in her fluxive eyes, 

And often Kkiſs'd, and often gan to tear; 

Cry'd, O falſe blood! thou regiſter of lies, 

What unapproved witneſs doſt thou bear! 

Ink would have ſeem'd more black and damned here 
This ſaid, in top of rage the lines the rents, 

Big diſcontent ſo breaking their contents, 


A reverend man that graz'd his cattle nigh, 
(Sometime a bluſterer, that the ruffle knew 
f court, of city, and had let go by A 
The ſwifteſt hours,) obſerved as they flew ; 
Towards this afflicted fancy faſtly drew; 
And, privileg'd by age, deſires to know 
In brief, the grounds and motives of her woe, 
So ſlides he down upon his grained bat, 
And comely-diftant fits he by her fide; 
When he again deſires her, being fat, 
Her grievance with his hearing to divide: 
If that from him there may be aught apply d 
Which may her ſuffering extacy aſſuage, 
Tis promis'd in the charity of age. 
Father, ſhe ſays, though in me you behold 
The injury of many a blaſting hour, 
Let it not tell your judgment I am old; 
Not age, but forrow, over me hath power: 
I might as yet have been a — flower, 
Freſh to myſelf, if I had ſelf- apply d 
Love to myſelf, and to no love beſide. 


But woe is me ! too carly I attended 
A youthful ſuit (it was to gain my grace) 

f one by natures' outwards ſo commended, 
That maidens' eyes ſtuck over all his face: 
Love lack'd a dwelling, and made him her place; 
And when in his fair parts ſhe did abide, 
She was new lodg'd, and newly deified. 


His browny locks did hang in crooked curls ; 
And every light occaſion of the wind 

Upon his lips their filken parcels hurls : 
What's ſweet to do, to do will aptly find: 
Each eye that ſaw him did enchant the mind; 
For on his viſage was in little drawn, 

What largeneſs thinks in paradiſe was ſawn. 


Small how of man was yet upon his chin; 

His phœnix down began but to appear; 

Like unſhorn velvet, on that termleſs ſkin, 

Whoſe bare out-biagg'd the web it ſeem'd to wear; 
Yet ſhow'd his viſage by that coſt moſt dear; 

And nice afieQtions wavering ſtood in doubt 

If beſt "twere as it wos, or beſt without. 
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His qualities were beauteous as his form 

For maiden-tongu'd he was, and thereof free ; 
Yet, if men mov'd him, was he ſuch a ſtorm 

As oft 'twixt May and April is to ſee, 

When winds breathe (ſweet, unrul —4 they be. 
His rudeneſs fo with his authoriz'd out 

Did livery falſeneſs in a pride of truth. 


Well could he ride, and often men would ſay, 

That horſe his mettle from his rider takes : 

Proud of ſubjection, noble by the ſway, 

What rounds, what bounds, what courſe, what ſtop he makes 
And controverſy hence a queſtion takes, 

Whether the horſe by him became his decd, 

Or he his manage by the well-doing ſteed. 


But quickly on this fide the verdict went; 

His real habitude gave life and grace 

To appertainings and to ornament, 
Accompliſh'd in himſelf, not in his caſe: 

All aids themſelves made fairer by their place ; 
Came for additions, yet their purpos'd trim 
Pierc'd not his grace, but were all grac'd by bim. 


Zo on the tip of his ſubduing tongue 

All kind of arguments and queſtion deep, 

All replication prompt, and reaſon ſtrong, 
For his advantage till did wake and ſleep: 

To make the w laugh, the laugher weep, 
He had the Jiale and different (kill, 
Catching all paſſions in his craft of-will ; 


That he did in the general boſom reign 


Of young, of old; and ſexes both enchanted, 


To dwell with him in thoughts, or to remain 
In perſonal duty, following where he haunted : 


. Conſents bewitch'd, ere he deſire, have granted; 
And dialogu'd for him what he would ſay, 


Aſk'd their own wills, and made their wills obey. 


Many there were that did his picture get, 
To ſerve their eyes, and in it put their mind; 


Like fools that in the imagination ſet 

The goodly objects which abroad they find 

Of lands and manſions, their's in thought aſſign'd; 
And labouring in more pleaſures to beſtow them, 
Than the true gouty landlord which doth owe them: 


So many have, that never touch'd his hand, 


'Sweetly ſuppos'd them miſtreſs of his heart. 


My woeful ſelf, that did in freedom ſtand, 


And was my own _ — in yo 
, an yout In , 


Threw my affections in his charmed power, 
Reſerv'd the ſta!k, and gave him all my flower, 


Yet did 1 not, as ſome my equals did, 
Demand of him, nor being defired, yielded; 
Einding myſclf in honour. ſo forbid, _ 
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With ſafeft diſtance I mine honour ſhielded: 
Experience for me many bulwarks builded : 
Of proofs new- bleeding, which remain'd.the full 
Of this falſe jewel, and his amorous ſpoil, 


But ah ! who ever ſhun'd by precedent 

The deſtin'd ill ſhe muſt herſelf aflay ? 

Or forc'd examples, gainſt her own content, 
To put the by-paſs'd perils in her way ? 
Counſel may ſtop a while what will not ſtay; 
For when we rage, advice is often ſeen 

By blunting us to make our wits more Keen, 


Nor gives it ſatisfation to our blood, 

That we muſt curb it upon others” proof; 

To be forbid the ſweets that ſeem ſo good, 
For fear of harms that preach in our behoof. 
O appetite from judgment ſtand aloof ! 

The one a palate hath that needs will taſte, 

Though reaſon weep, and cry---it is thy laſt. 

For further I could lay, T#.1s MAN's UNTRUE, | 

And knew the p:*terns of his foul beguiling ; 

Heard where his plants in others“ —— grew, 

Saw how deceits were —— in his ſmiling; 

Knew vows were ever brokers to defiling; 

Thought, characteis, and words, merely but art, 

And baſtards of his foul adulterate heart. 


And long upon theſe terms I held my city, 
Till thus he gan befiege me: “Gentle maid, 
Have of my ſuffering youth ſome feeling pity, 
And be not of my holy vows afraid : 

That's to you ſworn, to none was ever ſaid; 
For feaſts of love I have been call'd unto, 

Till now did ne'er invite, nor never vow. 


All my offences that abroad you ſee, 

Are errors of the blood, none of the mind; «4 

Love made them not: with acture they may be, 
Where neither party is nor true nor kind : 

They ſought their e that ſo their ſhame did find; 
And fo much leſs of ſhame in me remains, 

iBy how much of me their reproach contains. 


Among the many that mine eyes have ſeen, 

Not one whoſe flame my heart ſo much as warm'd, 

Or my affection put to the ſmalleſt teen, 

Or any of my leiſures ever charm'd: 

Harm have I done to them, but ne'er was harm'd; 
Kept hearts in liveries, but mine own was fiee, | 
And reign'd, commanding in his monarchy. 


Lock here, what tributes wounded fancies ſent me, | 
Oft paled pearls, and rubies red as blood; | 


Figuring that they their — likewiſe lent me 
Ol grief and bluſhes, aptly underſtood 

In bloc dleſs white and the encrimſon'd mood; 
Effe cts of terror and dear modeſty, 

&ncaimp'd in hearts, but fighting outwardly. 
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And lo! behold theſe talents of their hair 
With twiſted metal amorouſly impleach'd, 
I have receiv'd from many a ſeveral fair, 
heir kind acceptance weepingly beſcech'd,) 
ith the annexions of fair gems enrich'd, 
And deep-brain'd ſonnets, that did amplify 
Each ſtone's dear nature, worth, and quality, 


The diamond; why it *twas beautiful and hard, 
Whereto his invis'd properties did tend ; 

The deep-green emerald, in whoſe frefh regard 
Weak fights their ſickly radiance do amend ; 

The heaven-hued faphire and the opal blend. 

With objects manifold ; each ſeveral ſtone, 

With wit well blazon' d, ſmil'd or made ſome moan. 


Lo! all theſe trophies of affections hot, 

Of penſfiv'd and ſubdued defires the tender, 
Nature hath charg'd me that I hoard them not, 
But yield them up where I myſelf muſt render, 
That is, to you, my origin and ender: 

For theſe, of force, muſt your oblations be, 
Since I their altar, you enpatron me. 


O then advance of yours that phraſeleſs hand, 
Whole white weighs down the airy ſcale of praiſe; 
Take all theſe ſimiles to your own command, 
Hallow'd with ſighs that burning lungs did raiſc ; 
What me your miniſter, for you obeys, 

Works under you ; and to your audit comes 

Their diſtract parcels in combined ſums. 


Lo! this deviſe was ſent from a nun, 

Or ſiſter ſanified, ot holieſt note; 

Which late her noble ſuit in court did ſhun, 
Whoſe rareſt havings made the bloſſoms dote 
For ſhe was ſought by ſpirits of richeſt coat, 
But kept cold diſtance, and did thence remove, 
To ſpend her living in eternal love. 


But O, my ſweet, what labour is't to leave 
The thing we have not, maſtering what not ſtrives? 
Paling the place which did no form receive ;--- 
Man patient ſports in unconftrained gyves: 
She that her fame ſo to herſelf contrives, 
The ſcars of battle ſcapeth by the * 1 
And makes her abſence valiant, not her might. 
O pardon me, in that my boaſt is true; 
"The accident which brought me to her eye, 
Upon the moment did her force ſubdue, 
And now ſhe would the caged cloifter fly: 
Religious love put out religion's eye: 
Not to be tempted, would the be immur'd, 
And now, to tempt all, liberty procur'd. 
How mighty then you are, O hear me tell! 
The broken boſoms that to me belong, 
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Have emptied all their fountains in my well, 
And mine I pour your ocean all among: 

I ftrong o'er them, and you o'er me being ſtrong, 
Muſt for your victory us all congeſt, 

As compound love to phyfic your cold breaft. 


— parts had power to charm a ſacred ſun, ,- 
Who, diſciplin'd and dieted in grace, 

Believ'd her eyes, when they aſſail to begun, 
All vows and conſecrations giving place: 

O molt potential love! vow, bond, nor ſpace, 
In thee hath neither ting, knot, nor confine, 
For thou art all, and all things ele are thine. 


When thou M what are precepts worth 
Of ſtale example? When thou wilt inflame, 

How coldly thoſe impediments ſtand forth 

Of wealth, of filial fear, law, kindred, fame? 

Love's arms are peace, gainſt rule, 'gainſt ſenſe, gainſt ſhame 
And ſweetens, in the ſuffering pangs it bears, 

The alves of all forces, ſhocks and fears. 


Now all theſe hearts that do on mine pcs 
Feeling it break, with bleeding groans they pine; 
And ſupplicant, their ſighs to you extend, _ 
To leave the battery that you make 'gainſt mane, 
Lending ſoft audience to my ſweet defign, 

And credent ſoul to that ſtrong bonded oath 

That ſhall prefer and undertake my troth.“ 


This faid, his watery eyes he did diſmount, | 
Whoſe ſights till then were level'd on my face; 
Each check a river running from a fount 

With briniſh current downward flow'd apace : 
O, how the channel to the ſtream gave grace 
Who, glaz'd with cryſtal, gate the glowing roſes 1 
That fame through water which their hue incloſes 


O father, what a hell of witchcraft lies | 
In the ſmall orb of one particular tear? 
But with the inundation of the eyes 

What rocky heart to water will not wear? 

What breaſt ſo cold that is not warmed here ? 

O cleft effect] cold modeſty, hot wrath, | 
Both fire from hence and chill extin&ure hath ! 


For 1»! his paſſion, but an art of craft, 

Even there reſolwd my reaſon into tears ; 

There my white ſtole of chaftity I daff'd, 

Shook off my ſober guards, and civil fears; 

22 to him, as he to me appears, 

All melting; though our drops this difference bore, 
His poiſon'd me, and mine did him reſtore. 


In him a plenitude of ſubtle matter, 

[> wee to cautels, all ſtrange forms receives, 

Ot burning bluthes, or of weeping water, 

Or {wooning palcneis ; and he takes and leaves, 


_ 


| 


a . 


: : * 
. N : * > 
148 | A LOVER's COMPLAINT, 


In either's | wow as itbeſt deceives, 
To bluſh at ſpeeches rank, to weep at woes, 
Or to turn white and ſwoon at tragic ſhows ; 


That not a heart which in his level came, 

Could ſcape the bail of his all burting aim, 
Showin Fir natwie is both kind and tame; 

And veil'd in them, did win whom he would maim : 
Againſt the thing he ſought he would exclaim: 
When he moſt burn'd in heart-wiſh'd luxury 

He preach'd pure maid, and prais'd cold chaſtity, 
Thus merciy with the garment of a Grace 

The naked and concealed fiend he cover'd; 

That the unexperienc'd gave the tempter place, 
Which, like a cherubin, above them hover'd. 
Who, young and ſimple, would not be ſo lover'd? 
Ah me! I fell; and yet do queſtiin make 

What I ſhould do again for ſuch a ſake. 


O, that infected moiſture of his eye, , 
O, that falſe tire which in his cheek fo glow'd; 
O, that forc'd thunder from his heart di fly, - 
O, that ſad breath his (pungy lungs beftow 4, 
O, all that borrow d motion, ſeeming ow d, 
Would yet again betray the fore-betræꝝ d. 
And new pervert a recunciled maid, 


N. 


